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^^*       When  the  earth  was  '  young  and  green,'  we  are  in- 
formed by  our  liibles,  every  man  was  a  shepherd  and 
attended  his  own  flocks  as  they  browsed  oq  unmown 
plains  and  sunny  declivities,  where,  though  sin  was 
known,  yet  harmony  more  widely  prevailed,  and  love 

parents  we  may  suppose,  sung  not  verses  in  cele- 
bration of  each  other,  but  tuned  their  voices  "  in  the 
wild  notes  of  nutiiml  poetry"  *  to  the  praise  of  their 
|j           Creator,  who  had  placed  them  in  the  midst  of  such 
^^^V^eseings  ;  and  so  Milton  has  poetically,  nnd  per- 
^^Bbaps,  correctly  described  them.     To  some  diseon- 
^^^K^late  swain  who  was  desirous  of  making  widely 
^^Bknown  either  the  charms  or  the  cruelty  of  his  aiis- 
^^^HlresB,  we  must  impute  the  birth  of  our  lovc-Bongs  j 
^^^Vthose  were  the  strains  that "  delayed  the  huddling 
^^^*  "brook,  and  lapped  the  prisoned  soul  in  soft  elyaium  j" 
the  maid  was  then  likened  to  n  sportive  lamb,  her 
teeth  to  the  white  fleeces  of  a  newly  wosben  flock 
l^^^of  sheep,  and  her  lips  to  the  dropping  honey  -,  those 
^^^KiWeet  strains  sung  to  th  e  music  of  a  shepherd's  reed, 
^^Rleacribed  by  Allan  Ramsay,  as- 

^^^^^r                   "  A  dalBtT  Whistle  wllh  a  plnwit  lOuiKl." 

^^^■^after  the  dance  with  timbrels  in  the  cool  of  evening;, 
^^■pKsented  to  the  mind  a11  that  earth  could  offer  of 

^^^^^h                             •  Drrden,    Frtlnce  to  Jurctid.                            ^^m 

im-KeDdcTtoir. 

a  be  little  doubi  but  that  the  pority  i 
aD  nUMHA  originiited  in  the  love  cheriafaed  by  I 
one  tax  lowarda  the  other  ;  ferlio^  broke  out 
yast,  and  spoke  the  language  of  the  he&rt— 
Ittlri;  bunting  forth  at  last  into  such  rapturofl 
nclimiatioos,  as — 

Idle  JogeDuity  has  aometimes  changed  the  coDi' 
l>tiatent  into  a  conceit,  and  the  song  into  a  almin  of 
Mlifictal  politeness.     Our  isle  has  produced  postp  T 
oho  (at  down  resolutely  to  sing  of  Chloe  or  Amynt^fl 
DM  nm^a\KT'mg  a  brother  has  aaid,  ih^t— 


To  come  nearer  uur  own  day,  luid  to  illaatra 
mr  npinion,  we  are  told  by  Biima  himseU',  that  ^ 
onet  bud  the  iensl  inclination  of  turning  p<>et  tl 
be  got  heartily  in  love,  and  then  rhyme  and  i 
wen  the  spontaneous  language  of  his  heart :  ah 
tbu  gluwed,  with  what  he  descrilies  aa  "  bo 
wnria  flimplicity," *  At  all  times  nature  cxhibitsij 
$uJb('ieQt  number  of  images  to  the  eye  and  fnncy  a 
a  poet — the  cool  of  spring,  the  heat  of  sum 
jdlow  leaf  of  autumn,  and  the  frosts  of  winter^ 
Kvery  field  produces  beauties  of  lis  own  to  aw 
fwfh  AentlmeDt,  from  the  gay  flowers  of  May  ti 
iinght  filard  and  spotless  snows  of  December. 


I  sheptiprrf  hearing  of,  and  seeing  only  a  pastoral  life, 
I  drew  bis  images  from  ihs  fields  around  him,  the 
I  person  of  his  love  was  neiiher  adorned  nor  con- 
Lrraled  by  the  ndolleries  of  arl,  and  he  sung  of  her 
b  he  found  her: 


n  the  favour  of  one  so  fair,  was  Ihe  utmost 
I  9f  his  ambition  ;  he  told  in  wuod'ttotes  wild,  in 
I  untutored  verse,  tbe  sweetness  of  her  mind  and  the 
Lgracea  gf  her  person  ;  he  was  the  shepherd  that 
■iflpenser  and  Pojie  sung  of ; 

**  A  flhpphcrd  bOT,  lie  flcrkB  no  botter  dudc." 

s  to  the  pastoral  life  of  England  and  Scotland, 
)  the  rosy  faces  of  our  Dowaabelb,  llosalinda, 
■peggys  and  Jeanies,  we  muHl  look  for  the  origin 
nf  our  song  ;  from  the  field  and  the  sheep-hook  to 
the  court  and  the  town,  is  a  single  step,  but  it  is  a 
long  one.  Our  search  into  song,  Mr.  Cunninghum 
has  already  happily  illustrated,  by  the  image  of 
the  boy  chasing  the  niiiihow  from  hill  to  hill,  the 
nearer  he  imagined  he  was,  the  farther  he  was  away 
.  .from  it.* 


We  may  safely  suppose  Ihe 


IKTBOBfCTION 


^uicient  British,  differed  little  from  the  rarly^ 
i  of  other  nuioiu.     The  Souili  America 
were  found  by  the  Spaniards  la  be  jMssionately  '('■U^B 
of  music,  they  were  constantly  in  tb<!  cuatumuf  ui 
sembling  together  to  dance,  an  amuicment  in  wbidl'l 
the   softer  sen  were  never  allowed  to  parlitipntet  ■ 
Their  songs    were   chiefly   of  a  martial  kind,  for^ 
women  were  eonsidercd  as  mere  »Uvee,  and  treated 
with  something  like  contempi.     In  an  old  writer 
Tuoted  by  Ritson,  we  find  tliitt  the  natives  of  Hi>«- 
{nnioln,  h»d  •'  certnyne  rymea  or  balletes  they  e«ll 
Areitos.     And  us  our  Mynslrelles  arc  accustomed 
w  syng  to  the  harp  or  lute,  ao  do  they  in  lyke 
naner  sjng  these  songes,  and  Juunce  to  the  sara^  ^ 
playing  on    timbrels  made    of  shells   of  certayi 
fishes.    They  have  also  sondes  and  balletles  of  louc 
and  other  of  lamenlaiions  and  mournyng,  6< 
to  encourage  them  lo  the    warrcs,  with  euery  ti 
tlirm  ihcjT  tunes  agreeable  lo  the  matter."* 
inhubilonla  of  America  were  not  ignorant,  we  a 
told  by  Dr.  Robertaon.f  nf  strong  liquors,  i 
Ihey  rioted  to  excess,  till  scenes  of  bloodshed  tloa 
these  unnatural  festivals  -,  whether  '  when 
rup  shined  in  light,'   those  rude  people  chaunted 
songs  in  praise  of  what  tbey  much  loved,  we  must 
leave  lo  ibe  inut^nadon  to  settle. 

n  the  early  history  of  Britain,  we  find  a  cloas  of— 


aftcred  poets  existing,  denomiiuited  Babds,  who  kfc 

represented  as  singiog  verses  to  the  harp,  recording 

the  (li-eds  of  heroes  and  heroinw.     The  persons  of 

I  those  Bards  were  held  sacred,  and  their  skill  was 

j'teelconed  divine;  but  an  dviUzation  and  literature 

■advanced,  and  poetry  no  longer  remained  a  5e]>iLrale 

•,  this  office  with  its  immeroua  religious  cere- 

inoitioi,  gave  place  to  n  new  rank  of  poets  called 

Gleemen  or  Harpers,  of  whom  the  English  Minslreh 

e  reckoned  as  the  genuine  successors* 

Tbe  Minstrels  wer«  an  order  of  men  who  flou- 

Hshed  during  the  middle  ages  in  the  courts  of  our 

s  and  the  holts  of  our  noliility,  subsisting  by 

e  art  of  poetry  and  music,  and  singing  to  the  harp 

^rses  composed  by  themselves   or  others,  at   the 

imp  adorning'  their  recitations  with  mimicry 

bid  action, t     Before  tbe  invention  of  printing,  nor 

luicestors,  who  according  lo  .'•ir  Walter  Scott,  had 

le  conversational  powers,  encouraged  tiie  two  most 

delightful  arts,  to  drown  care  and  aSbrd  amusement. 

The  ancient  Bords  or  Scalds,  merely  sang  in  praise 

of  heroes,  but  the  Minstrels  on  the  introduction  of 

Uctrical   Romance- writing  into    Europe,  whether 

n  Arabia  or  ScnndiiiBvia,  related  the  marvellous 


I.  Boidn.    nUKn  utoed  U»t  M 

D.  wbicb  Scon  ]uttir  i>(i(hi  Hi. 


IMTKOBVCTiaN. 

k  iiil  MiRM  wondroaa  cbampiaa  wlw  uiuki 
il  ilw  ile*lriu;lH>a  nf  n  flr-T)'  An 
m  oi  Beld  ft>f  yean  will 
,  \m  order  to  Uiiud  the  li.wd  iif  a  liraiui> 
tfloar.  Many  of  llioMt  uU  rutniuirc*,  «hM:h 
IkMitwlNU  cltuiinl.  and  u'liich  Chsnt-rr  oltudc* 
t  uill  (!xtM,  •brarkif;  a  rrin  nf  fancy  muI  an  el^ 
man  of  ileacnptioo,  for  tbc  period  in  vhicb 
were  rorapaud  truly  wotidcrful.^-hiicr  rr-npii 
within  Uiue  few  jrev*  drtiKbtiug.  nivl 
chmUng  BiMttier  coutm  at  rmk-rk  nm)  liAtGiuMf 
Whether  nvrUliutrek*  w«»  inilctiinl !»  tlidr 
UioD  for  (he  binh  of  »ucb  wikl  effutiont, 
frotn  (hr  ncig^hbnurin^  coimlrin,  hw 
tnt  im  which  our  kBliijiutrithi  linve  e^pendnl 
irning  uii]  in^nuily.  It  A^-tms  [irobnblc. 
ir  Tmtrcin,  Hyndharo,  and  Havdiik  iht  Dane, 
prcMhu:tiiitii  uf  lliK  itrltiah  »uil,  but  eveu  i>f  ihcae 
<  copies  in  French  wnd  Gvrmnn,  with  (be 
If  a  little  Vttried,  npixircntly  nliout  the  Kinie  uge  ; 
td,  tbere  «re  few  ox  nime  of  uur  rutimoccB  bui 
n  ntlMr  laQKun^-s  with  vari«tigni.  Tu  tivttU'. 
\,  lu  the  fancy  luid  in^nuity,  iif  whnt  ualiuii  we 
'■  Kdj^yiug  talcs. "  will  ever  be  a  matter 
nibt  nnddiflpute  -,  it  appears  at  lea«l,  likrly,  that 


itudc* 

lrai||^H 


■  ■Inrli  nwtrkal  n>»iB»  In  KHflM.  tt 
lrbc«>i>Huuil>r*M1n*m-''    '• 


^ 


INTBOPDCTION. 


Aose  rnmnnces,  the  scenes  of  which  are  laid  in  Bri- 
tain, are  the  compositioiw  of  nntive  Minstrels.* 

It  will  BOarcely  be  foreign  here  tn  enter  a  little 
into  the  discussion  about  the  precise  rank  the  min- 
strels, the  songsters  of  uld,  in  their  days  of  sunshine 
held.  A  writer  of  taste  and  learning — Hishop  Percy, 
was  the  lirst  to  revive  an  interest  in  their  strains,  and 
to  publish  n  curious  and  instructive  history  of  the 
minstrel  race ;  but  the  Bishop's  poetic  feeling  in- 
duced him  to  heighten  a.  little  their  situation,  which 
the  plodding  industry  of  Ritson  exposed,  but  es- 
posed  only  to  err  himself  as  fnr  on  the  other  side. 
Ritson  represents  the  English  Minstrels,  as  little 
better  than  a  despicable  race  ■  and  that  at  no  time, 
he  writes,  were  they  the  fiivourit«  solacers  of  the 
leisure  hours  of  princes,  ns  Percy  has  described 
ihem.  That  the  Norman  Minstrels  were  better  than 
he  common  story  of  Blondel  and  King 
'Richard  the  First,  is  aullicient  proof ;  but  on  what 
Blllhorily  can  it  be  said  that  they  were  beggars  at 
«U limes  ;  Sir  Waller  Scott  has  remarked,  that  True 
'faomas,  or  Tliomas  of  Ercildoune,  the  Minstrd 


BdglLih  acqutrcd  rTon 


UiouorFtaan.   Bat  In  wl 
wlU  «l*>n  b*  ■  naXltt  or 


r  of  Sir  Trutrrm,  was  "  the  cotnpanion 
I,  and  himself  a  mnn  of  iDiulcd  property  )"  and 
tbe  mnsliini  ^titniug  now  af  old  biillndn.  "  Lythi 
aod  listen  lordias  free, '  prove*  that  they  were  not 
caaUaall;  in  the  habit  of  atUlressing  a  class  of 
mm  humble  tike  iherosclves.  Fortunately  for  tbia 
theory,  ae  oliJcctionB  have  been  made  to  the  word 
■■  iordiD»>"  meaning  "  lords  ;"  Percy  hiia  printed  in 
hit  eotlcctioD,  the  fragment  of  the  ancient  romance 
iif  Guy  and  Colbrondc,  wliich  we  wish  he  had 
brought  forward  to  support  his  position,  far  Ritsnn 
conld  not  have  quietly  passed  it  over:  it  begins 
ihiis— 
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rhiB  DiMU  •nil  iiirnkB  u  irnt  plvatrt 

Anil ««  «n<l  noLic*  rhjlyilm 


lordin»"  is  n  diminutive  expression,  there 
on  rarely  be  no  objections  lo  the  certainly  clear 
enough  defined  words  "  lords  and  liidies."  But 
tepicahility  surely  can  never  be  applied  to  a  class 
o/mrn,  one  of  whom,  the /ocu/flfor  or  minairel  of 
William  the  Conqueror,  hod  lands  allotted  tu  hini 
id  Gloucestershire,  t  While  one  of  the  s: 
indivIdQats  was  a  camp  attendaaC  of  Edward 


I 


^^V  Second  to  the  field  of  Bnnnockburn.  These  at  least 
are  good  aiilhorities  for  a  contradiction  of  Ritson'a 
Hssertions. 

The   genuine   minatr-el   ballads  which   time    lias 

spared  to   us,  Ritson  auppoees,  not  willingly,  for 

he  had  no  regard  for  Percy  or  his  book,  to  be,  1. 

The  ancient  Ballad  of  Chevy  Chnce  i    9.  Battle  of 

Otierboiinie  ;    3.  John   Dory;    4.  Little  Musgrave 

and    Lady   Barnard ;    5.    Lord   Thomas   and    Fair 

Eleanor,  and  6.  Fair  Margaret  and  Sweet  William  : 

"  to  which,"  the  same  scrupulous  editor  has  said 

^^^^  "  we  may  posHbly  add,  John  Armstrong  and   Lap- 

^^^t  tain  Care,"  *  These  bsdlads  are  well  kn(i«*n  through 

^^F'tbe  numerous  publicationa   of  AucieaC  Minstrelsy 

^^^    poured  upon  us  during  the  last  fifty  years. 

As  soon  as  printing  had  diffused  literatare  through 
the  land,  the  place  of  the  minstrels  was  supplied,  and 
gradually  that  poetic  race  sank  into  neglect  and 
obscurity,  frequenting  taverns,  and  accepting  the 
poor  man's  groat,  instead  of  feasting  with  thi-  rich 
and  being  rewarded  with  gold.  I'alent  then  left  their 
ranks  and  made  its  fami.-  known  by  the  printer's  type, 
and  bbnd  harpers  and  indilTereni  crowders  chant^ 

I  with  rude  voices  songs  and  ballads  still  affording  plea- 
■ure  to  the  public  ear.  In  the  early  part  of  Queen 
Elizabeth's  reign,  we  learn  from  Putteuham's  Art  of 
English  Poesie,  the  Minstrels  hiid  totally  lost  favour. 


J 


^Ot.  Ban 


iimonrcTtox. 

□  159C,  ui  Act  of  E^liunent  vna  poKscd^l 
ibnn  wilh  "  sitinty  beggan,  riif^urf  i 
\df."  and  adjudging  ihem  lo  be  puniahed  a 
The  iIl-&vour  toto  which  they  had  fnllen,!) 

It  of  that  time,  ipcnk  of  them  aa  I 


And  Stnbb's,  in  hia  Anatomic  of  Abuse,  published  id  '| 
lita,  quoted  by  Rilaon.  bas  described  ihem  m  \ 
"  drankm  sockets  and  bawdy  parasites,  tliut  sing  I 
imdeni]  son^  in  ate-housM,  innes  and  other  public  I 
•(•emblies."    Thug  the  race  of  Minstrels  ^Jeciuiw  J 

minct.* 


—rti^  wlicrc  to  thou  be  at  ellinuaji 


n*  Hit  It  I*  blcblT  pntAlilii  «u  divided  Into  puD  or  fgrtlM.  tot 

UbiD)lBl^U,uSa>tt  bialinltiiledlnbit  LATartUolwtUlnUrcl. 
f^nt  «f  Ibc  roDclDdlnr  UDot  ol  t  rarOHDce  printed  br  ACr,  Gcorf* 

And  Df  Ipomjdon  bcTV  ki  ft  lytt*. 

nc  ctuif  Biudnl  JB(tnuii€nt<  In  tbc  dajl  at  Qbauat  weic  tbo 

oXitaDcat to.  DtmntrteorpultRrfii]  whicb  beailr  Nlcbolueoald 
■•trtirWij.  Tlie  rote,  Ihe  iloilo,  ca- burdi  pirn*  no*  lo  MB.  Ths 
1^<t  Dt  «M>i)c.  aupiHHil  to  be  Uie  dnlclrnor,  The  rlUbla,  probibly 
id  ih*  citarnr,  tb<  eiiUrD.  at  riltu-    Tbolotc, 
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The   earliest    English    song, "  with    or   without 

I  musical  notes."  is  preserved  among  ihe  Uarleian 

j  MSS.  [No.  978]    it  is  written   in   praise    of  the 

'  cuckoo;  Rtlaon  refers  it  to  about  the  year  1S60> 

while  Sir  John  Htiwkins  gives  it  to  the  middle  of 

the  lifleenth  century.    In  examining  the  manuscript, 

the  former  date  seems  to  come  nearest  the  antiquity 

of  the  old  illuTdinated  parchment : 


From  another  MS.  in  the  Hnrleian  Library  [No. 
9853],  Ritaon*  has  printed  n  song  "in  praise  of  the 


Bb.1.  Ihe  »l«, 

ODlHlDdllUTI 

;;•.: 

iHH."' 

loijmph.inlc.    Tbrbigpipe, 

<hH™n„„«, 

Ptpw.li 

iliei 

It,  DHkncaikiiilcUnoDnei 
atLlUe  blowen  bloilr  .gunta. 

See  Hm»kli»'>  Hltlctrr  ■ 

Ancint  Bean. 
•  Ul4ba«Jiutic«toit«i 

ol  Muittr.^Buioor'a   D[UO.   BOd    RlUOD't 
D  Hat  111  Ui  HiMoiT  m  EntUiti  tVMttj. 

^^Har'«  mistrMa.  whose  name  wu  Alj'soun;"  ibU^^^M 
toinwfled    in    his    fifsi  riot;  romprehendtng  lite           M 
nipm  (,f   Henry  III.  Edwnnl  I.  II.  Bnd   111.  and 
Rkturd  II.     It  opow  tbiu  :  i 

BTbKBClilinliuiI  jLioiU  ^^^^| 

TtulaUKoal  lulb  liLn  oil  ^^^^H 

^^^L  For  Kmlokpit  [      nU  UiTDft.  ^^^^^^^^H 

^^H  H(  naj  rat  bllH*  brMKR,  ^^^^^^H 

^^^^P                     Ictiun  1p  birr  Hwiilaaii.t  ^^^^^^^^^H 

^^^H  All  bculrbap  letimbbcrlirnt  ^^^^^^^^^B 

I,  IdiDl^  fnm  krrcDi  II  la  an  tut,  j^^^^f 

Ant  irbt  oa  AlrtonB.  ^^H 

He  fuiEber  speaks  of —  ^^^| 

Uin  hrom  bnMBC.  Urc  criu  Mul"'  ^^^| 

.And  III  another  place,—  ^^^H 

HlRtvrnl!  Ii  irblttiurtbcn  tbt  iwan.  ^^^H 

Tbe  ume  MS  has  preferred  another  sung  in  whidi^^^| 
tbe  BuUKir  describes  "  his  bcauiiful,  hut  uDreleating  ^^H 

mittress  :"  ^^H 

Thit  rwetiDc  ii  uC  ctm  wn.  ^^H 


■■  1  would  plat 
(he  year  1900 

e  il,"  sajs 

■■  this  is 

Warlon, 
one  of  the 

before  or 
verses  : 

iboiit  ^^1 

IKOOll 

Jl 

|liBi..ihrrwfBB«ia,                 t   Hi«n 

oeb(  nr  stKtoo 

of  Orleiins.  wItUt  prisoner  in  England  during  this 
reign,  wrote  a  volume  of  Love  poems,  still  pre- 
served among  the  (larlciiui  Pai)era,  [682].  The 
Editor  looked  for  a  btrtter  spec^imen  thaa  the  one 
gtven  by  Ritaon,  beginning, — 


but  it  w 


rch. 


To  the  reign  of  his  sim,  Henry  VI.  is  given  the 
old  ballads  of  Chevy  Chaee  and  the  battle  uf  Otter- 
bourne,  ballads  admired  hy  old  and  young.     Of  thl* 

time  also,  is  a  "  Song  on  an  Inconstant  Mistress,"  a 
theme  prevalent  in  all  ages. 

Wbo  N>  ly«l  to  lute,  Qnil  tioA  bnn  rl^lit  caod  4]:«dc, 
SotDC  Ifmc  J  InVKl,  ai  yc  maT  •«. 
A  goodlj'er  Ui«  tnrght  ncme  be. 
Here  iruminhcKle  In  all  rlcsicc, 
Fall«Ell  nbe  iia>U  ist  mede. 
[Wtp  «.  I,.t,  *c.] 

To  ionc  tber  fill  a  pe^  aJTAy, 


She  difpUwDdv  wna  ^ 
SbcvDirl  ut  tell.bi 

Wcaolj 
FoiUrfatdile'liurd 


H  lynw  ihc  void  to  bm  tnaplarB*. 
TT  the  lu4  Mt  a^MUi  or  parDi. 
Mow  trie  J  BDochl  bul  gnU  dMarnt, 


luQ  I  Un  of,  mil  Itt  am  (O  < 


In  ihe  reign  of  Edward  I\'.  we  have  a  '  liiUef  by  | 
AnihoD)  Woodvyle,  Earl  Rivers,  writteo  duriag  his  | 
impriionmenl  in  Poatcfract  castle,  in  the  year  H8S, 


*  FnaHM.  Man,  P.f.  I.  C.  Ritton'i  Ancient  Sonfi.  p.  7t.  Among 
^HwlduiMU.  [MO«iU>ciil(iUeDiT  Vlth'iUme.lbcRloiiaU 

Brrac  w  b«*  cmd  ale,  lit.  tHTDe  nt  baNu  tood  •In. 

Aa4,  for  our  dM  lUrlsTc  htTDs  u  taomt  (ood  lis. 
•ral«iUbiiniirU>iailillocT<nod1be)aiialuctlaD(rfflnr8>'loBi'i 
VMudmlne.'    Di.  Jobnton  bu  niid  dI  it— that  tli«  lanclmwt  !• 


there  is  nothing  rema.rluible  in   it,   though   Percy 
and  Ritson  have  inserted  it  in  their  callections. 

To  Henry  the  Eighth's  time  belongs  John  Skclloo, 
the  poet  laureat,  an  industrious  plodding  rhymer ) 
many  of  his  songs  savour  too  strongly  of  indecency, 
snd  others  are  but  scant  of  merit.  His  works  paint 
'  manners  of  his  age,  and  are  valuable  merely 
for  that  unpoctical  quidity.  We  have  other  sonf^s 
besides  Skelton's,  written  at  this  period,  Ilie  best  of 
■which  is  one  entitled  by  Rilaon  : — 

A  [LOVE]  SOKOE. 


Chryit  woll  •  Uir  ITugrrt  of  horin 
WerepyctoiHl  whrr  eupt  1  'be' 


Hr  eopanr  it«Ui 


I 


nmtoDvcTton. 


i  John  HawkJDS  in  bis  lli«Cory  af  ftfueic  b 
pnaented  us  with  another  rery  pretif  »oag,  initia 
m  HvTj  tlie  Gigbtti's  day,  insened  by  Itirsui 
Ajicienl  8ong^. 


>lf  •vrtrBf  wyl  I  lone  vl>i>n 


Jo  ■»  Utri  VIM14.  u  thTBlmb  BU 
U  Bitot  to  ptcAnnl  to  nir  »7t, 
Tttu  I  nB  Kind  >DO  <Mt  to  ttp. 

WhiB  t  Ijctiold  idX  •wrtiiiK  twtU 


-teonglhe  Royal  MSS.  in  the  Ilritish  Muspainl 
ifiCTe  is  a  small  obluDg  music  book,  with  worda  | 
Ml!  noies,  undoubtedly  written  during  the  reip 
Heury  VIII,    The  songi  found  in  it  are  of  no  great  I 
■""itteven  the  industrious  Ritson,  a  lover  of  every  I 


Al  Am;cllnn."vtaU» 


III  RittoaV  Ant  tirlnt. 


■^ 

■^^B 

■ 

^^V  XX 

INTRODUCTIOK. 

■ 

^^H    tiling  that 

wore  an  lur  of  antiquity,  pnesed  it 

over. 

^^H    It  contains 

a  few  verses  nevertheless  written  with 

^^H    a  tinge  of 

comic  spirit  about  them,  on  uncoi 

nmon 

^^f    rarity  in 

,his  doss   of   English  productions. 

An 

some 

misfortune 

has  happened  to  his  once  loved 

Kvtt, 

.              bursts  intu 

the  subject  at  once — 

Kytt  hitbe  loit  bar  key  hor  ker. 

GooiIeKytlh«hlo.ll.tirkcr, 
She  [»  ID  Kwry  (or  the  caute— 

Stan  wolu  not  whM  to  my— 
She  wotti  not  what  to  lay  gorale  Kyn— 

GonOi!  Kltt-.  to  tony  tor  U»  matt- 
Shu  wotti  not  whM  to  uj. 

Go™ie  Kytt  .he  wept,  1  uk'fl  why  u 

Sheur<l'>lHt  I^.owoo  ' 
My  key  li  Ion  and  foat. 

Kytt  hulhi  losl,  «■=. 

Sytt  why  cUA  j-c  loMe  you  key 
ForeiotheyocnioMuae. 

NOWBO-Tiniin  toyowwm«y 
Kytt  Louo  Key  1>  your  nuns. 
Kytthuheloit,  «.e. 

Guode  KyaebB  weplwirl  cry'il.  i^ul 

In  bylhe  1  tn>«  to  bown  the  wis 

With  IIUD  thai  were  not  klode. 

KynUntheloM,  l>e. 

NOW  funjwtll  Kyii  r  CM  no  more 

^H  ' 

TliM  yow  mmy  (ynde  your  key. 

L 

II}it  Mth*  iHt,  ftc. 

1 

\ofittier  of  tlu!  Btfle  pieces  contained  in  H,  wMA  I 
hu  likewise  Dervr  before  been  referrtd  to,  comn  | 
fram  »  fsvoarnl  Iotct  In  praise  of  his  tnistress. 


off  mj  kdr  boOi  f«rn  u 


'ludes  by  saying  lliat  she  hath  his  heart  | 
shaU— 

TtQ  br  dethe  depmrd  wc  bee. 

The  wme  writer  who  keeps  up  a  mystery  a1>out  I 
I       bii  love,  ia  probably  the  BUtlior  of  the  following  ] 

I      IJDn.— 

ttt  utile  pi«nr  B!(tatiaeaJa 

(Slap  aireM]  ■mtiiir  the  leTli  cteoi 

'  [  wmld  I  wen  with  her  >U  nlcM 

DetTeC  jewotenatwbonl  t  iMUl. 

'  Ttie  Bictatlncale  »t  an  •  brere 


The  Editor  has  inoileriuBed  the  spelling  of  on*  * 
iht^  ixdamations  in  the  song  against  Fortune,  uM 
•lightly  iJtertnl  one  or  two  lines. 


Among  the  Cotlonian  MSS.  [Vesp.  A.  So.]  there 
is  a  "  Dyltie  to  hey  Dowiie,"  which  Percy  inserted 
with  a  few  alterBtions  in  the  R«liques  of  Ancient 
Poetry.  The  volume  contains  "  Divers  things  of 
Hen.  viij's  time" — this  is  the  first  verse  : 


Henry  Howard,  Lord  Surrey,  and  Sir  Thomas 
I  Wyatt,  were  the  chief  poets  adorning  the  reign  of 
'  the  last  Henry.  Neither  of  them  wrote  what  may 
'  strictly  be  called  songs,  Surrey's  "  description  of  the 


e  of  a  loFcr,"  borders  doMly  on  t 


WIkb  tobOi  l»4  >bI  IB*  Inir  (ha  na 

I  Imtnl  back  to  ncu  Ih*  placf 
rroiD  vhncr  mf  wtaferr  eounc  bcc^W' 

M  aba  does  Wyalt's  "  description  of  ibe 
inie  lovers  porting  :" — 


Tbe  besadful   pastoral  ballad  '  Harpalus,'  ii,  .  . 
totnpoattiun  of  this  pefiod,  tbf  exquisite  HimpUcity  J 
«f  tbe  description,  thnt  want  of  strainiDg  for  effect  ' 
eaanot  be  too  greatly  adtuued.     The  author  who- 
ever be  was   had  tbe  feelings  of  a  true  poet,  and 
wrote  like  one. 

To  tbe  short  reign  of  tbe  sixth  Edward,  Riison 
ascribes  a  very  singular  and  clever  song  written  is 
dispraise  of  women  ;  here  are  one  or  two  of  the 
rerses  : — 


Huw  twite;  DOW  Ihirl 
Ko»  «BiT  whfr[ej. 


IKTHODUCTION. 


A  discontented  husband  during  the  same  reign 
complains  in  stanzas  Tvhich  no  diiubt  he  thought 
just  and  good.  They  are  clever  and  bappy,  these 
will  serve  as  a  specimen  ; — 


Stttonae  m.  V7IMI  vfS, 


For  oor  nntlirytty  Irft. 

'  The  religious  morality'  of  lusty  Juventns  openj 
irilli  this  not  inelegant  song  for  the  sixteenth 
century  : 

Til*  hrrda  MnffB  >w(U  to  tho  mlWo  of  the  itare, 
1  diaoinl  tut  of  mittb  uut  pity  i 


IMTaOBUCTIOM. 


These  selections  ore  among  the  very  beat  sped- 
mnif  of  our  ohl  songa  th&t  have  come  down  to  tu. 
1/  thcf  hnve  all  the  simplicity  of  the  old  ballad, 
t]tcy  lack  something  of  the  poetic  fervour  of  expres' 
iMo  which  the  others  possess  in  $o  eminent  a  decree. 
Hus  wiuit  the  Elizabethan  writers  supplied.  "  We 
oom  arrive  at  the  time,"  sa^s  Ritson,  writing  of  this 
period,  "  in  which  we  art  to  look  for  the  origin 
of  the  modern  English  son^j  not  a  single  com- 
pmilioD  of  thai  nature,  with  the  smallest  degree  of 
poetical  merit,  being  discoverable  at  any  preceding 
period."* 

Tbe  collection  of  songs  here  presented  to  the 
I"di]ic,  being  arranged  chronologically,  will  serve  to 
■hew  the  progress  of  song  from  the  reign  of  Eliza- 
helh  U>  the  present  day  in  the  clearest  view.  The 
''ciy  gruphic  picture  contained  in  Bishop  Still's 
"ItAlj  Good  Ale,"  cannot  be  too  much  admired — 
^  ii  not  only  the  earliest  English  drinking  song, 
but  it  is  the  best,  and  save  a  phrase  or  two  might 
he  ning  with  good  effect  in  the  present  day.  Were 
™i  musicians  to  turn  more  frequently  to  our  best 
Aniholngies,  their  talent  and  their  ingenuity  might 
he  better  employed  than  in  setting  to  not  indif- 
fewnt  airs  the  vast  piles  of  mere  trash,  and  pilfered 


I 


1 
■ 


p 


XXVI  ISTKODUCTION. 

trash  [oo,  that  the  musical  market  has  of  late  been 
delugi?d  with. 

The  tune  of  Lady  Greensleeves  wns  very  popular 
in  the  early  |Hirt  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  age.  The 
song  or  balkd  to  this  ^r,  printed  in  a  little  quarto 
collection  of  Poems  entitled,  "  A  Handeful  of  Plea- 
sant Delighta,"  1594,  is  worthy  of  having  some  of 
its  verses  extracted  into  these  pages,  as  affording  an 
insight  iuto  the  manners  of  an  age  we  cannot  be  too 
well  acquainted  with.     It  opens  in  this  manner : — 


IWUStlnfflnrourBDmpuir. 

I  h«Te  bttD  mdlB  u  7001 

lh.Yebrthw.gtilU((iu.i 
Yoiirli>.e«.dp)od*1Jl 

hand, 

wnold  crtve. 
lUnd. 

tbDughttbeelierebmU 

ll.8p.th«  booth  slbODrt 
Which  M«  BIT  I«r«» 

th»b.«l. 
■U..1  B.IUnllr. 
1  und  bed 

1  boughl  Hi«  peticotci  of  tlie  bat— 
Tbs  cloth  u  Bne  u  mltbt ))« 

And  all  thl»  co«t  I  .pMl  od  the*. 

■mj  unockc  or  itlke  botbe  f«ll  «Bd  wblti 
With  eold  imbrodered  (orgrouilr  1 

ThY  ticticqle  ofMunUdl  •  rlibl 
ADd  Ihrte  1  boBghi  thoc  BlKily. 

4 
I 


IMTMODUCTtOX. 


xs*ti 


!e  then  ducribes  ber  girdle  of  gold,  her  punt^  _ 
&t  <Timson  stocking^   all   of  silk,  I  be  pumps  i 
white  as  noilk,  the  gown  of  grassy  green,  the  s 
tkeves,  the  gold-friDg«d  garters,  all  of  wliich  1 
pxt  ber  with  his   gayest    gddio^,   and  hiit   i 
defied  nil  in  green  to  wait  upon  her  : — 


KOOdld  de*ire  no  earthly  thing  but  what  she  had  It. ' 

Wd  ]  wii  pr>T  to  Got  oa  bic 


These  verses  are  homely  enough—but  there  is  a 
MKig  a  degree  or  two  more  elegant  coDtainetl  in  the 
e  curious  volume  -,  it  bctirs  the  aingukr  heading 
rf  "  The   Lover   being  wounded  with  hia  Ladies  J 

laiie  requireth  mercy,  '  lo  the  lune  of  Apelles 

vntli  dctu  ud  Uemblinit  Inn  [  cnr* 


y  fllckcrloff  In  njr  captivfi  breat — 


MylUcuiddcBlhlathK 


"  TheRioenix  NeatCj"  another  valuable  cnllectiun 
of  small  poems,  printed  within  a  few  years  of  the 
vohime  we  huve  just  quoted  from,  contains  a  Lover's 
descHption  of  his  Love, 


and  who  wishes  to  pnrsue  no  sweeter  life  fhnn  to 
die  in  her  love.     Here  are  a  few  of  the  stanzas. — 


BH  no*-  miul  r«U», 


(KTHODirCTIOX. 


Our  old  poelii  st^med  lo  imagjne  at  M>o  irue 
«tuu  llie  Duke  of  Orlesna  wrote  on  fais  copy  nf 
nmuscripl  pucms  preserved  in  the  British  Musciun, 
■boi  "  the  god  Cupkle,  and  Venus  the  guddea  hsu 
pour  on  all  worldly  gladness.  " 

Bliuoa  places  Marlowe  at  (he  head  of  the  ftoDg* 
•nuri  uf  Elizabeth's  reign,  "  not  more, "  says  ta«, 
"  b]'  reason  of  his  priority,  than  oa  account  of  hi* 
■wriu.'  Had  Alarlowe  alone  wriilen  tbe  lilile 
fmg  of  ibe  Shepherd  to  his  Luve,  ("  in  which," 
Ui'  Campbell  writes,  *'  there  nre  fonnd  the  cum- 
^u>ed  beauties  of  sweet  wild  spirit,  and  an  exquisite 
^ifh  of  expression,")  bis  auine  would  deitcend  to 
PMteniy  on  a  writer  of  both  high  and  pure  fancy — 
though  lib  "  mighty  lines,"  as  Jonson  calls  them, 
M  never  been  either  composed  or  preserved. 
Ilsleigb's  reply  to  the  Shepherd,  wanting  the  origi- 
"■iity,  has  nil  the  same  feeling,  grace,  and  delicacy 
°f  Marlowe's  song.  Gifford,  Lilly,  Futke  Greville, 
"«l  Greene,  have  each  left  some  pretty  specimcni 
"( lync^  talent,  but  nothing  particularly  to  dialln- 
t>">h  Ibem  from  others. 

IW  Bretou  written  always  with  the  simplicity 
•"Sweetness  found  in  his  ThillidiL  and  Corydon, 
k  uiat  would  have  been  more  widely  known. 


1 
I 


I 


» 


The  song  begiDning,  "  Take,  oh  take  those  lips 
Rwuy,"  is  worthy  of  any  age  or  of  any  poet — it  is  fur 
Buperior  in  exquisite  delicacy  of  thought  to  any  of 
Shakspcare's  very  admirable  songa  varied  as  they 
are.  Chalkhill's  song  well  merits  the  commendB- 
tion  of  laaak  Walton  as  '  choicely  good.'  Wotton 
wrote  with  llie  feeling  of  a  true  poet,  and  old  Donne 
in  '  the  Bait,'  left  his  rugged  lines  and  artificinl 
pleasantries  for  something  of  simplicity  and  truth. 

Ben  Jonson's  songx  are  the  most  nrtfully  imagined, 
and  the  moat  delightfully  finished  of  any  in  our 
language.  Those  beginning,  '  Drink  to  tne  only 
with  thine  eyes,'  und  '  Oh  do  not  wanton  with  those 
eyes,*  are  the  ricbest  gems  of  this  collection,  fanci- 
ful, elegant,  and  refined.  There  is  much  sweetness 
and  beauty  about  the  lyrics  of  both  BeaumoDt  and 
Fletcher. 

The  ballads  by  George  \\'iiher,  are  universal  mnd 
deserved  favourites, — they  breathe  the  air  of  Britain, 
and  will  be  admired  while  Nature  exists  and  poetry 
is  felt.  Mr.  Campbell  has  justly  styled  Herrick's 
address  to  the  virgins  as  '  sweetly  Anacreontic' 
'  Herriek  has  passages,'  Campbell  adds,  '  where  the 
thougbis  seem  to  dance  into  numbers  from  his  very 
heart,  and  where  he  frolics  like  a  being  made  up  of 
melody  and  pleasure.'  Shirley's  '  Death's  Final 
Conquest,'  is  full  of  tlie  finest  moral  grandeur. 

Carew  has  been  called  by  Pope  a  bad  Waller — 
but  neither  Waller  or  I'ope  have  happier  touches  of 
truth  than  are  frequently  found  in  Carew,  who  de- 


IVTBOOOCnOV*  %XXi 

servedlj  ranki  among  the  euiietl  of  tiKMe  wliogmvc 
A  GultiTsled  grace  to  our  lyrical  ftratns.* 

Of  The  Address  to  Ahhea  from  praofi  bf  Lorn- 
hee,  Mr.  Soothey  has  Mid  that  it  wiU  Ihre  as  loof 
■s  the  Eiif^h  language.  Snckliiig  wrote  with  ease, 
sprigfatliness,  and  gaiety,  while  the  songs  of  Broine 
have,  what  may  be  called  a  great  merit,  variety. 

We  DOW  arrtve  at  the  Revohttioo  of  IMO,  when 
a  complete  change  took  place  in  oar  literature  by 
the  cultivated  taste  and  exquisite  ear  of  Drjden.  By 
many  it  is  thought  that  true  feeling  deynerated,  and 
that  nature  really  gave  way  to  art :  among  this  dass 
of  perhaps  just  thinkers  is  Mr.  Procter,  better  known 
as  Barry  Cornwall.  There  have  been  few  or  no 
songs  since  the  Revolution  that  can  compare  with 
the  little  lyrics  found  in  our  old  dramatists — 

Like  orient  pearls  at  rmndora  atronc— 

but  I  can  see  no  good  grounds  for  Mr.  Procter'.s 
assertion  that  "  from  the  period  of  the  Re\'olution 
to  the  time  of  Thomson  and  Collins,  all  our  sontc^, 
and  most  of  our  poems  were  evidently  written  by 
the  celebrated  '  Lady  of  Quality.'  " 

Dryden  has  spoken  of  Lord  Dorset's  songs  as 
'  the  delight  and  wonder  of  his  age  /  and  flatter- 
ingly adds,  '  they  will  be  the  envy  of  the  next.' 
Time  has  stripped  the  leaves  from  the  laurel  bough 
that  courtiers  put  around  the  brow  of  Dcir^et,  and 

•  CamybelL 


bis  fame  as  a  man  of  talent  rests  solely  upon  his 
address  written  at  sea  daring  the  Dutch  war,  (o  the 
Ladies  at  Whitehall.  Dryden's  genius  hnd  no  cora- 
r  a  song,  he  was  deScient  in  lyrical  ease, 
and  had  neither  nature  or  conceit  on  his  side. 
Sedley,  Rochester  and  Prior  are  Dryden's  superion 

8  of  n  most  common- 
place quality — yet  what  he  has  said  of  Gay,  may  be 
taken  as  correct  with  a  little  abatement,  '  while  a 
particle  of  taste  remains  among  us — his  songs, 
lively,  humorous,  witty,  elegant,  tender  and  pathetic, 
will  certainly  he  remembered,  and  mMSt  always 
please.'     Gaf's  ballad, 


is  one  of  our  finest  modpm  poems.  The  simpUdty 
and  truth  found  in  Careys  Sally  in  our  Alley,  will 
always  cause  it  to  be  popular. 

The  single  song  of  13tshop  Percy's 


is  one  of  the  most  exquisitely  beautiful  in  the 
English  language.  There  is  nothing  more  tender 
or  sweet  to  be  imagined.  John  Cunningham  is  the 
author  of  one  line  song,  '  Kate  of  Aberdeen,'  which 
posterity  will  not  willingly  let  die,  and  the  genius  of 
Sheridan  has  served  to  enrich  our  Anthologies. 

In  this  slight  criticism  on  our  song-writers,  I 
have  only  ventured  to  speak  of  those  poets  whose 


IIITB09VCTI0W.  WXiil 

levies  fimmwliil  a  sepanie  notice.  It  can  aarer  be 
A  cnaK  of  conplaini  that  England  la  tingnlariy 
koicn  of  aoofp-wnten,  thongh  it  may  be  aaid  abe 
ia  aomewkat  deficient  in  good  ones.  <Xir  beat  poela 
bare  nlmniil  aU  attempted  song,  and  bave,  I  tbink, 
too  fineqnently  hakd,  wbile  tboae  wbo  bave  been 
genefaUy  apoken  of  as  aecond  chus  authors,  bave 
without  exception  the  moat  lyrical  turn  of  tbooght 
and  ezpveaaion.  Ptople  are  too  apt  to  conaider  a 
song  na  a  trifle  because  it  ia  short,  not  remeaibering 
the  campreasion,  or  what  Dryden  has  styled  the 
chianiraa  of  tbooght,  with  the  "simplicity,  pathoa, 
and  mnaic,  requisite  for  an  author  to  excel  in  a  very 
difficult  and  very  high  department  of  genius.  Bums 
has  aomewhere  said  that  those  who  consider  a  good 
song  as  a  trifle  easy  to  be  written,  should  set  them- 
tdTea  down  and  try. 

The  songs  of  Mr.  Moore  are  all  but  unequalled 
for  elegance  of  expression  and  subtlety  of  thought, 
flowing  along  at  the  same  time  in  the  cxactcst  har- 
mony.    The  airs  of  Ireland  are  not  only 

Married  to  Immortal  veree, 

but  he  has  indeed  as  Cowley  said,  '  married  them  to 
eternal  youth,*  for  time  shall  lend  them  fresh  fervour 
and  fresh  beauty.*  ^ 


*  The  EdStor  regrets  that  he  has  becD  unable  to  oMain  pcrmistion  to 
insert  some  of  Mr  Moorc*i  »ong»  in  thif>  collection.  He  acknow- 
led{re«  the  courtesy  and  kindnr«s  of  Mr.  M<Mire  lo  frantlnjc  him  per- 
mlaaioB  to  select  what  he  reqohed  as  far  m  \t  lay  In  hia  powrr  to  do 
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Bnrry  Cornwnll  has  caught  much  of  the  spirit, 
and  lyrical  ease  of  oiir  old  dramatisla.  The  depth  of 
thought  in  his  sotiga,  is  what  we  loo  rarely  meet 
with.  I  need  only  mention  the  names  of  Mr.  Lover  . 
uid  Mr.  Sarley,  and  who  can  do  so  without  great 
approbation. 

In  looking  over  the  works  of  our  poets,  it  cannot 
hut  be  a  source  of  regret  that  such  authors  as 
Cowky,  Donne,  Daniel,  Dnimmond,  aud  many 
others  had  not  given  the  fine  ore  of  their  genius  a 
more  popular  cast,  or  a  more  musical  nicety.  The 
sentiments  of  these  writerB  though  often  laboured 
and  artiQciol,  are  frequently  pleasingly  natural,  in* 
deed  some  of  the  very  finest  compliments,  or  what 
should  properly  be  called  conceits,  may  be  found  in 
their  pages.  A  gentleman  author.  Sir  Benjamin 
Rudyard,  who  flourbhed  during  the  Elizabethui 
period,  has  one  of  the  happiest,  one  of  the  luckiest 
complimental  conceits  ever  imagined,  he  begins  by 
saying  since  every  man  is  singing  the  praises  of  hb 
love,  he  sees  no  reason  why  he  should  not  make 
some  pretty  song  for  the  favourite  of  his  heart,  that 
she  may  fit  it  to  her  poice. 


■D  I— tHit  the  pabUDwr  ud  proprlctnr  of  tbc  Trlita  Uclodln  hu  refiucd 
»  lauif  ■ImUir  nqanti,  Ibit  he  eotUd  Dot  uccde  to  Uio  prewM 

could  do  la  Uie  oipjilgbl  of  >  wuk  Uks  the  liiab  MElodtn — *rUch 

song  b»n  prtnted.  copTriBhl  would  eartilnly  halt 
wUh  MHI  bvt-^al  wlUi  tl'F  nrliitloc  of  0\t  lyrlct  I 
cug  imu  otfacniiie. 


^■eni  Ihilc  degancies  of  siroost  simitar  beaut^l 
D%hl  be  brougtil  forward  frotn  the  writings  of  old  f 
potts  did  the  limits  of  this  preface  permit  sue 


On  comparing  tbe  Eng-lieh  sung«i  with  l)io  Si?oltisb, 
ilw9l  be  found,  I  think,  ibat  the  former  are  more 
irtiKdal.  the  latter  more  natural ;  tbe  English  love 
wogs  nlhn-  depending  npon  a  single  sentiment,  the 
!>miti«h  in  a  gener^  description  and  admiration  of 
DWiity,  Uie  one  bordering  Eomewbat  upon  coldness, 
tbeoilterfullof  «armlb(Uidtrulb,the  onescpmsad- 
•besied  to  tlieir  niiBlresses.  the  other  lo  those  whom 
(het  love  as  themselves.  A  Scottish  song  is  a  story 
mingled  with  sentiment — the  English  is  a  sentiment 
"•one.  The  Englishman  writes  as  a  learned  cavalier, 
•Iw  Scotsman  as  an  enthusiastic  devotee.  There 
"K  nrtainly  exceptions  on  both  sides  to  this  parallel, 
'Wthis  stvms  the  distinction.  I 

IW!  arc  few  drinking  or  convivial  songs  in  tbe   I 
Mglish  language,  songs  which  may  be  sung — 

Wlieo  OawincciipaniD  iwlRl/  rooDil 
WtUi  BO  tUa.y)at  Tfauuo— 

4e  Scotch  have  got  the  better  of  their  Southern 
nrf^boors  In  this  respect;  (here  are  no  English 
'/[Jw  which  we  can  class  with  '  Willy  brcwd  a  peck 


^^  thuml 


*^l 
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thomb,'  (the  iBtter,  says  Bums,  is  perhaps  the 
bottle  song  ever  composed)  ;  of  songs  which  excite 
laughter,  or  what  sboold  be  rather  called  comic  or 
humorous  songs,  the  English  are  equally  deficient. 
The  Scotchman  can  put  forward  Duncan  Gray, 
Tibbie  Fowler,  Willy  was  a  wanton  wag,  and 
Maggy  Lauder,  all  written  in  the  true  comic  spirit, 
full  of  glee  and  puiekt/  humour.  Carey's  strains  are 
mere  failures  as  drinking  compositions,  and  whra 
bonest  Harry,  as  Ritson  delights  to  call  him, 
cended  into  such  strains  as 


.<^^ 


bis  little  talent  was  lost  in  mere  balderdash. 

Of  martial,  or  what  lias  been  called  navalq 
military  songs,  the  English  can  shew 
While  TbomsoD,  Burns,  Scutt,  and  Campbell,  bavt 
enriched  the  Scottish  Anthologies,  in  this  divbtoD 
of  song,  it  must  be  regretted  that  Charles  Dibdin  is 
^e  only  name  an  Englishman  is  able  to  produce. 

If  we  observe  so  many  beauties,  and  so  muiy 
more  admirable  songs  of  nearly  all  kinds,  the  pro- 
perty of  Scotland— it  must  nevertheless  be  admitted 
that  the  admirers  of  Anacreon  will  look  in  vain 
through  the  collectitm  of  Scots  songs  for  a  re&l 
Anacreontic,  t'ur  an  exquisite  morsel  written  in  tbe 
spirit  of  the  old  Gredaji, — the  English  volumes  iire 
filll  of  sucbsweel6,  such  delicate  and  choice  etfuaiww' 
of  (he  faniy.  .  ..liVt  ••  -li  ■ 


msoiMiCTioif.  xuvn 


Irdand  is  on  an  equal  fbotinf:  with  her  sister- 
kingdoms  in  the  department  of  ^M>ng-writinft. 
Several  of  the  finest  prodoctions  contained  in  the 
present  Tolonie,  are  from  the  pens  of  Irishmen. 

It  will,  the  Editor  thinks,  he  piettj  gencially  ai- 
hwpedbylhose  who  are  acquainted  with  Ijriieal  com- 
poaitioos,  that  Ben  Jonson  stands  decidedly  at  the 
head  of  Kagiish  soagsters,  the  ddicacy  and  depth  of 
his  thought  are  unrivalled,  hot  not  more  so  than  his 
exquisite  manner  of  handling  what  one  cannot  hot 
cafl  a  conceit.  It  was  remarked  by  Boms  that  he 
woold  sooner  be  the  author  of  one  good  song  than 
twenty  middling  ones,  Jonson  s  songs  are  not  nu- 
merous (for  I  do  not  allude  at  large  to  those  con- 
tained in  his  Masques  which  were  not  written,  to  be 
divided  from  the  entertainments  themselves),  but 
the  few  he  wrote  are  brilliants,  brilliants  of  the  first 
water  set  in  the  finest  workmanship  of  gold.  The 
request  of  his  mistress  to  drink  to  him  only  with  her 
eyes,  will  be  admired  as  long  as  beauty  has  a  lip, 
and  gallantry  is  an  ornament  to  man. 

In  the  present  collection  of  Songs  it  has  been  the 
desire  of  the  Editor,  not  so  much  to  please  anti- 
quarian readers  with  extracts  from  rare  volumes,  or 
the  lovers  of  '  mirth  and  jollity,*  with  over- rap- 
torous  and  indelicate  songs  -,  but  by  admitting 
whatever  seemed  to  bear  the  stamp  of  talent  and 
decency  to  give  delight  to  beauty,  and  to  place 
within  the  reach  of  the  lovers  of  poetry  a  well- 
sdected,  and    correct   edition   of    our  best   lyrics 


^ 
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which  lie  scattered  over  so  tnany  hundred  volumes. 
If  the  present  work  shall  serve  to  wile  away  a 
lingering  liour,  the  Editor  will  he  pleased  that  a 
task,  which  though  one  of  labour,  has  afforded  him 
both  instruction  and  amuEemeat,  will  not  altogether 
have  been  useless. 

In  venturing  to  select  a  few  songs  from  tlie 
numerous  strains  of  the  authors  of  the  nineteenth 
century— he  feels  that  he  has  trod  on  very  ditRcult 
ground,  and  though  willing  to  please,  s.tiU  fears  he 
may  give  offence.  Diyden  in  one  of  his  manly  pro- 
logues complains  of  the  many — 


had  that  great  author  lived  in  the  present  day,  he 
scarcely  could  have  pictured  more  justly  the  herd  of 
songsters  that  annoy  the  ear  of  nil  true  lovers  of 
poetry  with  sentiments  as  old  as  the  unchanging 
hills  ;  dull  thoughts  foisted  upon  one  without  even  a 
smooth  air  to  recommend  them. 

It  was  the  desire  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  that  the 
last  words  he  should  pronounce  in  the  Royal 
Academy  should  be  the  nnme  of  Michael  Angela. 
The  Editor  wiU  conclude  this  imperfect  introduction 
by  naming  the  men  whom  be  reckons  to  be  the 
great  aong-writcrs  of  our  nation,  Jonbon 
and  MooBE. 


NOTE. 


[Siaee  the  aolt  «m  printed  to  the  mag  aft  p.  7*— 

Keep  on  toot  mask  and  hide  your  eje, 

the  Bdttor  has  ftrand  the  lame  Tenea  flren  as  the  compotltioo  of 
Lotd  PmbffOke,  the  gnat  Patron  of  literary  talent.  Bee  BrTdfM* 
icfrint  at  Femtarofce  and  Radjanl*s  Poems,  p.  9S,  llrU  pnhUthed  by 
the  SOB  of  Dr.  Donne.] 


SONGS 


OP 


ENGLAND  AND  IRELAND. 


[The  ditttoction  between  SooCith  and  BoicUth  kotif.  It  U  ron. 
cdred,  urites— not  fron  the  Unfonge  in  which  they  mn  wrttten.  fur 
that  mmj  be  oommon  to  both, -bat— from  the  c<iuotry  to  which  thef 
respectlTelf  bdong ,  or  of  which  their  aathori  art  natlv*-*.  The  di»* 
crimination  doea  not  ao  necewartly  or  propcrlj  aiiflj  to  lirland.  freat 
part  of  which  waa  coloniied  from  thia  klnird«i0i,  IBnfland]  anil  the 
deacendanta  of  the  ■etUeia  hare  erer  been  tm-lird  upon  aa  Ini^li^h. 

1llT«0!».] 


SONGS 


OP 


ENGLAND   AND    IRELAND. 


JOIXY  (jOOI)  ALK 


BISnOP  STIM.. 


I  can  not  eat,  but  lltthr  iiji*at. 

My  stomach  is  not  )^oo(] ; 
But  sure  I  thiukr,  that  I  can  firinkc 

With  him  that  weares  a  hood, 
lliou«(he  I  (TO  harf ,  take  yc  no  care, 

I  am  nothin^o  a  col<lc ; 
I  stufie  my  bkin  no  full  within. 

Of  jolly  f^ood  ale  and  olil. 
iiacke  and  side  ^o  hare,  i^o  hare, 

Booth  foot  and  hand  ^o  cold : 
But  belly,  (lod  t<end  thee  ^^ood  ulc  yiioni^he. 

Whether  it  be  new  or  old. 

I  lo«'e  no  rout,  but  a  nut-browne  to^^tc, 

And  a  crab  laid  in  the  tire, 
A  little  bread  bhull  do  nie  stead, 

Much  bread  I  not  desire 


ATTYR'D  IN  SWEKTNESSE  — 


SONC.ES 


Dntmviond  of  Hawthormd^, 


«G1,AND    AND    IRELAND. 


JOU-Y   GOOll  A 


Vcftn  not  **^'  t""  'i'^'*^  iDi^at, 
^  My  stomach  is  not  gooilj 
'int  lure  I  Ihiuko,  that  I  lua  ilrinkc 
I  With  bim  tbnl  wcurei  a  hnod, 
lUgtie  I  KO  linri-,  luke  ye  nti  lart. 
I  Bin  Doiliingc  a  I'uldt ; 
I  stufle  tnf  'kin  su  full  witUiii, 

Of-joUy  good  ale  and  old. 
IjBcke  and  side  go  hnre,  gu  bare, 
Booth  foot  and  hand  gu  cold : 
But  l>ellf.  fio^  ocad  tbee  good  ale  yin 
VTheiher  it  he  new  or  old. 

I  love  no  roiti,  liut  &  nDt-lirowne  lostr 
And  a  erah  laid  in  ihc  fire, 

A  little  hread  th-M  do  me  aiuad, 
Murb  hrpiid  1  not  desire 


THE  NVMPH'S  REPLY. 


If  all  tlie  world  and  love  were  young. 
And  Iniih  ou  every  Sliephcrd's  tongue, 
Tliese  plea6Ure»  roigbt  my  passion  riiovo. 
To  live  with  thee,  aud  be  tliy  love. 
But  fading  flowers  iu  every  field, 
To  winter  floods  tlicir  treagurus  yidd  ; 
A  koney'd  tongue,  a  heart  of  gall, 
la  Fancy's  spring,  but  Sorrow's  fall. 
Tliy  gown,  thy  eboes,  thy  beds  of  rose&. 
Thy  cap,  thy  kirlle,  and  thy  posies, 
Are  all  soon  wiiher'd,  broke,  forgotten. 
In  Folly  ripe,  in  Reason  tolten. 


Thy  bell  of  B 


I,  and  ivy-buds. 


Thy  coral  daspe,  and  amber  studs, 
:  with  no  cnlkeinenls  move, 
with  thee,  and  be  thv  love. 


h 


u>m;i  or  kvoumco  anp  ttt.uxSD. 

Bui  roulit  Yuulh  Ia*i.  cnuJil  Luvp  «till  bm 
Had  JofA  no  due,  )ud  A{^e  no  need : 
Then  tbiiur  delights  my  mind  tnigtit  mure, 
Ti>  liir  iritU  thee,  and  be  ihy  luve. 


THE  SHEPHERD  TO  I  OS  LOVE, 


«!■  V>iU.TKU.  KAI-BIOH. 

rutur  lilt  ivith  loe,  and  be  my  dvnr. 
Anil  wt  will  revel  all  the  year, 
lu  plain*  and  groves,  on  Uilla  and  daltn, 
Wbrre  fragrant  air  brcede  iwetii^et  ^nies. 

Tbcrc  ihall  you  hnve  tbc  beauteous  piiiu. 
Tbe  i-edaraud  the  spreadini;  vine; 
Awl  «11  llie  woadt  to  be  u  dlti^cu, 
Xtot  Pbicbut  ki»  toy  SuiDmcr's  (Jiueii. 


The  sent  fur  your  disport  ahall  Ijc, 
Orer  some  ricer  in  a  tree ; 
Where  silver  seuicI,  and  pebbles  aag 
Eiernol  diltiet  nith  the  sprin;^. 

There  shall  yuu  sec  the  nymphs  al  play  ; 
And  how  the  eatyrs  spend  the  day; 
The  fishe»  gliding'  ou  the  sanda. 
Offering  their  bellies  to  your  hands. 

T\\e  birdt  with  bearenly  tuned  thrnats. 
Possess  woods  echoes  with  sweet  notes  j 
Whieh  to  your  senses  will  impart 
A  musie  to  entlaiiit'  the  heart. 

Upon  the  bare  anil  leafless  oak 
The  rinK-doves  wooings  will  provoke 
A  coldirr  hlood  Ihan  you  possess, 
To  play  with  me  and  do  no  less. 

In  bowen  of  laurel  trimly  diglit. 
We  will  outwear  the  ailenl  night : 
While  Flora  busy  is  to  spread 
Her  richest  treasure  on  our  bed. 

Ten  thousand  glotv-wonns  shall  allend. 
And  all  their  aparkling  lights  shall  spend. 
All  lo  adorn  and  beautify 
Your  lodpng  with  most  majesty 

Then  iu  mine  arms  will  I  enclose. 
Lilies'  fair  mixture  with  the  rose;* 
Whose  nice  perfections  iu  love's  play 
Shall  tune  me  to  the  bi^hi^st  key. 


I 


•  or  ■■KCLAND  asd  ibblavp. 


Thu»  w  wc  ]MM  the  «iel«>ine  niiflii 
Jti  sponful  plnunrvs  atti  Jvli^ht. 
~  "  i!>Ie  fairie»*n  ihc  ^rround•, 
Shall  duicc  nnit  ting  inelu<lion»  »uund: 

If  xhem  iii»y  «rve  for  to  entice 
Your  preteace  to  love's  p«nt<]i»c, 
Tbea  come  mlb  me  niid  be  my  dear. 
And  we  will  ttnight  beipn  ihc  year. 


HIS  IJ)VE  ADMITS  NO  RIVAL 

8IB  WJJ.TSII   KALBICB. 

NhaJl  I,  like  a  hermit  dwell. 
On  a  rock,  or  in  a  cell, 
Collitig  home  the  laialleii  pari 
That  19  missiDg  of  my  bean, 
To  bettow  it,  where  I  may 
Meet  a  riral  every  day  ' 
If  the  undervalue  me, 
Mltal  care  I  how  fair  »he  be  i 


L  her  cnr»t»l  ctawkH 


Were  her  IresBes  aug'el-gold,* 
If  a  stranger  may  be  bold, 
Unrebuked,  iinafrud, 
Tu  convert  them  to  a  braid  j 
And  wilh  Utile  more  ado 
Work  them  into  bracelets,  too  ! 
If  tlic  mine  be  Rrown  bo  free, 
WliHt  fare  I  hoiv  rich  it  be  ? 

Were  hvr  liund«  as  rich  ■  priie 
A*  ber  baire  or  prct^iuus  eyee ; 
If  she  luy  them  out  tu  tuhe 
Kissee,  for  good-manners  sake; 
And  let  every  lover  akin 
From  her  hiind  unto  her  Up  j 
If  she  Bicem  not  chusle  to  me 
Wliat4:arc  I  bow  chaste  she  be  I 

No ;  she  mutit  he  perfect  eaow, 
Id  effect  as  well  ns  show, 
WBritiing  but  as  snow-bRlls  do 
Not  like  fire,  by  burning  too  j 
But  ivhen  she  by  ehnnjcc  hath  got 
To  her  hceu-t  a  second  lot ) 

Then,  if  otbere  share  with  me. 

Farewell  her,  whate'er  she  be  ! 


■tttlbulwt  to  Sir  WalMfa  pen.     It  looks  ccrtalnlr  lo 

aoorge  Wltlier"«  ooneelu,) 


Bonon  or  bnclabtd  amd  ibblaxd.  1 1 


THE   SILENT   LOVER. 
■IK  WALTBK  BALBIGB. 

Wrong  not  sweet  mbtrets  of  my  heart  ! 

The  merit  of  true  pauion. 
With  thinking  that  he  feeU  no  smart, 

Wlko  sues  for  no  compassion  ! 

Since,  if  my  plaints  were  not  t'approve 
The  conquest  of  thy  beauty. 

It  comes  not  from  defect  of  love. 
But  fear  t'exceed  my  duty. 

Fur,  knowing  that  I  sue  to  serve 

A  »aint  of  such  perfection. 
Aft  all  desire,  bat  none  deserve 

A  place  in  her  affection. 

1  rather  choose  to  want  relief 
Than  venture  the  revealing : 

Where  glory  recommends  the  grief. 
Despair  disdains  the  healing ! 

Thus  those  desires  that  boil  so  high 

In  any  mortal  lover. 
When  Reason  cannot  make  them  die. 

Discretion  them  must  co%'cr. 

Vol  when  Discretion  doth  bereave 
The  plaints  that  1  should  utter, 

Then  your  Discretion  may  perceive 
That  Silence  is  a  suitor. 


i 


Silence  in  Love  bewrays  more  woe 
Than  words,  though  ne'er  so  willy ; 

A  beggtr  that  is  dumb,  you  know. 
May  challeDge  double  pity  '. 

Then  wrong  not !  dearest  to  my  heart ! 

My  love  for  secret  pftssion  ; 
He  Bniartelh  raosl  that  bides  hie  traart. 

And  rues  for  no  compaaeion  '- 


[ThU  is  >  ma 
halt  aaUcliiBlrit 


WHENCE  COMES  MY  LOVE  r 


Whenee  ironies  my  love  J— O  heart !  disclns 
'TwftB  from  her  cheeks  that  shdme  the  rose 
From  lips  that  spoil  the  rubye  praise. 
From  eyes  that  inock  the  diamondt  lilaKc. 
Whence  comes  my  love,  as  freely  own  : 
Ah  me  !  'iwas  from  a  heart  like  slone. 

The  bluahiDg  check  speaks  modest  miod ; 
The  lips,  befitting  words  most  kind  ; 
The  eyes  does  tempi  to  love's  desire, 
And  seems  to  say— 'tis  Cupid's  fire  ! 
Yet  all  SCI  fair,  but  speak  my  moan, 
Sith  nought  doth  say  the  heart  of  $lon 
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Why  thus,  my  love,  to  kind  bespeak 
Sweet  lip,  iweet  eye,  sweet  blushing  check  ; 
Yet  not  a  heart  to  save  my  pain  ? 
O  Venus !  take  thy  ^fts  again : 
Make  not  so  fair,  to  cause  oar  moao. 
Or  make  a  heart  thats  like  our  own. 


[■oppoMd  to  kAT«bc«a  writtca  bf  the  ttH^m  oT  tkc  celcbraltd  S:r 
oka  ItartogtoB.  8c«  Pufc*t  BdltloB  of  UtMo*!  BaflWi  Soogm.  vol.  i 
.  16S.    Dr.  Aflda  In  kis  **  Vocal  POoCnr.**  Sto.  lilt,  and  Geo.  EUu  ia 
to  "  Ewlf  KagUih  Poctt,**  vol.  S,  p.  SS4,  hare  prtatod  It  u  Mr  John 
lBrlagtan*a.] 


A    WOMAN'S    FACK 

Ht'MFBEY  GirrOBD. 

Boru  About  isto. 

A  woman's  face  i»  full  of  wiles. 
Her  tears  are  like  the  crocodil : 

With  outward  cheer  on  thee  she  itroiles. 
Wlien  in  her  heart  she  thinks  thee  ill. 

Her  tongue  still  chats  of  this  and  that, 
Than  aspine  leaf  it  wags  more  fant ; 

And  as  she  talks  she  knows  not  what. 
There  issues  many  a  truthless  blaat. 

Thou  far  dost  take  thy  mark  amiss, 
If  thou  think  faith  in  them  tu  find  : 

The  weather-cock  more  coniitant  is. 
Which  turns  about  with  every  wind. 


linow  some  pcpper-ooecil  dame  ^^| 

Will  lerm  mc  Tool  and  saucy  jack.  ^^| 


Iki 


Thai  dare  iheir  credit  so  defame, 

And  lay  auch  blauders  on  their  baek  : 

WhM  tliough  on  ini;  they  pour  their  spite 
I  may  not  use  the  (floser's  trii<lc, 

I  cannot  aay  the  crow  is  whil(\ 

But  needa  must  call  a  apade  a  spude. 


O  FOR  A  BOWl.  OF  FAT  CANARY, 
Bom  kbont  1111— Died  iSOQ. 

(>  Tor  a  bowl  of  fat  Canary, 

Rich  Palermo,  sparkling  sherry, 
Some  nectar  else  from  Juno'!<  dairy  ; 

O  these  draughls  ivoiild  make  us  mer. 
O  for  a  weneh  (1  deal  iu  faces 

And  iu  other  dHinller  things), 
Tickled  am  I  with  her  embraces; 

Fine  danciug  in  9uch  fairy  rings. 
U  for  a  plump  fat  lef(  of  mutloti, 

Veal,  lauih,  capon,  pig  and  coaey  j 
None  is  happy  hut  s  glultun. 

None  on  ass  but  who  wania  money 


)•, 


ni*«r«. 


Wiaet  iadccd,  lad  piii  ire  rood. 
Bat  brmve  lictwl*  fcMt  tW  blo«4. 
For  wcacKes,  viae  lad  Ibkt  cWer. 
Jove  vovld  leap  do««  to  *«rfrii  k«rp 


arf  - 


«.».«!! : 


LOVE  FOR  lO\T 


FVLKi:   GBETILLr,   LfiBS*  ■■'m^ki 


liZ 


Atrar  with  these  »elf-1oriiir  Ud«, 
Whom  Ccpid*?  arrow  nerer  f\»df  ' 
Awmy  poor  roaU  that  ±igh  and  weep. 
In  loT?  iif  tho<ie  that  lie  aaleep 
For  Capid  i«  a  mernr  f  od. 
And  forceth  none  to  ki««  the  rod. 

Svreep  CupidS  »haft»  like  destiny 
Do  causeless  ^ood  or  ill  decree  : 
Desert  is  borne  out  of  hi*  bow. 
Reward  iip^^m  hi*  win?  'loth  z** 

What  fools  are  thev  ibat  hatf  n-  r  ^a..  . 

m 

That  Love  likes  no  law*  but  hi-  "Wii 


My  songB  Ihey  be  of  Cynthia's  praise, 
1  wenr  her  nagt  on  holidays, 
III  every  tree  I  write  ber  naioe. 
And  every  day  I  read  the  eame. 
Where  Honour  Cupid's  rival  is. 
There  uiirocles  urc  seen  uf  his '. 


ir  doubt  do  durhen  tliiufs  held  dear, 
Then  weil-fnre  nolhing  once  a  year  [ 

For  many  ma,  bul  one  must  win  '. 

Fools  only  hedge  the  cuckoo  in. 

The  worth  that  worthineBS  should  move 
I3  love,  that  'n  ihe  bow  of  Love  j 
'  And  love  as  well  the  foster*  con. 
As  tan  the  mighty  noble-man. 

Sweet  saint,  'tis  true,  you  worthy  l>e : 
Yet,  without  love,  nought  ivonh  to  mi 


"  Stmiit  lo  Qu>i 


1,  CnunKUnc  U>  King 
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PHILLIDA  AND  CORYDON. 

NICHOLAl  BBETO.V. 
BoraftboaC  lUS. 

In  the  merrie  moDth  of  Maye 
In  a  morne  by  break  of  daye 
With  a  troope  of  damsels  playing 
Foithe — 'I  yode* — forsooth  a  mayinj( 

When  anon  by  a  wood  side, 
l^liere  as  Maye  was  in  his  pride 
I  espied  all  alone, 
Phillida  and  Corvdon. 

m 

Much  adoe  there  was,  ^od  wot ; 
He  wold  love  and  she  wold  not. 
She  sayde,  never  man  was  trcwe  ; 
He  sayes,  none  was  false  to  you. 

He  sayde,  hee  had  lovde  her  longe  : 
She  sayes,  love  bhould  have  no  wrong^e. 
Corvdon  wold  kisse  her  then  : 
She  sayes,  maydes  must  kibse  no  men. 

Tyll  they  doe  for  good  and  all — 
When  she  made  the  shepperde  call 
All  the  heavens  to  wvtnes  truthc. 
Never  loved  a  truer  youthc. 


•  I  went. 

c 


KONCIS  OF   F.NCLA.N'D  AND  IREL4XII. 

Then  ivith  manie  a  prettie  oihe. 
Yea  mid  najr,  aud  fsitli  aud  Irothe  -, 
Such  ag  leelie*  fbepperdee  ute 
When  they  iviU  nut  luve  abuse  ( 


^Vnd  Phillida  willi  garlands  gaye 
Wae  made  the  lady  of  iLc  Maye. 


g,  wblcb  ItbcKai 


'd  br  the  wDdd-aid*, 


HI  iheta  «u,  God  wot. 
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Saehuiillf  I 
Wkcn  thmj  will  ooC  Love  AboM. 
Loot  wUeh  ImA  bene  kiof  drladcd. 
Wm  vtth  Umw  MTCct  coariaded. 

Aa4  PMUIift  wMi  gwtaadt  c«r. 

Wm  BMdc  tlic  lAdr  nl  the  Mmy.— X.  B«8t«i\ 

F I X  1  ■. 


TIME  BREEDETH  CHANGK. 

BOBEBT  CBEE.NE. 

Bon  abooft  lSfl»~Dicd  1599. 

Ib  time  we  see  the  silver  drops 
The  CFi^^  stones  make  6oft ; 

The  slowest  snail  in  time  wc  sire 
Doth  creep  and  climb  aloft. 

With  feeble  puffs  the  tallci^t  pine 

In  tract  of  time  doth  fall ; 
The  hardest  heart  in  time  doth  vicM 

To  Venus'  luring  call. 

Wliere  chilling  frost  alate  did  nip. 

There  flasheth  now  a  fire ; 
Where  deep  disdain  bred  noisome  hute, 

There  kindleth  now  desire. 

Time  causeth  hope  to  have  his  hap : 
Wliat  care  in  time  not  eas'd  ? 

In  time  I  loath'd  that  now  I  love 
In  both  content  and  pleased. 


There  is  treat  beautr  aboot  the  amaller  poemi  of  (irfviu-.  Mt« 
etical  works  were  reprinted  lattajr  under  the  careful  !iiii'criht«ii- 
ice  of  Mr.  Djrce.] 


To-who  i 
Tu-wliil,  to-who,  B  merry  note 
Wliilc  greasy  Joan,  doth  keel  the  pot.* 

Wlit^n  all  aloiiit  the  wind  doth  blow, 

Anil  cniiifliinjr  droivns  ihc  parson's  ! 
And  hirda  sit  hroodinf;  iu  [he  snow. 

And  Marian'B  nose  looks  red  and  nt' 
Wlien  roasted  oralis  hiss  in  the  bowl, 
TheD  nightly  tin)ts  the  staring  owl, 

To-who  f 
Tii-whit,  to-who,  fi  merry  note, 
VVhilc  greasy  iloaiL  doth  keel  the  pot. 


SONG  iy  THE  TWO  GENTLEMEN  OF  VEROSjU 


Who  i«  Silvia?  what  is  she, 
That  all  our  swttins  i-ommcnd  her? 

Holy,  fair,  and  wise  is  she : 
The  heavens  such  gnce  did  lend  her. 

That  she  might  nilmired  be- 

Jb  «he  kind,  as  she  U  (ahi 
For  beauty  lives  with  kindncts : 

Love  doth  to  her  eyes  rcpiur. 
To  help  him  af  his  blindness; 

And,  being  help'd,  inhabits  there. 


I 


*o!tat  or  wcouxD  aso  ihkuvd. 

Tbco  ti>  Silria  Im  u*  lin^, 

Tbu  Silvia  in  escelling ; 
Slieexirclx  urb  mortal  th'wg. 

Upon  ibe  dull  e*nh  dwelling ; 
To  ber  IM  tu  gwUtwIa  brio^. 


SONG  IN  KIN'G  HENBV  \nit. 


Orpheus,  with  bi>  luic  made  treei. 
And  ch«  mouniain  (ops  (list  freeav, 

Bow  them DCi veil  wh<;ii  be  ilid  ting : 
Tu  bi«  music,  plaals,  and  Sowen, 
Crer  fprung ;  lu  inn,  and  iboiven, 

There  had  been  a  l&»tiD)(  tprisg. 

Every  thin^  tbat  heard  him  pisv. 
Even  the  billowK  of  Ibc  sea. 

Hung  their  beads,  aud  then  Uy  by. 
In  Hireet  musii^  is  euch  art ; 
Killing  t:are  and  grief  of  heart. 

Fall  asleep,  or,  hearing  die. 


SONG  IN  CYMBE1.INE. 


Hark  I  harV !  the  lark  at  Kvavcn'!)  ga 

And  Pbixbui  'gioi  arise. 
Hi*  itiieda  (a  water  at  those  tpriiigh 

On  chatic'd  Rowers  tbat  lies; 


And  niuking  Mary-buds  begin 
To  ope  their  golden  eyes ; 

With  every  thing  that  pretty  bin : 
My  lady  etvecl  urite ; 
Arise,  arise. 


>I  br  CMta-i  ma>[cUtu  ondei  tbewl 

Ddoo  or  Iraoe 

1  lo  fiUmHoM- 

SobC  *tt  ■: 

•tacn  he  uw  ■  lull  iworiae  lanb  lli  1 

uid  1l€«r  el  .ml,  •.■aort  btro.: 

YOl'TH    AND  AGE, 


Crabbed  i\g-e  and  Youth 

Cannot  live  together; 
Youth  \a  ful  I  of  pleaEancc, 

Ajte  ia  full  of  tare  : 
Youth  like  summer  morn, 

Age  like  winter  weocher. 
Youth  like  Humroer  brave. 

Age  like  winter  bare : 
Youlh  is  full  of  sport, 
A^  breath  is  ohort ; 

Youth  is  ninible.  A^c  U  lame  : 
Youth  is  hot  and  bold. 
Age  is  weak  and  cold  ; 

Youth  is  »ild  and  Age  is  larae. 
Age,  I  do  alihor  thee. 
Youth,  I  do  oilore  thee ; 


aoNOs  or  bxolaxd  axd  irblako. 

O,  tnv  love,  mj  lore  b  yount;  r 
As^  I  do  ilcJe  ihcci 
Oh  iwtvt  shepbeni,  hte  ihtte.. 

Far  lui^ihinke  ibtm  Ktayit  ti>u  lonjr- 


TOBlbfiit  Adnli  mi 


1 


(THE  PRAISE  OP  A  COl'NTR^'MAVS  LIFE 
]0H»  CaAI.KUri.L. 

[  Oh  '.  the  fKeci  conieDimrnt 

The  counttvniui  doth,  find. 
\  Hi^h  irolollif,  luUir,  luo,  high  troluUie,  luc. 
I   That  qniet  coatunplalioa, 

PuMCSMlIi  ftll  mjr  Diiiid  : 
t  Thon,  cue  awsf,  nnd  wvnd  ktong  with  inc 

I  Fur  courts  bk  full  of  S«llcry, 

I       A«  bith  toa  oft  iteva  iry'A, 

I  The  city  full  of  wonluuneBi, 

And  both  ore  full  uf  pride : 

rht'n,  cure  away,  aud  wciid  ulciiig  with  inc. 

t  Bni,  oh  the  honest  I'Ouri irymUQ 

Speaks  truly  from  hie  beurt. 
Hi*  pride  is  \a  his  tilUgr, 

Ilia  hnr«es  and  hia  curt : 
Theo,  i-wi!  away,  uid  w*;ud  along  with  mc. 


Our  clothing  is  good  shcep-skios. 

Gray  russet  for  our  wives, 
'Tis  warmth,  and  not  ^y  clotliinj;, 

Tlint  dotli  prolong  our  lives : 
Then,  care  away,  and  wend  along  with  in 

The  ploughman  thougli  he  labour  hard, 

Yet  on  the  holy-day 
No  empuror  bo  merrily 

Does  pass  his  time  away : 
Then,  care  away,  md  wend  aloii^  with  m 

To  rccomptJBBe  our  tillage 

The  heuvens  afibrd  us  showers. 

And  for  our  sweet  refreshments 
Tlie  earth  affords  us  boivers : 

Then,  care  away,  und  wend  along  with  a 

The  cuckoo  and  the  nightingale. 

Full  merrily  do  sing. 
And  with  their  pleasant  roundelayes. 

Bid  welcome  to  the  spring : 
Then,  care  away,  and  wend  along  with  w 

Hiia  is  not  half  the  happiness 

'ITie  countryman  enjoys, 
Tliough  others  thick  they  have  as  much, 

Yet  he  that  says  so,  lies : 
Then,  come  aivny,  turn  countryman  with 


[Pound  ia  Wiltoa'i  Angler.  Iflsa.    Who  Clulkhltl  w 

but  Wdlon.  wlio  pnbliihed  hla  poem  nlled  Tbcalnia 
brJohnCliiJkhtt1,ctllBbimori)i:nda(Bpen«(r'4,  T)ie 
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YOU  MFANER  BEAUTIES. 


8I»  HENBT  WOTTOM. 
Boni  l54to~Dlcd  1639. 

Yoo  meaner  beauties  of  the  night. 
Which  poorly  satisfy  our  eyes 

More  by  your  number  than  your  lij^ht ; 
You  common  people  of  the  skies. 
What  are  you  when  the  Moon*  nhall  rise  * 

Ye  mlets  that  first  appear. 

By  your  pure  purple  mantles  known. 
Like  the  proud  vir^ns  of  the  year. 

As  if  the  sprinff  were  all  your  own ; 

What  are  vou  when  the  Rose  is  blown  ? 

m 

Ye  curious  chanters  of  the  wood. 
That  warble  forth  dame  Nature's  lavcii. 

Thinking  your  passion's  understood 

By  your  weak  accents ;  what's  your  praisr. 
When  Philomel  her  voice  shall  raise  r 


**  Sun**  isUiemuUoff  In  Uie  Ilelif(oi«e  WottonlanK.  The  altcrmtion 
*lleTe  is  Percy's,  from  a  MS.  copy. 


savoe  or  ekhlamd  axu  ihkuxk.  "iQ 


aiARAcrnt  of  a  hapw  ure. 


How  luipp;  it  hr  born  or  taught, 
That  Krretb  tiol  ftiiollier*«  willj 

WUow  artnour  h  hi*  honcct  thought, 
And  iliaple  truth  hi»  hijihui  aktl) : 

Jifion*  not  hi»  mnsteni  ere ; 
'Wioie  Buul  U  still  prepBred  for  death; 
iinlii  the  wurlil  icilli  euv 
I  Of  prioce'i  ear.  or  vulgar  l>rc*iti : 

|ko  hatli  lu(  life  from  rataoan  freed  j 
P  Wiow  cniuciencw  if  hl»  etrunif  r«treiil : 

it«  ran  ucitfapr  flattcrcn  feed, 
(  Nor  ruin  make  oppretsurit  greet : 

CI  none,  whom  cbuDi'e  doth  mlge, 
I  Or  lice  :  who  never  tindcratood 
law  (leepcil  wuunda  are  ^iteu  with  pruKj 
[  Nor  niles  of  itBte,  but  rules  of  good  ; 

o  God  doth  bte  and  early  pray 
(ore  of  bis  prace  tliau  gifts  to  lend ; 
j^il  enieriuiis  the  harmless  day 
|«1ViIh  n  well  cboaen  book  or  fri«nd. 

is  wan  is  freed  from  aenilc  band* 
I  Of  hope  to  nit,  or  fear  lo  fall  ( 
|ntl  of  liimiclf,  though  not  of  lands ; 
I  Adi]  having  nothing,  yet  hath  all. 


THE     BAIT. 


Oime  live  with  me  euid  be  my  luve. 
And  we  will  eume  new  plcaeureG  prove, 
Of  golden  aande,  and  cryKlal  bruoks, 
Witli  silken  lines,  and  silver  hooks. 

There  *vill  the  river  whisp'ring  run, 
Warm'd  by  tby  eyes  mure  ihuii  the  huu; 
And  there  th'  innamour'd*  fish  will  stay,  • 
Begging  themsclveE  they  may  lieEray, 

When  ihou  wilt  Bwim  in  that  live  bath. 
Each  iish,  which  every  channel  liath, 
Mosi  Binorously  to  thee  will  siviin, 
Gladder  to  catch  thee,  than  thou  Iiiin. 

If  thou,  to  be  so  seen,  he'si  loath. 
By  sun  or  moon,  thou  dark'nesi  both  i 
And  if  raine  eyes  have  leave  to  see, 
I  need  not  their  light,  having  lliec. 

Lei  others  freeie  with  anf^ling  reeds. 
And  cut  thdr  legs  with  shells  and  weed*. 
Or  treacherously  poor  fish  beset 
With  strangling  Euares,  or  windowy  net  -. 


SOWOS  or  BVGLAJTD  AKD  IBBLANO.  M 

Let  coane  l>old  liandf,  from  ilimy  nett. 
The  bedded  liih  in  booki  outwrett  s 
Let  curiooa  iraiton  ileaTe  tilk  flict» 
Bewitch  poor  fishes'  waad'ring  eyes  ; 

For  thee  thou  need'st  no  sach  deceit. 
For  thoo  thyself  art  thine  own  biit ; 
That  fish  that  is  not  catch'd  thereby, 
Alas,  is  wiser  far  than  I. 


[From  DoBiM^  Work*.  IflSS :  It  Is  In  imllBttoB  oT  Mariovc't  Shep. 
herd**  tosf .  task  WaMoa,  in  hit  Aaglcr,  mf%,  **  I  will  epoJi  yon  « 
copy  of  vena  tkat  w««  Mite  by  Dr.  Dobdc,  and  ssdc  to  ilicw  the 
wortd  tlMt  IM  eoold  make  toft  aod  nMKith  Tcnn  when  be  tbooffbt 
nnooChiMM  voffth  hi*  Uboor  i  and  I  lore  tbrm  better,  bccaase  tbej 
allude  to  rtwa,  lUtk,  aod  MUof  .**  WaMoa  redumi  them  amoac  the 
"  cfaoUre  r^nm  oT  other  daye.'*] 


TO     CELIA. 

BEN  JON80N. 
Bora  1574— Died  I0S7. 


Drink  to  me  only  with  thine  eyes, 

And  I  will  pledge  with  mine. 
Or  leave  a  kiss  but  in  the  cup. 

And  I'll  not  look  for  wine : 
The  thirst  that  from  the  soul  doth  rise. 

Doth  ask  a  drink  divine, 
But  might  I  of  Jove*H  nectar  t«iip, 

I  would  not  change  for  tkiuc. 


I  sent  thee  late  a  rosy  wreuth, 

Not  so  much  honouring  tliee. 
As  jfiring  it  a  chance*  that  there 

It  could  not  wiiher'd  be: 
But  thou  thereon  didst  only  breathe. 

And  »eiit'8t  it  back  to  me. 
Since  when  it  frrows  aad  smells,  1  iwt 

Not  of  iteelfj  but  thee. 


1 


BiKlUh.  Dced  DC 


■•  ttaH  Uie  tbODEhD  >rg  poicbed  rroni  at 


at  ihi*  toDf  Hpliine 


:h  wltli  your  wfaitrr  h>n< 


ih  lilies  OouriitilnE; 


1  iliaU  HC  br  tbit  one  kiH 


1 
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THE  SWEET  NEGLECT. 

Still  to  be  neat,  itill  to  be  dreit. 
As  you  were  going  to  a  feii»t : 
Still  to  be  powder'd,  still  perfum'd  : 
Lady,  it  ii  to  be  presam'd* 
Thoufh  art'i  hid  caoiea  are  not  found. 
All  IS  not  sweet,  all  is  not  sound. 

Give  me  a  look,  giit  me  a  face. 

That  makes  simplicity  a  ^race ; 

Robes  loosely  flowing,  hair  as  free  : 

Such  sweet  neglect  more  taketh  me. 

Than  all  th'  adulteries  of  art ; 

They*  strike  mine  eyes  but  not  mino  heart. 


CThte  Tcnr  flae  toDf  is  fooad  in  the  flnt  act  of  the  "  silent  Woman  " 
tt  is  ia  imttatkm  of  tome  Latin  Tcrses  which  the  reader  will  flml 
fircn  la  Mr.  GWord'%  edition  of  Jonson,  toI.  3,  p.  m;.  Flrcknoc,  the 
leaned  Editor  tells  as  csofht  a  glnm  of  sease  from  them  : 

GlTe  me  the  eyes,  fire  me  the  face. 
To  which  ao  art  can  add  a  gnct. 
And  me  the  lookn,  no  icarb  nor  dress, 
Can  erer  nmke  more  fair,  <v  less. 

Addreu  to  Ike  Duchest  «/  nirhmomd,] 


«  Percy  rta-ls  "  that." 


SOHOI  OF  BWOI 


Come,  my  Olia,  let  ub  prove, 
While  we  can  the  sports  of  love; 
Time  will  not  be  oure  for  ever: 
He,  Ht  length,  our  good  will  sever. 
.Spend  not  then  his  gifts  in  vaiu. 
Sum  that  act,  may  rise  ognin; 
But  if  once  vcc  lose  this  light, 
■Tib  ivilb  UH  perpetual  night. 
Why  Bhoiild  we  defer  our  joys ! 
Fume  and  rumour  are  but  toys. 
Cannot  ve  delude  the  eyes 
Of  a  few  poor  household  spies ! 
Or  hie  catier  ears  beguile. 
Thus  removed  by  our  wile  J 
'Tis  no  sin  love's  fruit  to  steal, 
But  the  sweet  thefts  to  reveal ; 
To  be  taken,  to  be  aeen. 
These  have  crimes  accounted  been. 


UlioD  of  puUcnlai  pi 


I 


WOKEN  ARE  BL^  MR.VS  SHADOWS. 


FoIIoiT  a  shallow,  it  itill  fliea  ;ou. 
Seem  lo  fly  it,  it  wiU  punge: 

So  court  >  mUtrEti,  the  'leniei  you; 
Let  ber  aioae,  the  nill  court  ]rou. 

Sajr  are  not  women  Irul;,  then. 

Sly  I'd  hut  the  ifatdow*  of  us  men .' 

At  mom  ajid  even  elutde*  are  lungeai; 

At  noon  tiicy  are  or  tbort,  or  nonc: 
Su  men  M  wcskect,  they  are  (trongeal, 

But  gruit  lu  perfect,  they're  not  known. 
'    Say  kre  not  women  truJy,  then, 
Sivl'd  but  the  bhadou-v  «f  ua  men. 


WHAT  JtTST  EXCUSE, 


What  just  excnie  had  Kgei  Time, 
His  weary  limbs  now  tn  have  cased, 

And  eatc  him  down  witboui  his  crime. 
While  every  thought  was  bo  niufh  pU-UBcd  - 


But  he  so  greedy  to  devour 

His  own,  nad  all  that  be  brings  forthf.l 
I«  eating  every  piece  of  hour. 

Some  object  of  the  rarest  worth— 
Vet  this  u  rescued  by  hie  rage, 
Aa  not  lo  die  by  time,  or  age : 
For  beauty  hath  a  liring  name. 
And  will  to  heaven,  from  whence  it  came. 

liter  the  lut  Muque  DancB  In  "  Lntu  fmd  Own  liao'a" 


OH  DO  NOT  WANTON. 


Oh  do  not  wanton  with  tLoee  eyet. 

Leet  1  be  sick  with  seeing ; 
Nor  cast  iheui  down,  but  let  them  riM, 

Lest  ghamo  destroy  tUelr  being. 
O  be  not  angry  ivith  those  fires, 

For  then  their  threats  will  kill  mej 
Nor  look  loo  kind  on  my  desires. 

For  ilien  my  hopes  will  spiU  me. 
O  lio  not  sleep  them  in  thy  tuars. 

For  so  will  Eorrow  slay  me ; 
Nor  spread  them  ai  distract  with  fears; 

Mine  uwn  enough  betray  me. 


SOSOS  or  m9QLMM9  A«D  IBULASW. 


DANCING  SONG 


BKX  JOXtOX. 


Come  ODy  come  on !  aad  what  to«  fo. 
So  interwemTe  clbe  evioiu  kaoc. 

As  er'n  the  obtetrer  tcarre  but  know 
Whidi  lines  nre  PIcshuv*!,  and  wkiek  not 

First  fifore  oot  tbe  doobcfnl  wkw. 
At  which  a  while  all  rovth  ihofold  Mat, 

\Vhere  she  and  Yirtne  did  contend 
Which  should  hare  Herrnle*  tu 

Then  aa  all  actiont  of  mankind 

Are  bat  a  labninth  or  maze : 
So  let  Toor  dances  be  entwined. 

Yet  not  perplex  own  nnto  faic : 

Bat  measor'd,  and  so  nnmcrons  too, 
.Vs  men  mar  read  each  act  thev  do 

And  when  thev  see  the  fraces  meet 
Admire  the  wisdom  of  roar  feet. 

For  dancing  u  an  exercise. 
Not  onlv  shows  the  mover's  wit. 

Bat  roaketh  the  beholder  wise. 
As  he  hath  power  to  rise  to  it 


of  *'  Plemaarc  reeonclMI  to  Vutoe.*^ 


ROBIN  GOOD-FELLOW, 


a  ihvet,  ■ 


From  OberoQ,  in  fairyc  land. 

The  king  of  ghosts  and  efaadi 
Mad  Hobin  I,  at  his  coinmand,  * 

Am  gent  to  viewc  the  nig'ht-sports  here. 

What  revel  I  rout 

Id  kept  sbtint, 
In  every  corner  where  I  go, 

I  will  o'craee. 

And  merry  dee. 
And  make  goad  sport,  n'ith  ho,  bo, 

n  I  flyc 


More  Bwift  than  lightning 

About  this  aery  welkin  aouue. 
And,  in  a  minutes  space,  deacrye 
Each  thing  thai'*  done  belowe  the  rooonv. 

There's  not  a  bag 

Or  ghost  shall  wag. 
Or  cry,  ware  Goblins  I  where  I  go 

But  Robin  I 

Their  featt  irill  spy. 
And  send  ibcm  borne,  wilh  ho,  bo,  boj 

Whene'er  siieh  wanderers  I 

As  from  their  night-sporta  they  trudgi 
With  counlerfeiting  voice  I  greelc 
And  call  tbcm  on,  with  me  lo  roame 
Thro'  woods,  thro'  lakes, 
Tbro'  hugs,  ibro'  brakcsj 


] 

e  bom 
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Or  eUe,  uofeeDe  with  them  I  go. 

All  in  the  nicke 

To  play  foiDe  tricke 
And  frolicke  it,  with  ho,  ho,  ho ! 

Sometimes  I  meete  them  like  a  man ; 

Sometimes  an  ox,  sometimes  a  huund ; 
And  to  a  hone  I  turn  me  can ; 
To  trip  and  trot  about  them  round. 

But  if  to  ride 

My  backe  they  stride. 
More  swift  than  wind  away  I  ^^u. 

Ore' hedge  and  lands. 

Thro'  pools  and  ponds 
I  whirry,  laughing,  ho,  ho,  ho ! 

When  lads  and  lasses  merry  be. 

With  possets  and  with  juncates  fine ; 
Unseene  of  all  the  company, 
I  eat  their  cakes  aud  sip  their  wine ; 

And  to  make  sport, 

I  — —  and  snort ; 
And  out  the  candles  I  do  blow. 

The  maides  I  kiss. 

They  shrieke — who's  this ! 
I  answer  nought,  but  ho,  hu,  ho ! 

Yet  now  and  then,  the  maids  to  please. 

At  midnight  I  card  up  their  wooll ; 
And  while  they  sleepe,  and  take  their  cukp, 
YTiih  wheel  to  threads  their  flax  I  pnll. 
I  grind  at  mill 
Their  malt  up  still  { 


Ci 


I  drat  tiicir  licmp,  1  iipio  iheir  toiv. 
If  any  'wtiWe, 
And  would  me  taku, 
I  wciid  inc  lauj^bing,  ho,  ho,  ho  ! 
When  house  or  harth  doth  sliittUh  lye, 
1  pinch  the  maidens  hUck  »nd  lilae; 
The  Ixid-clulhcs  from  Ibe  hedd  pull  I, 
And  lay  ihem  naked  all  lo  view. 
Twist  sleepe  and  wake. 
1  do  them  take. 
And  on  the  key-cold  floor  tUein  ihroo. 
if  out  they  cry, 
Then  forth  I  fly. 
And  loudly  lau^fh  out,  ho,  ho,  ho  ! 
When  any  need  to  borrowe  nu|;ht. 

We  lend  them  what  ihcy  do  require: 
And  for  the  use  demand  me  nouglit  j 
Uur  DWne  U  all  we  do  dealre. 
If  to  repay. 
They  do  delay. 
Abroad  amongal  them  then  [  g-o  i 
And' night  by  night, 
I  them  affrij;ht 
With  pinchings,  dreamcs,  and  ho,  bo,  hu '. 
When  luxie  quean  a  have  nought  to  do, 

But  study  hovT  to  cog  aud  lye  j 

To  make  debate  and  miKchief  too, 

Twixt  one  another  secrctlye : 

1  walk  thdr  ^loKe,* 

And  it  diiclase. 
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To  them  whom  they  have  wroof  ed  so ; 

When  I  have  dk>iie, 

I  gtt  meipoae. 
And  leave  them  tcoldinf ,  ho,  ho,  ho ! 

When  men  do  traps  and  engini  set 

In  loop  holes  where  the  vermine  crcepe, 
Who  from  their  foldes  and  houses,  ipet 
Their  dockes  and  geese,  and  lambesand  sheepe : 

I  spy  the  ^n. 

And  enter  in. 
And  seeme  a  fermine  taken  su ; 

But  when  they  there. 

Approach  me  neare, 
I  leap  out  laughing,  ho,  ho,  ho ! 

By  wells  and  rills,  in  meadowes  greene. 
We  nightly  dance  our  hey-day  guise ; 
And  to  our  faerye  king  and  queene 
We  chant  our  moonlight  minbtrelstet*. 
When  larks  'gin  sing, 
Aivay  we  fling ; 
And  babes  new  bom  steal  as  we  go. 
And  elfe  in  bed. 
We  leave  instead 
And  wend  us  laughing,  ho,  ho,  ho ! 

From  hag-bred  Merlin's  time  have  I 

Thus  nightly  revell'd  to  and  fro : 

And  for  my  pranks  men  call  me  by 

The  name  of  Robin  Good-fellow. 

Fiends,  ghosts,  and  sprites. 

Who  haunt  the  nightes. 


^^^H          4^                  HONGS  OF   ENCI.AND  AKD  IBKLAND.               ^^^| 

^^b                    The  bags  and  goblins  do  uie  know             ^H 

^^B                           yiy  tcMet  have  told                              ^H 

^^P                    So.  Vale,  Vale  j  ho,  bo,  ho  1                           ^ 

^^^1            LTIJa  taii(irtaldi  ii  fttCHbaUiI  to  Beo  Jdhiod.  1  print  frnm  PeccT'i 

^^^B          Rcllquct,  Yol.  3,  p.  S14.   [E<1.  ■■11.1 

^^H            The  tons  oTRoUn  Good-FHIow,  Sir  J«hg>  lUrBoKU  b»  piluicd 

^^H 

^^H                                         THE  FAIRY  QUEEN.                          ^^M 

^^^H                       Come,  folloiv,  follow  me,                   -    ^^H 

^^^B                       You,  fairy  e\res  that  be                          ^^H 

^^H                       Whirh  circle  on  the  greenc,                   ^^M 

^^^H                      Come  fullow  Mab  your  queenc.              ^^H 

^^^H                   Hand  in  hand  let's  dance  aruund,              ^^H 

^^^H                   For  this  pbee  is  fairyecronnd.                   ^^H 

^^^B                         When  mortala  are  at  rest,                          ^^M 

^^^B                       And  snoring  in  their                               ^^H 

^^M                       Unheard  anil  uneapy'd,                           ^H 

^^H                       Throti^h  key-hole»  we  do  glide ,             ^H 

^^H                      Overlables.  slooU,  andabelves,                   ^^H 

^^H                      We  trip      with  our  fair;'  elves.                     ^^M 

^^B                                    the            be  foul                       ^H 

^^H                          With  phttcr,            or                                 ^H 

^^^^B                           Up  Hlairs  we  nimbly  creep,                        ^^^| 

^^^^                          And          the  sluli  asleep  :                        ^^H 

^^^*                     Then  wc  pinch  their  armes  and  ttufheii^^H 

^^^^L                      None  escapes,  nor  none  espies.               2^^^| 
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But,  if  the  home  be  twept. 

And  from  unclemnnesa  kept. 

We  pimiie  the  household  maid. 

And  duely  she  is  pidd  : 
For  we  use  before  we  goe 
To  drop  a  tester  in  her  shoe. 

Upon  a  mushroomes  head 

Our  table  cloth  we  spread ; 

A  grain  of  rye,  or  wheat. 

Is  manchet,  which  we  eat ; 
Pearly  drops  of  dew  we  drink 
la  acorn  cups  fiU'd  to  the  brink. 

The  brains  of  ni|^htin^es, 

With  unctuous  fist  of  snailes. 

Between  two  cockles  stew'd. 

Is  meat  that's  easily  chew'd ; 
Tailet  of  wormes,  and  marrow  of  mice 
Do  make  a  dish  that's  wonderous  nice. 

The  grasshopper,  gnat,  and  fly, 

Ser?e  for  our  minstreUie ; 

Grace  said,  we  dance  awhile. 

And  so  the  time  beguile : 
And  if  the  moon  doth  hide  her  head. 
The  glow-worm  lights  us  home  to  bed. 

On  tops  of  dewy  grass 

So  nimbly  do  we  pass. 

The  young  and  tender  stalk 

Ne'er  bends  when  we  do  walk : 
Yet  in  the  morning  may  be  seen 
Where  we  the  night  before  have  been. 

[Printed  from  Percy's  text.    lU  aathor  has  beeo  weU  acquainted 
witli  the  *'  Robin  Goodfiellow  »*  tn  the  pttgt  belbre.l 


Of  ENGLAND  A 


CLOUDS  AWAY,  AND  WELCOME  DAY.  1 


Pack  clciiids  aivay,  ami  welcome  day, 
Wilh  nighl  we  liniiish  sorrow  j  , 

Sweet  air  bluw  soft,  mount  larks  aloft,  1 
To  give  ray  love  jfood  morrow. 

WiogB  from  the  wind  to  please  her  mind. 
Notes  from  the  lark  I'll  Iiorrowi 

Bird  prune  thy  wing,  nightingale  aing. 
To  give  my  love  good  morrow. 
To  gi»e  my  love  good  morrow. 
Notes  from  them  both  I'll  borrow. 

Wake  from  thy  Dcat,  Robiu-rcd-breait, 

Sing  birdi  In  every  furrow  t 
And  from  each  hill,  let  mtiitic  thrill. 

Give  my  ftdr  love  good  morrow. 
Black  bird,  and  thruHh,  in  every  bush, 

Ktare,  linnet  and  coek-sparrow ! 
You  preUy  elves,  amongst  yourselves. 

Sing  my  fair  love  good-morrow. 

To  give  my  love  good-morrow, 

Sing  birds  in  every  furrow. 
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TELL  ME  DEAREST. 

SBAUMONT  AND  PLITCBIM. 
Bon  iSif— Died  I01S.    Bora  IS76— Diod  liis. 

P.  Tell  me  dearest  what  u  lo? e  ? 

M.  Tifl  a  lightning  from  above ; 

Til  an  arrow,  'tis  a  trt, 
Tis  a  boy  they  call  Desire 

Both.  Tis  a  grave 

Gapes  to  have 
Those  poor  fools  that  long  to  prove. 

P,  Tell  me  more  are  women  true  ? 

J/.  Yes,  some  are,  and  some  as  you. 

Some  are  willing,  some  are  strange. 
Since  you  men  first  taught  to  change 

Bifih.  And  till  troth 

Be  in  both. 
All  shall  love,  to  love  anew. 

P.  Tell  me  more  yet,  can  they  grieve  ? 

M.  Yes,  and  sicken  sore,  but  live ! 

And  be  wise,  and  delay 
When  you  men  are  wise  as  they 

Both.  Then  I  see. 

Faith  wUl  be. 
Never  till  they  both  believe. 


[From  the  Comcdjr  of  *'  The  Captain.**  Act  s.  Scene  S.    Part  of  i*  :^ 


^^H        louad  in  the  -'  Kalgbtor  theBumlDE  Pestle."  Act  3.  Scepe  3.  Rudiur 

^^H               Jan!.              TeUmedsv»i«bBil<lo>ei 
^^m              Lufr.             TttmllchtDine  horn  above , 

^^H                                        -Tls  ■>  bQ7  Ihc'r  <^»11  ll«irc.                                ■ 

^H                                                                                                                  ^^ 
^^H                                                   Doth  IhvpUc                                                           ^H 
^^^H               Jiiifi.                 ThcpoDrhruuof  mcD  that  pioTe.                  ^^^M 
^H                                    T*.l  me  mor.  are  women  tra. ,                            ^1 
^^^H              Lmrt.             Some  lore  chaore  and » do  Tou.                                    \ 
^^B              J<^.                 ArathorfeilraiidDeTeitlDdl 

^^^H              Lko.                 Yea,  when  men  turn  wUli  the  wind.                             < 
^^H              J.fl^                     Aie  they  froward 
^^H              J.<»^.                     EverlDtnrd 

W                    Poema,  2d.  IMI,  p.  mo.  and  lUldcb-i  Poemj,  br  Btrdfta.  p.  M.] 

^^H                                           DRINKING                                          ^^H 
^^H                                         BEAUMONT  AND  FLBTCBKH.                                       1 

^^^^                 Drink  tu  day  Btid  drown  all  80^^o^v,                ^^J 
^^H                   You  shall  perlups  not  do  it  to-murruw.          ^^H 
^^^1                   Best  wliilt  you  bnvc      u«e  your  bretlh  i         ^^H 
^^H                 There  u  do  drinking  afler  death.                  ^^H 

^^H                 Wine  wukcs  the  liean  up,  wakes  the  wil,      ^^H 
^^^B                 There      uo  cure  'g'aiiiai  a^c  but                   ^^^| 
^^^B                It  helpi  Ihi'  head.ache,  tough  and  ptisic,      ^^^| 
^^W^             And  h  for  all                                                ^^H 
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Then  let  us  twill,  boys,  for  our  hetllh ; 
Who  drinks  well,  lofet  the  commonwenlth. 
And  he  thmt  will  to  bed  go  sober 
Falls  with  the  leftf,  still  in  October. 


iVtamthm" Bloodj BradMr, or  BoOo, Oak*  ot  Voammdyr  Act  i. 
Scene  t.] 


TO  LOVE. 


JOHN  PLBTCOBR. 


Merciless  love,  whom  Nature  hath  denied 
The  use  of  eyes,  lest  thou  shouldst  take  a  pride. 
And  glory  in  thy  murders,  why  am  I, 
That  never  yet  transgress'd  thy  deity. 
Never  broke  vow,  from  whose  eyes  never  flow 
Disdainful  dart,  whose  hard  heart  never  slow, 
Thus  ill-rewarded  ?    Thou  art  young  and  fair, 
Thy  mother  soft  and  gentle  as  the  air. 
Thy  holy  fire  still  burning,  blown  with  prayer : 
Then  everlasting  Love,  restrain  thy  will ; 
'Tis  godlike  to  have  power  but  not  to  kill. 


[From  "  The  Chances,"  Act  a,  Scene  s.J 


LAY  A  GARLAND. 


Lay  a  i^arUtid  on  my  hearee 

Of  the  dieiuBl  yew ; 
MaiAeDt  willow  braacbes  bear — 

Siy,  i  died  true. 
My  love  wu  false,  but  I  wu  firm 

Prom  my  tiour  of  birth , 
Upon  my  buried  body  lie 

Liglitly,  gentle  earth. 

TBniiEhT  Aipatlm  In  "  Tho  Ut><<l'>  Tiateiy."] 


A  SONG  TO  THE  LUTE, 

JOHN   FLETCHEB. 

Dcnrcat,  do  Dot  you  delay  me,  ■ 

Since,  thou  kuoiv'at,  I  must  be  gone  j 
Wind  and  tide,  'tie  thought  duth  stay  nie 
But  'tis  wind  that  must  be  blowii 

From  that  breath,  whose  native  smell  Q 
Indian  odours  doth  excel. 
Oh,  then  »peak,  tbou  fairest  fair. 

Kill  not  him  that  vowa  to  serve  thee; 
But  perfume  this  neighbouriofr  lur 
ElEe  dull  silence  sure,  will  starve  me  : 
Tie  a  word  that's  (|uickly  spoken. 
Which  being  restraln'd,  a  heart  is  brokei: 
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MIRTH  FILLS  THE  VEINS  WITH  BIXX>D. 

nmAvuonr  and  plbtghbm. 

Til  mirth  thftt  ftiU  the  veiiu  with  blood. 

More  thmn  wine,  or  sleep,  or  food ; 

Let  each  man  keep  hit  heart  at  ea»e, 

No  man  dies  of  that  disease. 

He  that  wonld  his  body  keep 

From  diseases,  most  not  weep ; 

But  whoever  laughs  and  singn. 

Never  he  his  body  brings 

Into  fevers,  gouts,  or  rheums. 

Or  ling'ringly  his  lungs  consumes  { 

Or  meets  with  ackft  in  the  bone, 

Or  catarrhs,  or  griping  stone : 

But  contented  lives  for  ave ; 

The  more  he  laughs  the  more  he  may. 


OBf  bjr Mcnrytfaooffht in  "The  Kaifhtof  Um  BarnlDr  PenUc,** 
I,  Scene  ▼.] 


TO   HIS   MISTRESS. 

PRANCIB  BEAUMONT. 

Let  fools  great  Cupid*s  yoke  disdain, 
Loving  their  own  wild  freedom  l)etter, 

Whilst  proud  of  my  triumphant  chain 
I  sit  and  court  my  beauteous  fetter. 

'OL.  I.  E 


Her  miird'ring  g-lancea,  snaring  hairs, 
Aiitl  her  bewilchin^  smiles,  so  please  me 

Aa  he  brings  ruia  thai  repairs 
The  sweet  afflictions  that  duplease  tne. 

Hide  not  those  panting  balls  of  snow 
With  envious  veils  from  my  beholdiDgt 

Unlock  those  lips  their  pearly  row 
In  B  sweet  smile  of  love  unfolding. 

And  let  those  ey«s,  whose  motion  ivbeeli 

The  restless  fate  of  every  lover, 
Survey  the  pains  my  sick-heiut  feels 

And  wounds  themselves  have  made  discover 


LOVE  WILL  FIND  OUT  THE  WAY. 

Over  the  mountuns. 

And  orcr  the  waves ; 
Under  the  fountains. 

And  under  ihe  graves ; 
Under  fl(i<ids  that  arc  deepest. 

Which  Nepiune  obey ; 
Over  rocks  that  are  steepest 

Love  tvill  find  out  the  way. 

Where  there  is  no  place 

For  the  glow-worm  to  lici 
Where  there  is  no  space 

For  rcc^eipl  of  a  fly ; 
Where  Ihe  midge  dares  not  ventu 

Lest  herself  fast  she  lay  i 
If  luve  coiov,  he  will  enler. 

And  soon  find  out  his  way. 
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Yoa  nitty  etteein  him 

A  child  for  his  mii^ht ; 
Or  yoa  may  deem  him 

A  cowmrd  from  bit  fli|^t : 
But  if  the,  whom  love  doth  honoar. 

Be  conceal'd  from  the  day, 
Set  a  thoiuand  f^uardt  upon  her. 

Lore  will  find  out  the  way. 

Some  think  to  lobe  him. 

By  having  him  confiu*d. 
And  ftome  do  suppose  him. 

Poor  thin^  to  lie  hlind ; 
But  if  ne'er  so  close  vc  wall  him. 

Do  the  t>cst  that  vou  mav. 
Blind  love  if  so  ve  call  him. 

Will  find  out  his  wav. 

You  may  train  the  eagle 

To  stoop  to  your  fist ; 
Or  you  may  inveii(le 

The  phu^nix  of  the  East ; 
The  lioness,  ve  mav  move  her 

To  jjive  o'er  her  prey ; 
But  you'll  ne'er  stop  a  lover  : 

He  u'ill  find  out  hih  way. 

•  This  czcellect  tonr,**  mth  Percy.  "  Is  sndcot ;  but  wc  could 
r  five  it  from  a  mudciD  copy/*  RttMin  accuses  tlir  porUcal 
ne  of  ciTlnr  it  *'  some  of  his  own  briUiant  touches."  These  al- 
tkms  occur  in  the  thini  Terse,  thus  printed  by  Allan  Ramsay  in 
Tea-table  MisceUany  :— 

You  may  esteem  him 

A  child  in  his  force  } 
Or  you  may  deem  bim 

A  coward,  which  is  worse, 
^offbea'  Aberdeen  Cantos,  1660,  there  are  some  additional  stanzas, 
of  no  great  merit.] 


All  the  mate  rials  are 

or  beauty  and  desire, 
In  a  fur  woman's  goodly  frame 
No  briirhtiiess  is  nithout  a  flame, 

No  flame  without  a  Are. 
Then  tell  me  what  tbose  creatures  t 
Tliat  would  be  tbought  both  ohaBte  and  fair. 

If  on  her  neekc  her  haire  he  spred 

Why  half  the  heat  thai  curled  her  head 
Will  make  her  moildc  to  lie  a  bud. 

And  do  the  totbcr  thinge. 
Then  tell  me  ivhal  those  ereatures  are 
That  would  be  thought  both  rhaste  aud  hb 

Though  modealy  itiielfe  appeare 

With  blutheB  in  her  face, 
Doest  thinke  the  bloud  that  dances  tbcre 
Can  revel  it  no  other  where. 

Nor  warm  another  place! 
Then  tell  me  what  tUoae  creatures  are 
That  would  be  tliDU)rht  both  chiute  and  f^ 

Go  iisk  of  thy  philoKuphy, 

What  gives  her  lips  the  balm. 
What  sp'rit  f[ivcs  lightning  to  her  eye 
A.Dd  makes  her  lireasta  to  mvcll  to  high 

And  moystncsse  to  her  palm. 
Then  tell  me  what  tliotie  tTBaturea  are 
That  would  be  tliought  both  I'baatc  and  fur. 


Then  be  not  nice,  for  Ibat  aim 
Betraye  ihy  itiouf^hla  and  ihee : 

I  know  thnu  luuetl,  Mid  nol  one  ^rai'L' 

Ailnrnit  Ihy  li'xly  nf  thy  face 
I  But  pimpes  williiu  far  me. 
r  Tbca  icll  me  what  those  creature)  are 

Thai  wonld  be  thoaffht  t>olh  chute  and 


ii  HlmlliinT  PiH-nw.  ■ 


"ISPfL^ISE  OF  LOVE  AND  LOVER'S  F0LLIF.8. 


If  lore  tie  life,  I  long  to  die, 

Live  they  that  list  for  me : 
And  be  that  gtia»  the  nioHt  iherebv, 

A  fool,  M  leut  Bhdl  he. 
But  be  thai  feels  the  eorett  Gta 
^tfes  tritb  no  le«s  than  losa  of  w\u  ■, 

Uuhappy  life  they  gain. 

Which  luve  (lu  entertaiu. 

In  day  by  fajned  look  b  they  live. 

By  lying  dream  a  by  night, 
Bkch  frown  a  deadly  wound  doth  give. 

Each  smile  a  falve  delight, 
'ft  hap  the  ludy  pleEuant  3«cm, 
ti  is  for  others  love  they  deem  r 

IfvoidshcBceui  of  joy. 

DiBdaiB  doth  make  her  coy. 


Such  IB  Ihe  peace  tlial  lovers 

Such  is  the  life  they  lead  j 
Blown  here  uid  there  with  every  w 

Like  flowers  iu 

K  peace,  aow  wu  agaiit  i   I 
Desire,  dcapuir,  delight,  disdiuii : 

Though  dead  in  midei  of  life  i 

In  peace,  aud  yet  ul  strife. 


0  iDCrercd."  »yB  TUbaD, 


PLEASURES,  BEAUTY,  YOUTH  ATTEND  YE. 


Pleuures,  beaaty,  youth  attend  ye, 

Whilst  the  spring  of  nature  lasielh ; 
Love  and  uitltiug  thoughts  [liefriund]  ye 
Use  the  time,  ere  Winter  huatetb 
AI^tivc  bluud,  and  free  delight, 
Place  Btid  privacy  invite. 
Do,  do  '.  be  kind  as  fair. 
Lose  not  opportunity  for  air- 
She  is  t-nid  that  deoiee  it. 

Bounty  best  apjiears  in  granting, 
Stealth  of  eport  as  soon  BUppliee  it, 
Wbilet  the  dues  of  love  are  wauling. 
Here's  the  sweet  exchange  of  bliss, 
Whi'ii  each  whisper  proves  a  kiss. 
In  the  game  are  fell  no  paina. 
For  in  all  the  loser  gains. 


Mwot  or  mmoLMMD  am  ikblaks. 


A   LOVE   SONNET. 

amomom  witbbe. 

Bon  llM-INed  1607. 


I  loY'd  a  lau,  a  fair  one. 
At  ftdr  as  e'er  waa  bcen. 
She  waa  indeed  a  rare  oDt% 
Another  Sheba  Queene ; 
But  foole  as  then  I  nas, 
I  thought  sh^  lov'd  nie  too, 
But  DOW,  alas  !  sh'as  left  me, 
Falero,  lero,  loo. 

Her  hiur  like  ^old  did  elister. 
Each  eve  was  like  a  star. 
She  did  surpass  her  sister 
Which  past  all  otherk  farm ; 
She  would  me  honey  call — 
She'd,  oh— she'd  kiss  me  too. 
But  now,  alas  I  sh'as  left  roe, 
Falero,  lero,  loo. 

In  summer  time  to  Medley 
My  love  and  I  would  ^o — 
The  boatmen  there  stood  ready 
My  lof e  and  I  to  row ; 
For  cream  there  would  we  call, 
For  cakes,  and  for  prune*  too, 
But  now,  alas !  sh'as  left  me, 
Falero,  lero,  loo. 


Mnny  n  merry  mcetinj; 
My  love  and  I  huvit  bad  j 
She  WB«  my  only  swectiog. 
She  made  my  heart  full  glii ; 
The  tean  istood  in  her  eyet. 
Like  to  the  moruin^  dew. 


But  n 


dieftn 


Foleru,  leru,  loo. 

And  OS  abroad  ivc  wnlkeil 
As  lover's  fashion  is. 
Oft  as  we  sweetly  talked. 
The  sun  would  steal  a  kis; ; 
The  wind  upon  her  lips 
Likcit'ise  most  sweetly  blew. 


But  II 


IS  left  n 


Fuleru,  leru,  luo. 

Her  cheeks  ivere  lite  the  cherry. 
Her  skin  as  while  as  snow. 
When  she  was  blythe  and  merry. 
She  angeUlike  did  show  : 
Her  waist  exceeding  snuill. 
The  fives  did  fit  her  shoe,* 


But  n 


left  n 


Falero,  leri>,  loo. 


In  summer  time  or  wioter. 
She  had  her  hearts  desire, 
I  still  did  scorn  to  stint  her. 
From  su^ar,  sack,  or  fire : 
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The  world  weot  rouiid  aboat. 
No  caret  we  ever  knew. 
Bat  now,  alas !  sh'at  left  me, 
FalerOy  lero,  loo. 

As  we  walk'd  home  together 
At  midniglit  thro*  the  town. 
To  keep  away  the  weather— 
O'er  her  I'd  cast  my  gown ; 
No  cold  my  lore  should  feel. 
What  e'er  the  heavens  could  do. 
But  now,  alas !  sh'as  left  me, 
Falero,  lero,  loo. 

Like  doves  we  would  be  billing. 
And  clip  and  kiss  so  fast. 
Yet  she  would  be  unwillini^ 
That  I  should  kiss  the  last ; 
They're  Judas  kisses  now. 
Since  that  they  prov'd  untrue. 
For  now,  alas !  sh'as  left  me, 
Falero,  lero,  loo. 

To  maiden's  vows  and  swearinfif. 
Henceforth  no  credit  s^ve. 
You  may  |^ve  them  the  hearinf^^ 
But  never  them  believe ; 
They  are  as  false  as  fair, 
Unconsunt,  fndl,  untrue ; 
For  mine,  alas !  hath  left  me, 
Falero,  lero,  loo. 

Twas  I  that  paid  for  all  things, 
Twas  other  drank  the  wine, 
I  cannot  now  recall  thinj^s. 
Live  but  a  fool  to  pine : 


Twu  I  Iliat  licat  tht  liusb 
The,  bird  to  othcn  flew. 
For  ihe,  iHae '.  hath  left  me, 
Falero,  lero,  loo. 

If  ever  that  Dame  Nulure, 
For  this  false  lover's  sake 
Another  plcusing  creature 
Like  unto  her  would  m&ke. 
Let  her  remember  this. 
To  make  the  other  true. 
For  thi«,  alas '.  hatU  left  me, 
Falero,  lero,  loo. 


No  riches  now  i 
No  want  makes 
Non 


e  despsir. 


Nor  yel  fur  want  I  tare : 
I  have  lost  a  world  itself. 
My  earthly  heaven,  adieu  1 
Since  she,  alas '.  hath  left  n 
Falero,  lero,  loo. 


tHIUflnbTao  iDisiloua  conntractioa  iDpposcHlhk^  l^rcltjr  ari 
hive  beta  viittcn  In  ISM,  whan  Iti  ■dUidc  wu  dflitr 
wa  1  bnt  the  Irunrd  ■Ddqurr'*  UifHTi  If-  WUmolt  Id 
Ibe  Stent  PocU.  juUI)'  luiA'  ■!-    Mr.  BItiwn,  hdiIii  Wlthw  fe 
CMlcf*  >B  IIVX-  111''  <•«>■  Uirre  In  1009)  allowi  Ihc  imct  tbU  >(■! 


live  bern  wrltleo  Id  MM."  [AodcDt  BOBft. 
I  Kman  drrt  apnn  thr  mutton  of  Hodlcr-faouf, 
III  OiAnil.  rrrr  plMflmUT  altuUBd  Juii  by  iIm 
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THE  SHEPHERD'S  RESOLUTION. 
OEORGE  WITHEB. 

Shall  I  wasting  in  despair^ 
Die  because  a  woman's  fair  ? 
Or  make  pale  my  cheeks  HitU  care 
'Cause  another's  rosy  are » 
Be  she  fairer  than  the  day. 
Or  the  flowerv  meads  in  Mav ; 
If  she  be  not  so  to  me. 
What  care  I  how  fair  she  be  ? 

Shall  my  foolish  heart  be  pin*d 
'Caose  1  see  a  woman  kind  ? 
Or  a  well-di8posc<l  Natunr 
Joined  with  a  luvelv  feature  ? 
fie  she  meeker,  kinder  than 
The  turtle  dove  or  pelican : 
If  she  be  not  so  to  me 
What  care  I  how  kind  she  hi*  ? 

Shall  a  woman's  Tirtues  move 
Me  to  perish  for  her  love : 
Or  her  well-deservin^s  *  known 
Make  me  quite  forget  mine  own  r 
Be  she  with  that  goodness  Idest, 
Which  may  gain  her  name  of  Bei«t ; 
If  she  be  not  such  to  me, 
What  care  I  how  good  she  br. 


•  BUia  rMda  *'  merit**  Tftlne.*' 


'CnuBC  her  fortune  secnia  too  liigb. 
Shall  1  pUjr  tbe  fool  and  die? 
Those  chat  bear  a  nublc  mind 
Where  they  want  of  riches  find, 
lliink  what  with  them  the;  would  i 
That  without  them  dare  to  woo : 
And  unleai  that  mind  I  see 
What  care  1  how  ^eat  she  be. 
Great,  or  gT>od,  or  kind,  or  fair, 
I  will  ne'er  llie  more  despair: 
Ifshe  love  tue,  this  believe, 
1  will  die,  ere  she  shall  grieve. 
If  she  slight  me  when  I  woo 
I  can  st^orn  and  lei  her  go : 
If  she  be  not  fit  for  me. 
What  care  I  for  whom  she  be. 


(FIOB 


ieoIPtailiuctg,"igM.; 


THE  STEDFAST  SHEPHERD, 


Hence  away,  thon  Syren,  leave  me, 
l^ah  t  unclasp  these  wanton  arms ; 

Sug'red  words  can  ne'er  deeeive  me, 

(Though  thou  prove  a  tboiuaiid  chi 

Fie,  fie,  forbear; 

Can  ever  my  aOcction  chain ; 
Thy  painted  baits. 

And  poor  deceits, 
An;  all  bealow'il  on  m 
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I'm  BO  ilaire  to  rach,  u  yoa  be ; 

Neitker  ihall  that*  foowy  breatt. 
Rolling  eye,  and  lip  of  ruby 
Efcr  rob  me  of  mv  rest : 

iio,  go  diiplay 

Thy  bcanty'i  ray 
To  tome  more-iooa  enamoiir'd  twain  : 

Those  commonf  wilet 

Of  tight  and  tmilet 
Are  all  bettow'd  on  me  in  Tain. 

I  ha?e  eltewhere  ?owed  a  duty ; 
Tom  away  thy  tempting  eye : 
Show  not  me  a  I  painted  beauty ; 
Thete  impotturet  I  defy : 
My  tpirit  loathet 
Where  gawdy  clothet 
And  fained  oatht  may  love  obtain  : 
I  lo?e  her  to, 
Whote  loolc  tweart  no ; 
That  all  your  labours  §  will  be  vaia. 

Can  he  prize  the  tainted  posies. 

Which  on  every  ||  breast  are  worn  ; 
That  may  pluck  the  virgin  rotet 
From  their  never-touched  thorn  ? 

I  can  go  rest 

On  her  tweet  breast 
That  it  the  pride  of  Cynthia't  train  : 

Then  stay  thy  tongue ; 

Thy  mermaid  song 
Is  all  bestowed  on  me  in  vain. 


VarlatioiM  from  an  old  copy  printed  by  Ellis. 
h«U  that  toft,     t  foretd.      s  thy.     «  thy  laboar.     |  otk»M. 


Hc'h  a  fnol  thai  basely  dallies, 

Whrrc  eitcli  peasBnt  matei  with  Uin 
Shall  I  bnlint  the  throDf^cd  vaUies, 
Whilst  tbere't)  noble  hills  to  dim'? 
No,  no,  though  clowns 
Are  Bcar'd  with  froivns, 
I  know  the  belt  can  but  digdun ; 
And  those  I'll  pruve 
Su  will  Ihy  lose 
Betdl  bestowed  on  me  in  vuin. 

I  do  scorn  tn  vow  a  duly, 

Where  eSL-h  lustful  tad  may  woo  ; 
Give  me  her  whose  eun-like  beauty. 
Buzzards  dare  not  soar  unto  : 
She,  she  it  is 
Affords  that  bliss 
For  which  I  would  refuse  no  pain : 
But  such  as  you. 
Fond  fools,  adieu ! 
You  seek  to  captive  me  in  vain. 

Leave  me  then,  you*  Syren  leave  mei: 
Seek  uo  more  to  work  me  harms : 

Crafty  wilca  canuol  deceive  me, 
Whot  am  proof  ogiunst  your  chamns 
You  labour  may 


And  1  the  while 
Will  sit  and  smile 
To  see  you  tpeud  your  time  ii 
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PHILUDA  FLOUTS  ME. 

Oh !  whftt  a  plague*  b  lo?e! 

I  cannotf  bear  it; 
She  will  aoconstant  prove, 

I  greatly  fear  it ; 
It  J  so  tormenti  my  mind. 

That  my  heart  §  faileth ; 
She  II  wafers  with  the  wind. 

As  a  shiplf  saileth : 
Please  her  the  best  I  may. 
She  loves  still  to  gainsay ;  ** 
Alack,  and  well-a-day ! 

Phillida  flouts  me. 

At  the  fair,  th'  other  day,tt 

As  she  passed  tt  ^Y  ^^9 
She  look'd  another  way. 

And  would  not  spy  me. 
I  woo'd  her  for  to  dine 

But  could  not  get  her. 
Dirk  §§  had  her  to  the  Vine, 

He  might  intreat  her. 
With  Daniel  she  did  dance. 
On  me  she  would  not  glance ; 
Oh !  thrice  unhappy  chance ! 

Phillida  (louts  me. 


Variations  frrim  an  old  copy  printed  by  E1U». 
♦  Pain.  t  How  shall  I.  :  She.  *  »renrt1>. 

1  Jin6.  S  "  tbatp*'  inserted.  ««  Looks  another  way 

tt  Yesterday.  tt  ShedulpMa.  (t  WUL 


Fair  maid,  lie  not  no  coy, 

Do  Dol  disdaiti  mc; 
I  ft[D  my  mother's  joy. 

Sweet,  entertun  me '. 
[  glial]  have,*  when  she  dies, 

Al)  Ihinfrg,  thftt'st  Attiug ; 
Her  poultry  and  her  bees. 

And  her  g-oonel  sitting; 
A  pair  of  muttreas-beds, 
A  barre]§  full  of  ebredB, 
And  yet  for  all  these  {1  guodi, 

Phillida  -Bouts  me '. 

I  often  hear'd  her  say, 

That  she  lov'd  poHieHt 
In  the  loiil  month  of  May 

1  gave  her  roaes ; 
Cowslips  and  gilly-Bowers, 

And  the  sweet  lily, 
1  got  to  deck  ihe  bowers 

Of  uiy  dear  rhilly  t 
She  did  them  all  disilaio. 
And  threw  them  bacli  a/.'-ain : 
Therefore,  'lis  flat  and  plain. 

Phillida  flouts  mc. 

Thou  Hhall  cat  curds  and  crew 

All  Ihe  year  lastiDfr, 
And  drink  the  eryital  streatn, 

Flouant  in  tasting; 
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•Swi^  whey  unttll  thou  bunt. 

Eat  bramble-berrieh, 
P\'e-lid  and  pastry  crust, 

Pears,  plumbs  and  chcrric* ; 
Thy  garments  shall  be  thin, 
Made  of  a  weathers  skin : 
Yet,  all's  not  worth  a  piu, 

Phillida  flouts  me. 

Which  way  soe'er  I  go. 

She  still  torments  me  j 
And  whatsoe'er  I  do, 

NothinjT  contentii  mc ; 
I  fade  and  pine  away. 

With  grief  and  sorrow  j 
I  fall  quite  to  decay, 

Like  any  shadow : 
I  shall  be  dead,  I  fear, 
Within  a  thousand  year 
And  all  Itecrause  my  dear 

Phillida  flouts  me. 


Fair  maiden,  have  a  care. 
And  in  time  take  me, 

I  can  haye  those  as  fair, 
If  vou  forsake  me : 

m 

There's  Dol,  the  dairy-maid, 

Smil'd  on  me  lately. 
And  wanton  Winnifred 

Favours  me  ^rrcatly : 
She  tbrowM  milk  on  mv  rloaths, 

m 

Th'  other  plays  with  my  nose ; 
1.  r 


a  OP  eNobANu 


What  pretty  loys' 
Ptiillida  floutH  ra< 


■She  hu  a  cloth't-  of  miae. 

Wrought  with  blue  J  Coveulry, 
Whii'h  ihe  keeps  ru  a  si^ 

Of  my  fidelity; 
But  if  she  fruwiw  on  me,§ 

She  ne'er  shall  ||  wear  it  i 
HI  ^ive  it  tii]r  maid  Joan.V 

And  ahe  shall  tear  il,»" 
Sinte  'I  will  no  better  be.ft 
I'll  hear  it  patiently; 
Yet  all  the  world  may  see 

Phillida  floute  nie. 
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The  •rreBthand  latt«tUM»  UaoCfoaDdlBdM  tot  copy. 


I  CABBot  tPOffk  sad  llMp 

AUat  aieMOB  i 
Love  vimb4s  mj  hmtX  to 

WHboot  an  iMMM. 
1  'siD  to  phM  •war* 

With  cricT  Mid 
Like  to  •  fluted  bMtc 

Fena'd  In  •  wiaduw 
I  than  be  dead.  1  fear. 
WIthiD  thb  tbooMiid  j 
And  all  for  very  fear  I 

PbllUda  ioata  BM. 

J«aak  Walfeoa  allodct  to  the  Booff  by  aaae  la  Ua  **  Covplcat 
Ancler,**  poldlttaed  in  Idu.  Wttoa  jortly  eappoaai  It  macb  older 
ttiaa  WattoB's  day.  Phillida*!  amwer  li  printed  bat  Its  ncrtu  arc 
aeltbcr  original  or  many.} 


A  WORSHIPPER  OF  CRITXTY. 

You  may  use  common  Shepherdi  to  ! 

My  sight  at  last  to  ttormt  will  grow. 

And  blow  luch  tcornt  upon  thy  pride 

Will  blast  all  I  ha? e  deified  : 

You  are  not  faire  when  love  you  lack 
Ingratitude  makes  all  thingi  black. 

Oh  do  not  for  a  flock  of  theep, 

A  golden  thower  whenat  you  sleep. 

Or  for  the  tales  ambition  tells 

Forsake  the  house  where  honour  dwells : 
In  Damon's  palace  you'll  ne'er  shine 
So  bright  as  in  that  bower  of  mine. 


'From  a  MS.  la  the  Harlelan  Library.  No.  Ull.  written  in  the  Ume 
ot  K.  Charles  the  Second.    See  Rltson's  Ancient  Booc*.  p.  960. J 


WELCOME,    WELCOME! 


Welcome,  welcome,  do  I  slug. 

Far  more  ivck-ome  tbun  Ibe  ipring ; 
He  tbat  parteth  from  jou  uever, 

Sliall  enjoy  a.  apring  for  erer, 

J.ove  that  to  thu  voice  ie  ncnr. 
Breaking  from  your  ivory  pale. 

Need  nol  walk  Bl)roRd  to  iiear 
The  deligLlful  ni^htingnle. 

Welciinrc,  welcome,  then  I  sing 

Fur  mnre  irelcnmc  than  the  spring ; 

He  that  parteth  from  fou  never. 
Shall  enjoy  a  spring  for  ever. 

Love,  that  looks  still  on  your  eyes. 
Though  the  winter  have  begun 

Til  bcnitinh  our  arteries. 

Shall  uot  want  the  sinnmerE  sua. 
Welcome,  Welt-ome  ihen  1  ainf. 

I^ve,  thai  still  may  see  your  cbeeks. 
Where  all  rareneeB  still  reposes, 

I*  a  fool,  if  e'er  he  seeks 
Oilier  lilies,  other  roaes. 

Welcome,  welcome,  then  I  sing. 


I       tones  or  KXOLAMo  «x»  ihelanu. 

Lni-r,  tit  vrhnin  Toar  toft  lip  vield«, 

.\iMt  perrnvM  your  lir«atU  in  kinsini*, 
All  tbe  Dilonrs  nf  the  ArlAt, 
Sertr,  never,  shall  be  miwin;;. 
I  Welcotne,  welcome  then  t  tio^'. 

Love  that  question  would  snew, 

Wlurt  fair  Eiicii  was  of  old, 
Lrl  him  rightly  Blu<iy  yoii. 
And  A  brief  of  that  Ix^liuM. 

Welcome,  welcome  iheii  1  ijiij;, 
I  Far  more  wrlcoaie  ihaii  the  apriog, 

I  He  Ibnt  futrteth  from  you  neTer, 

Shall  eiijoy  &  ipriuK  for  eier. 


I  THE  VIRGINS.  TO  MAKE  MUCH  OF  TIME. 
ROBKHT   UCRUItK. 
Sttther  ye  roiebuda,  while  yc  mHy  i 
Old  Time  U  still  a  ayin|;t 
%n<t  ihu  lame  flower  that  arailoi  tu  d 
To-Biorruw  will  be  dyiug. 
rhe  fcloribus  loinp  of  Heaveu,  the  Sii 
The  hij^her  he's  a  getting, 
rh«  sooner  will  hi«  raeu  be  nin, 
And  nearer  he'«  to  setiiujc. 


Thai  age  n  l>esl,  wliicU  is  the  first, 
WhcD  youth  and  blood  are  wanner. 

But  lieing  spent,  the  worse,  and  wont 
TimeB,  Etill  succeed  I  he  fornier. 

Then  he  not  coy,  but  use  your  time. 
And  while  ye  may,  go  marry  { 

For  baviDg'  lost  but  once  your  prime, 
Yi>ii  uiuy  for  ever  tarry. 


I 


li  ukcD  from  speuw 


Mr.  CuniitwU  t*3*  tbi*  Sonc  >■  "  awntlr  Anici 


TO  KLECTRA. 

K08BKT  MKBRICK. 

'Tit  Evening,  my  sweet. 

And  dark ; — let  ua  meet ; 
Long  lime  w'b™  here  been  a  loyiiig  : 

And  never,  ui  yeC — 

That  season  could  get 
Wherein  t'nve  had  an  enjoying. 

For  pity  or  Rhame, 

Then  let  not  love'a  flame, 
Be  ever  and  ever  a  spending  t 

Since  dow  to  the  port 

The  path  is  but  short; 
And  yet  our  way  has  no  ending. 
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Time  flyi  away  Cut, 

Our  koiin  do  wMte : 
The  while  we  never  remember. 

How  MOB  our  life,  here, 

Grow'i  old  with  the  yeftr. 
That  diet  with  the  next  Dcrerober. 


[Vnm  dM  •*  HMpcrldcs.*<  kc.  p.  tr,  U.  ifi*.: 


TO    HIS  MISTRESS. 
ROBEBT  HEBBICK. 

Choose  me  vour  Valentine ; 

Next  let  fu  marr>' : 
Love  to  the  death  will  pine 

If  we  long  tarry. 

Promise,  and  keep  your  vowi. 

Or  vow  ve  never : 
Love*s  doctrine  diiallowi 

Troth-breakers  ever. 

Yon  have  broke  promise  twice 

(Dear)  to  undo  me ; 
If  you  prove  faithless  tlirice. 

None  then  will  woo  ye. 


[Fran  *'  Hnperidea,*'  p.  »,  Ed.  lAis.: 


)  ANTHEA  WHO  MAY  CO  n™  A  NO  HIM  ANY  Till 


Bid  me  lo  li»e,  and  1  will  live 

Tliy  ProteBlantlobe: 
Or  bid  me  love,  nnd  1  will  give 

A  loving  heart  lo  Ihce. 

A  heart  as  Eoft,  a  henrl  a»  kind, 
A  heart  a&  sound  and  free. 

At  in  the  whole  world  thou  eanst  find 
That  heart  I'll  ((ivc  to  thee. 

Bid  that  heart  itay,  and  it  will  gtay. 

To  honour  Ihy  decree : 
Or  bid  it  tanguieli  quite  au-ay. 

And  't  shuU  do  ao  for  thee. 

Bid  me  lo  weep,  and  I  irill  iveep. 

While  I  bav«  eyes  lo  see : 
And  Imviag  none,  yet  I  will  keep 

A  heart  to  weep  for  Ihee. 

Bid  me  despair,  and  I'll  dcspur. 

Under  that  Cypress  tree  .- 
Ur  bid  me  die  and  1  will  dare 

E'ea  deqlh,  lo  die  for  ihec. 

Thou  art  my  life,  my  love,  my  heart. 

The  *ery  eyes  of  me : 
And  hast  L'OEnmand  of  every  port. 

To  live  and  die  for  Ihce. 


xmos  «r  Kxr.MXD  A.<rt>  ti 


*)«•  tka(  vcU  known  lion  mn  I 
CBBRRIX-HIPE. 
norU-Riix.  Ripe.  Rlp(.  I  et 


*1wi(  IB/  Julla-i  Ilpa  ilor  iml 
WtiDH  pluilBIIoin  tuUr  (tiaii 


Tell  me  no  more. 


"^  mt  no  more  liuw  fair  the  it, 

'  liars  no  uiud  to  bear 
'''« iiotj-  of  ihot  dbiuui  bliga 

'  otwr  «l>iJI  come  near : 
y  "A  expcricace  I  have  found 
""It  her  perfcciion  is  my  wuuiid. 

And  tell  tnc  no!  bow  fuiiil  I  uin 

To  tenpt  my  dariag  fntc, 
ffWB  wlieuee  no  triuinpli  ever  cam 

Butto  repent  too  late : 
'Here  ii  tome  hope  ere  lonjf  I  may 
III  lilence  doat  myself  aivay. 


ELAND. 


Yuur  diunty  voice  and  irarbliog  brcatb 

Sounds  like  b  Renlencc  past  for  death ; 

Your  daDgliii)f  tresses  ate  become 

Like  inslrumcnUi  of  finul  doom 

O,  if  an  angel  torture  so. 

When  life  U  done  where  shtilJ  I  go'. 

Mn  >  MS.  cnpT  a(  Faecu  fay  WUUua  Bnmnc  uiUi 


* 


t  Drollery,  piiblUlicd  li 


DE.\TH'S  FlUAL  C0MQt'E3T. 


Bom  ISW)— Died  iSM. 
'Hie  glories  of  our  blood  •  ntid  state 

Are  shadows,  not  sub^tuntial  things; 

There  is  no  armou  r  afrninti  fate  -. 

Denili  lays  bin  icy  liuads  ^a  kings : 

Sceptre  sod  crown 

Musi  tumble  down, 

And  in  ihe  dust  be  eqiikl  made 

Wiilt  the  poor  crooked  scythe  and  spade.! 

Some  men  with  awdrds  may  reap  the  field 

And  plant  fresh  laurels  where  lliey  kill  | 

But  their  strong  nerves  ut  IbcI  must  yield. 

Tbey  tame  but  cue  ouuther  mill. 

Early  or  late 

They  Etoop  la  fate. 

And  must  give  up  their  munouiing  brc 

Wbea  they,  yale  captives,  creep  (o  de« 


ItOKCis  OP  ■Nbi.ueu  AKii  tasi^Kv. 
rbr  bivIkiiiI)  wither  on  yunr  brow, 
Tlicu  buaal  im  more  your  iriigbly  dt«it  i 
Vpoa  (lealh'a  purple  Bltitr  now 
S«,  where  (be  ^ictor-viciim  bleeib : 
All  head)  mutt  com« 
To  ills  cold  tomli, 
Oolf  llie  actions  of  the  ju^t 
Smell  iwceC,  aod  tilogsoin  ia  their  diul. 


Uc  bf  Ml.  Dj'n.    Dr.  Pikt  tave  to  thi  laA  live,  irhsi  RUwu 
HicaftaU"  biDUanl  touctm,"  t>;  lUcilncthB  wdtiI  '•  their  "lu 


THE  SHEPHERD'S  HOLIDAY 


Woodmen,  efaepberds,  come  n>viiy. 
Thii  is  Pan's  great  holiday, 

Throw  off  cares. 
With  Tour  heafen-aipicing  aira 

Help  us  to  ting. 
While  ndleys  wich  your  eeUoci  ring. 

Nymplis  that  dwell  within  Iheee  grores, 
heart  your  wtioitre,  bring  your  love». 

Gather  posies, 
Ctwra  your  golden  hair  with  roKs ; 

As  you  pass. 
Foot  like  fairies  on  the  grues. 


■loy  crown  our  bower* !  Philcimel 
Leave  ufTTureus'  rape  lo  tell. 

Let  trees  dance. 
As  they  at  Thracian  lyre  did  o 

LB  play. 
Thin  is  the  aticpherd'a  holiday. 


A'HY   DO  YOU  DWELL, 


Why  do  yuu  4v/e\\  so  long  in  douda. 

And  smother  your  heat  ^ces  i 
Til  time  to  cast  anay  Ihoae  sliroud*. 

And  I'lcar  your  manly  faces. 

Or  not  behave  yourselves  like  spies 

Upon  the  ladies  here  i 
On  even  terms  go  meet  their  eyei, 

Beauty  and  love  shiue  there. 

You  tread  dull  meaiiures  thus  alone. 

Nut  saliafy  delight  i 
Go  kiss  their  hands,  and  make  your  o 

With  every  touch  more  white. 


lOUMD  AXD  imit^KD. 


LOVE  TLIES  AWAY, 


THOHU  lur. 


I 


"W.  4o  not  jrou  f«ir  beauty  wnng, 
'u  'Unking  atill  yon  arc  Ion  young ; 
^  'UK  ud  lilies  in  your  cln*k 
t^oiirii)),  uid  no  wore  rtpeawt  teA. 

loiliclieny  lip,  red,  soft  and  iweel, 
I'ncluaia  luib  fruit  for  lute  moil  me 
"^^  W  00  time,  for  love  hat  wing>, 
And  Sin  away  from  aged  things. 


DrSDAIN   RCTUBNED. 


rnoMA*  CARK1 


He  tlui  ]oim  a  roiy  cbetk. 
Or  a  coral  lip  admire*, 

Or  froDi  Btar-Uke  eye*  doth  ncek 
Fuel  tu  mtintnin  his  firus ; 

Am  old  Time  makei  the«e  decay, 

S«  tiis  flames  uutt  waste  away. 


But  a  sinoorh  aud  ttcdfast  mind, 
GcDtk  thuuglils,  and  calm  dnirei. 

Hearts  with  «qunl  love  combin'd. 
Kindle  never  'lying  firea. 

Wlicrc  thtMC  are  not,  I  dcspUu 

Lovely  cbecks,  or  lips,  or  eye*. 

No  lean,  Cetia,  now  shall  win 
My  r<MDlT*d  htian  lo  return ; 

I  have  search' d  (hy  eoul  within. 
And  And  Dou^lit  hut  pride,  and  s< 

1  have  learn'd  Iby  arts  nnd  now 

Can  disdain  ns  mucli  as  ihou. 


Tliat  lave  to  ber  I  e 


"  Poanu  \>T  TliotM*  C«ieir,  E»q.  t 


«  CunplwU'a  S|>«lBwah 


ASK   ME  NO  MORE. 
T  HO  HAS  C4»E*, 

Ask  me  nn  more  wlierc  Jove  bestoirf. 
When  June  is  pa«l.  ibe  fading  roee: 
For  in  your  beanties  orient  deep, 
Thesi-  flowers  at  in  tlieir  causes  »leep. 
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Ask  nw  no  more  whither  doe  itny 
The  Kolden  atomt  of  the  day : 
For  in  pore  lore  Heaven  did  prepare 
Thoie  powden  to  enrich  your  hair. 

Ask  me  no  more  whither  doth  haite 
The  nightingale,  when  May  ii  pait : 
For  in  your  iweet  dividing  throat 
She  winters,  and  keeps  warm  her  note. 

Ask  me  no  more  where  those  stars  light. 
That  downwards  fall  in  dead  of  night : 
For  in  yonr  eyes  they  sit  and  there 
Fixed,  become  as  in  their  sphere. 

Ask  me  no  more  if  East  or  West, 
The  Phceniz  builds  her  spicy  nest : 
For  unto  you  at  last  she  flyes, 
And  in  your  fragrant  bosom  dicb. 


[n«  Cttcw*t  Poem,  third  edition.  iSmo.  iSsi.] 


INGRATEFUL  BEAUTY  THREATENED. 
THOMAB  CABEW. 

Know  Celia,  (since  thou  art  so  proud,) 
Twas  I  that  gave  thee  thy  renown : 

Thou  hadst  in  the  forgotten  crowd 
Of  common  beauties  livM  unknown. 

Had  not  my  verse  exhal'd  thy  name 

And  with  it  impt  the  wings  of  fame. 
OL.  I.  o 


I'hat  killing'  ptm-er  is  none  of  tliinc, 

I  gave  it  to  thy  voice  and  eye* ; 
lliy  sweets,  thy  gncet,  all  are  mine  i 

Thou  uri  my  star,  shin'st  in  ray  skies ; 
Then  durl  not,  from  thy  borrow'd  Bphere, 
Lightning  on  bim  that  fix'd  thee  there. 

Tempi  me  with  such  affrights  no  more, 

Le8(  what  I  made  1  untrreate  : 
Let  fool«  thy  mystic  forma  adore, 

I'll  know  ihee  in  thy  mortal  atate. 
Wise  poets  that  wrapp'd  truth  in  tales. 
Knew  her  thcmadvea  through  b11  her  veil*.  4 


MEDIOCRITY  IN  LOVE  REJECTED. 

TBOUl.a   CABBW. 

Give  me  more  lore,  or  more  disdain  ; 

Tbe  torrid  or  the  frozen  zone 
Brings  eifual  ease  unto  my  pain ; 

Tlie  (einperate  aSbrde  me  none : 
Either  extreme,  of  lore,  or  hale. 
Is  sweeter  than  a  calm  estate. 

Like  Danae  in  a  golden  shower 
1  swim  in  pleasure  j  if  it  prore 

Disdain,  that  torrent  will  devour 
My  vulture  hopes ;  and  his  poeseued 
Of  Hetren,  that's  but  from  hell  rdeos'd : 
TU'm  (-TOWB  my  joye,  or  ture  my  pain ; 
Give  me  more  love  or  more  diaduio. 


THE   PROTESTATION. 


^•1  more  ihill  mt-iidi  be  dcck'd  wiili  fl<n' 
-"ot  ivNliiGH  dwell  in  rosy  liowern ; 
^"'jrccneti  buds  on  br&nchi;i  spriDK, 
N*nr  wwbliag  birdi  ddiebt  to  nag  i 
^or  April  violeu  paioi  Ihe  grove 
Ifl  (otMlie  my  Celts'.  lo»e. 

■'iih  tiiii]  in  (he  occuti  bum, 
™^  riiiuiTiioB  iweel  shidl  biiier  tiim  ; 
I^  ''uralile  oak  no  flood  &bidl  know 
^^n  Uds  ahttU  bi([liett  Iiills  o'erilo^v, 
f^^  Uthe  jbidl  oblivion  leave 

'''f  nij  Celin  I  deceive, 

''»U!1  hii  bow  uod  «hiifi  lay  by. 

"  Venji,'  duvc»  iraut  ivinR*  to  fly  : 

"*«ii  tcfiwe  to  shew  his  ligbi, 
2j;l»ydudl  then  be  turn'd  to  uighi, 
ir'  '1  tliit  night  no  stnr  nppear  j 

'""^ellMvemyCeliailcur. 

^  '*  'hall  no  more  iohabit  eartb. 
,,    '"'en  more  shall  love  for  worth  i 
"'joy  done  in  Heaven  dwell, 
., .  Wa  tarmcnt  poor  bouIs  id  bell  i 
'"^  Desih  no  more  shall  horrid  prove  i 
"*■" I  leive  bright  CcUa'i  love- 


THE   PRIMROSE. 


Aek  mc  why  1  send  you  here 

Thia  tiretliiig  of  the  infant  year ; 

Ask  me  why  1  send  to  you 

This  primrose  all  bepearl'd  wilh  dew ; 

1  Btr8i([ht  frill  irhiaper  in  your  ears. 

The  sweet!  of  lave  ore  wash'd  tvith  tears : 

Aak  mc  why  this  flow'r  doth  show 

So  yellotv,  green,  nnd  sickly  too  j 

Ask  toe  why  this  stalk  is  weak, 

And  bcDding  yet  it  doth  Dot  break  ; 

I  muEt  tell  you  these  discover 

WliHt  doubt!  and  feara  are  in  a  lover. 


■  very  prettT  (doc  d1  Cuen'i  met  ihe  vje  at  Biuns 
JoD—whcD  III  wu  tsthcrinE  EntUch  iod^  for  ■  propoMd 

.'  Wti!  tha  (allawliit  old  EocUtli  suug,  wblcb  1  due  »r  1>  kv( 
aiown.    I  h»>B  ulteicd  It  >  Little :— 
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Thoa  Mcst  this  bcDdinc  ttalk  w 

That  each  w«f  yidttiaff  doth  not  tanah> 

I  BWt  tdl  thM  thcte  reraal, 

Tb«  dooMs  and  tmn  that  Iototi  IM.** 

[Bona*  altaiatloii  to  aow  prialad  for  tha  Inttlmc.] 


IT  IS  NOT  BEAXTTY  1  DEMAND. 
THOMAS  CABBW. 

It  if  not  beauty  I  demind, 

A  crysthl  brow,  tbe  moon's  dapair, 
Nor  the  snow's  dmoghter  a  white  hand. 

Nor  memuud's  yellow  pride  of  hair. 

Tell  me  not  of  your  starry  eyes. 
Your  lips  that  seem  of  rose*  fed. 

Your  breasts  where  Cupid  tumbling  lies, 
Nor  sleeps  for  kissing  of  his  bed* 

A  bloomy  pur  of  Termil  cheeks, 
Like  Hebe's  in  her  ruddiest  hours, 

A  breath  that  softer  music  speaks 
Than  summer  winds  a-wooing  flowers. 

Gif  e  me  instead  of  beauty's  bust, 
A  tender  heart,  a  loyal  mind. 

Which  with  temptation  I  could  trust. 
Yet  nef  er  linked  with  error  find. 


One  in  whose  gentle  bosom  1 
Could  pour  my  secret  heart  of  w 

Like  the  care-burl  he  n'd  hoDcy-flf, 
That  hiilea  his  murmurt  in  the  n 

My  earthly  comforter,  irhoHe  love 

So  indefensible  might  be, 
TliBi  when  my  spipl  won  aborc, 

Hcr'8  could  not  stay  for  sympathy  ll 


ON    A   GIRDLE. 


Bon  IGWt-Dled  IU7. 

That  which  her  itender  waist  conGied, 
^hall  now  my  joyful  temples  bind : 
No  moDurch  but  would  give  his  crown. 
His  arms  might  do  what  this  has  done. 

It  was  my  beav'u'i  extremest  sphere. 
The  pale  whicli  held  my  lovely  dear  -. 
My  joy,  my  jfrief,  my  hope,  my  love. 
Do  ikll  within  this  circle  move. 

A  narrow  compass  and  yet  there 
Dwell  aU  that's  good  and  all  Ihafa  fain  ' 
Give  me  but  what  this  riband  bound. 
Take  all  the  rest  the  sua  goes  round. 


HONGS  OP  mSCLASD  AND  IRKLAXD.  HJ 


GO   LOVELY   ROSE. 
EDMUND  WALLRB. 

do,  lorely  Rose ! 
Tell  her  that  wastes  her  time  and  me. 

That  DOW  she  knows 
When  I  resemble  her  to  thee. 
How  sweet  and  fair  she  seems  to  be. 

Tell  her  that's  younf^. 

And  shuns  to  have  her  ^racea  spied. 

That  hadst  thou  sprnn^^ 

In  deserts,  where  no  men  abide, 
Thou  must  have  uncommendcd  died. 

Small  is  the  worth 
Of  beauty  from  the  liprht  retired : 

Bid  her  come  forth. 
Suffer  herself  to  be  desired, 
.Vnd  not  blush  so  to  be  admired. 

Then  die !  that  she 
The  common  fate  of  all  things  rare 

May  read  in  thcc. 
How  small  a  part  of  time  they  share 
That  are  so  wondrous  sweet  and  fair. 


Ctlie  foDowiof  Tcne  wms  adiled  by  KIrke  White  In  a  copy  of 
Waller't  Poemt : 

Vet  thooch  taon  fad* 

Ftom  thy  dead  leavce  let  frmgrmaet  rlee  ; 
And  te«ch  the  maid 
That  (OodneM  tlme*t  rode  hand  deflet 
That  Tirtue  Ures  when  beaoty  dies.] 


TO   CHLORIS. 


EDMUND  WALLER. 


Chloris!  farewell;  loowmuatgo; 

For  if  wilh  ihee  I  louger  siBy, 
Thy  eyes  prevail  upon  we  »o, 

I  shall  prove  Mind  and  lose  tny  wiy. 

Fame  of  thy  beauty  and  thy  youth. 
Among  the  rest,  roe  hither  brought : 

Finding  this  fame  fiJl  short  of  truth. 
Mode  me  iiay  longer  thua  1  thought. 

For  I'm  eoguged  by  word  and  oath 

A  icrTniil  to  another's  will  j 
Yet  for  thy  love  I'd  forfeit  both. 

Could  I  be  Bure  to  keep  it  still. 

But  what  assurance  c»n  I  take. 

When  thou,  fareknowing  this  abuie. 

For  some  more  worthy  lover's  aake 
May's!  leare  me  with  so  just  esciue  ? 

For  thou  may'st  tay,  'twas  not  Ihy  fault 
That  thuu  didst  thus  incouslaut  prove.  I 

Being  by  my  example  taught 
To  break  thy  oath  to  iiiend  iby  love. 


■oiloa  or  mncLMMD  amd  ibblamh.  flfi 

Noy  Chlorii !  do  :  I  will  return, 
And  nite  thy  story  to  that  height » 

That  Btrangere  shmll  at  distance  bum, 
And  the  diatrust  me  reprobate. 

Then  shall  my  love  this  doubt  displace, 
And  gun  such  trust,  that  I  may  come 

And  banquet  sometimes  on  thy  face. 
But  make  my  constant  meals  at  home. 


WHILE  I  USTEN  TO  THY  VOICE. 
BDMUND  WALLER. 

While  I  listen  to  thv  voice, 
Chloris,  I  feel  my  life  decay  : 

That  powerful  noise 
Calls  my  flitting  soul  away. 

Oh  !  suppress  that  magic  sound. 

Which  destroys  without  a  wound. 

Peace,  Chloris,  peace !  or  singing  die. 
That  together  you  and  I 

To  heaven  may  go ; 

For  all  we  know 
Of  what  the  blessed  do  above. 
Is  that  they  sing  and  that  they  love. 


THE  SELF  BANISHED. 


It  ii  not  tbat  I  love  you  lea* 
Than  when  before  your  feet  I  lay  si 

But,  to  prt^vent  the  sad  increase 
Of  hopeless  love,  I  keep  away. 

lu  vain  (alaa)  for  emry  thln(f. 

Which  1  have  known  bdoog  to  yol 
Your  form  doee  to  my  faucy  bring. 

And  inakes  my  old  wounds  bleed  Ij 

Who  in  the  spring,  from  the  new  «i 

Already  has  a  fever  got. 
Too  lute  be^a  tho^e  shafts  to  shun, 

Which  PhDebus  through  his  veins  ItM  rf 

Too  late  he  would  the  pain  assuag«,..| 

And  to  thick  shadows  does  retire 

About  with  him  he  hears  the  rage. 

And  in  his  tainted  blood  the  fire. 

But  vow'd  1  have,  and  never 
Your  baiiish'd  gervaut  trouble  youd 

For  if  1  break,  you  may  mistrust 
Thi!  vow  I  made — lo  love  you  ti 


ftOVOS  OF  BVOLAIffO  AM  IBBLAVD.  i)\ 


TO  ALTHEA,  FROM  PRISON. 

miCBAmD  LOVELACE. 
Born  l6l»~Dled  I6S8. 

When  Love  with  Qnconfined  wings 

Hoyen  within  my  gates. 
And  my  divine  Althea  brings 

To  whisper  at  my  grates ; 
When  I  lie  tangl'd  in  her  hair. 

And  fetter'd  to  her  eye. 
The  "  birds "«  that  wanton  in  the  air. 

Know  no  sach  liberty. 

m 

When  flowing  cups  mn  swiftly  round 
-  With  no  allaying  Thames, 
Our  careless  heads  with  roses  bound. 

Our  hearts  with  loyal  flames ; 
When  thirsty  grief  in  wines  we  steep ; 

When  heaJths  and  draughts  are  free,- 
Fishes  that  tipple  in  the  deep. 

Know  no  such  liberty. 

When  like  committed  linnets,  If 
With  shriller  throat  shall  sing 

The  sweetness,  mercy,  majesty. 
And  glories  of  my  king ; 


•  fn  tbe  orifliMl  ft  to  **  fodt,**  Dr.  Psrcf  made  the  altcnitioo  ;  in 
«n  old  MS.  copy  of  the  fkmg  lioce  diaooTcrcd  by  Dr.  BHm,  it  U  alto 
written  *'  Mrds.**    See  Wood's  Ath.  Ox.  bjr  BHm,  Vol.  III.  col.  46l. 

♦  Percy  cbaaged  thU  line  to  **  When  Ilnnet-llke  confined  I,'*  which 
■ays  EQU,  *'  It  more  intdllfflbte." 


f 

^^H  When  I  Bhall  voice  aloud  hoiv  good 
^^H  He  IB.  how  great  ihould  be, — 

^^H  Enlarged  winds  that  curi  the  flood 
^^H  Know  no  such  liberty. 

^^1  Sloi 

■ 

H  ifi 


lo  not  a  prison  make, 

Miuds  innocent  and  quiet  take 

That  for  an  hermitage : 
If  I  have  freedom  in  my  love. 

And  in  my  bou.1  am  free, — 
Angels,  alone — that  sour  above 

Enjuy  Buch  lil>erty. 


[LoreUce  wrote  tb 


IE  0«ie  Haoie  BtWertml 
«  whale  bodT  of  Die  Coont. 
■cstortne  th.e  KiHK  (Charl« 


eoind  fault  of  hU  pc 


f.iDOr  with  tlic  lUln,  pXni 

I  very  meau  lodg1ii[  Id  G 
es  hmlcd  in  lit.  Bride '■  Cba 
ruBtofBlmpUatT.  ■'TheS 
ll>e  u  loDg  u  the    EDcUah 


TO  LUCASTA,  ON  GOING  TO  THE  WARS. 

RICBABD  LOVEI.ACE. 

Ti;ll  me  uol,  sweet,  I  am  uukinde. 

That  from  tbe  nunnurie 
Of  ihy  L-hiute  breaal  and  quiet  miudc. 


Tow 


\<s  1  Bie. 


(ONAE  OP  BVGt.AKD  A<iD  II 


TruE,  a  new  mittrecie  dow  I  chase. 
The  tint  foe  in  the  Geld ; 

And  with  a  ttrong'er  faith  embrace 
A  Eword,  a  bone,  a  ibield. 

I  Yet  this  inconsiaacy  ia  turb, 
Ai  jrou  loo  *hall  adore  ; 
I  could  not  loie  thee,  deare,  i 
LciT'd  1  not  honour  more. 


■■bcuiTud  rDRODc  nunid  Lbct  taebCTTRl,  irtioin 

ill  niaad  re«j*D]  u  DnnliU-t,  i  where  lie  bud  hrooght  ■  fetimeBi 
■  at  wvlB  of  Ihi  Prencb  KIbj.)  khb  »ftcc  rouriea,"  Wood-i 
atijBUn.  VDl-lll.  col.  463. J 


*TH£   SC  RUTl  N  1  E. 
StOHkftD  LOVBLACS. 

Why  should  you  swear  I  a 

Since  ihine  1  vow' 
Lady  il  is  already  niom, 

Aod  'twu  last  Di^ht  I  » 
That  fond  impussibilicy. 

Kai'e  I  nol  lov'd  ibee  much  and  lonj;, 
A  tealiaoB  twelve  hours  space  t 

I  mint  all  olber  beaulieB  wroDg, 
And  rob  thee  of  a  new  cmbruce  { 

Could  I  still  dote  Dpon  thy  Face. 


Not,  but  all  Joy  in  thy  bronite  liaiic. 

By  nthcn  may  be  found ; 
But  1  inual  search  the  bl&ck  and  faire 

Like  akiilfull  MinersUiBta  tUnt  sound 
For  treasure  in  un-plo wed-up  ground. 

Tlien  if  when  I  have  lov'd  my  round, 
Tbou  proT'El  the  pleasant  sLe ; 

WiiU  apoylea  of  meaner  Beaulies  crown'd, 
I  laden  will  return  to  thee, 

Ev'n  aated  with  Varietie. 

[The  toUowlni  tlracrinUon  of  •  h«iitT.  fr°Bi  '■  MnjvWf  1 
■  pmm  br  (h*  «me  lathor  li  full  of  icu«  portr,. 

Ilcr  br«th  tltc  In  Ibl  «li(<pPI)DK  wind 

Her  Jlps  like  cnni  pi'l>-i  krpt  la 

Thf  peifuni  ind  Ihe  peul  »iUilD ,             ^H 

BcreynidsuMellunliietatcll              ^^H 

Tt..  All  <a  bright,  of  r^l.  .nd  iWMt.         '^^1 

Ai  d»  «lk»  •■  clo«  h,  Uic  Up.  of  ■  cleu  itlMB." 

Al  ouce  lUe  Inceni*  of  Uxrit  bimUi , 

TlioliiMdKf  Ibn  P(»tprcllimlt..ib1<ip|<jmo  )>  ukoQ  Itm 
fliic  lAlDllnt  iitnCTTSl  lo  Dolwlch  Collrce.] 

WNC«  or  BXbLAW  4VB 


WHY  so  PALE- 


*lf  JOHN   tUCKI^lMO 


Bam  i«ii— mcdioti- 
^Vwpileimdwaii.  fondlorerf 

^f"'  "liM  UkiDg  well  can't  move  !.-■ 
Jl'^Wng  ill  prerail  f 
^^'■kt  why  to  pale ! 

^y  f  dull  RDd  roiite  young  Sinner  ? 

" '  *lwn  ipeakini;  well  cna'i  win  he 
^'fii'S  ngthing  do'U 
^tb«  why  so  miiie- 

iViCttDiiot  take  Wj 
"ifliwiclfsliewainolWe, 
■^'"ihing  cah  lankc  ber— 
'^eDeiUiake  lier. 


SEND  ME  BACK  MY  HEART. 


I  prythec  send  me  back  my  heikrt. 
Since  I  c&DOOt  hsve  thine ; 

Fur  if  from  yours  you  will  not  part. 
Why  then  sliould'st  thou  have  mint 


For  thou'Bl  a  thief  So  either  eye 
Wou'd  liteal  it  buck  ogiiin. 

Why  Bhould  two  hearts  in  one  bteul ' 
And  yet  not  lodge  togijther? 

O  Love,  where  is  thy  Sympathy, 
If  thus  our  breasts  thou  Eever. 

Bui  Love  ia  such  a  mystery 

t  cannot  Hnd  it  oul : 
For  when  I  think  I'm  beet  resolv'd 

I  then  uii  in  most  doubt. 

Then  farewell  care,  and  farewell  woe 

I  will  no  longer  piue : 
For  I'll  believe  I  have  her  heart — 

As  much  as  she  hat  u 


^oiiia  aw  _ 


Do  not  conceal  no  beauty,  graev 
That's  either  in  thy  mind  or  face; 
Leat  Virtue  overcome  by  Vice 
Make  men  believe  no  Puradisc. 


TO    A    COY    LADY. 

ALEXANDER  BHOMB. 


I  prithee  leave  this  pecvieh  ra&hion, 
Don  I  desire  to  be  high-prix'd. 

Love's  a  princely  noble  passion. 
And  doth  sconi  to  be  deepU'd. 

Thougli  ne  saj  you're  f<ur,  you  know ,  | 

We  your  beauty  do  bestow. 

For  our  fancy  makes  you  so. 

Donl  be  proud  'cause  we  adore  yOH, 
We  do'l  on]y  for  our  pleaaure  i 

And  those  parts  in  which  you  glory 
We  by  faiiL-y  weigh  and  measure. 

When  for  deities  you  go. 

Pur  angeU  or  for  (jueeus,  pray  know 

Tia  our  otvn  fancy  makes  you  so, 

Doni  suppo«tt  your  Majesty 

By  tyranny'H  best  MgniGed, 
And  your  anjrellc  Natures  be 

Distiii^uiabed  only  by  your  pride. 
Tyrants  make  subjects  rebels  grow. 
And  pride  nmkes  angeU  devili  below,  j 
And  your  pride  inay  make  you  K 


BOlfOl  OF  E3fOLA3fll  AND  lEBLAIfD.  !I9 


THE    MAD    LOVER. 
ALBXANDEE  BROME. 

been  in  love,  and  in  debt,  and  in  drink — 
I  many  and  many  year ; 

liose  three  are  plagues  enouji^h,  one  would  think, 
one  poor  mortal  to  bear, 
drink  made  me  fall  into  love, 
I  love  made  me  run  into  debt ; 
bough  I  have  stmin^led,  and  btru^elcd  and  Atrow. 
nnot  get  out  of  them  yet. 

'8  nothing  but  money  can  rare  nic, 

I  rid  me  of  all  my  pain  ; 

Twill  pay  all  my  debts, 

nd  remove  all  uiy  letM ; 

ly  mistress  that  cannot  endure  me, 

I  love  me,  and  love  me  attain  : 

['11  fall  to  loving  and  drinking  again. 


le  la  tnppoMd  to  have  written  many  Sonir^  airaintt 
arUament.] 

THE  RESOLVE. 
ALEXANDER  BR03IK. 

Tell  me  not  of  a  face  that*8  fair, 
Nor  lip  and  cheek  that's  red, 

Nor  of  the  tre!«»e«  of  her  hair, 
Nor  curls  in  order  laid ; 


the 


Nor  of  a  rare  seraphic  voice. 

Thai  like  du  an^t\  aiogs; 
Though  if  I  were  to  tuke  my  clioice, 

1  would  have  all  theae  things. 
Qut  if  that  thou  wilt  have  me  lore. 

And  it  mubt  be  a  tikti 
The  only  nrgumcnl  can  more 

U,  that  she  iviU  love  me 

'llie  };loriea  «f  your  lMtie«  be 

Bui  metaphors' of  things, 
And  but  resemble  what  we  see 

GuL'h  comtnon  object  bringii 
Rosee,  out  red  their  lips  anfl  cheeka, 

Lilies  their  wbileneEs  stain  : 
What  fool  ia  he  that  shadow  «#eks. 

And  may  the  substance  gain! 
Then  if  ihou'lt  have  me  love  a  lass, 

Let  it  be  one  that's  kind. 
Else  I'm  a  servant  to  the  ^lase — 

That's  with  Canary  Un'd. 


TO  HIS  DEAREST  BEAirn". 


When,  dear^n  beauty,  thou  shale  pay  : 
Thy  faith  and  my  vain  hope  away 
To  sonic  dull  soul,  that  cnuoot  know 
The  worth  of  that  ihou  dost  bestow; 


Lesi  with  my  oight  ani  ieM»  I  ni!-.'!!! 
IKarurb  thy  imconfin'd  delight, 
To  some  dut  ehadc  will  I  retire, 
And  ihere  rorjfol  by  all,  e\pi/c. 

Tbni,  whilst  the  diffcreucc  ihoii  thnlt  {i 
Bciwixl  a  fei^'d  and  rea.1  love. 
WbiUt  lie,  more  bappy,  hut  len  Irne, 
Shsll  reap  those  joy»  I  dicl  piiraiie. 
And  irith  ihoee  pleasure*  cruwned  be 
By  fate,  ivhicb  love  deiigu'd  for  tuc, 
Thm  ihou  perhaps  ihy  self  xvill  liiid 
t-'niel  too  long  or  too  sonn  kind. 


!<  PRAISE  OF  LOVE  AND  WINE 


™ta  my  bead  with  fru^raiit  rose, 
''Ut  an  fiur  Flora's  butom  t;rowg  I 
^slend  my  veins  with  purple  juice, 
'^u  mirth  may  tlirou^h  my  »oul  dittuie ! 
Tu  wine  and  love,  and  love  lu  wine 
insplrea  our  youili  with  flames  diviiu^. 

"nius,  ertimi'd  with  Papkiui  myrtle,  I 
In  Cyprian  tbadcb  tvill  batbin-;  lie ; 
VboMinttwif  too  iBiich  cooling,  ihcii 
Bicchua  «hall  warm  my  hlood  a^din. 
Th  wJoe  and  lo«.  aWi  love  in  wine 
lospim  our  vouth  with  flaww  divine. 


Life's  short,  ind  winged  {ileasuret  flfj 

Wlio  TiKiiiniiiiR  live,  do  liviiijr  die. 

Od  down  and  Boods  (ben,  rwan-like,  I 

Will  sirelcb  my  limlis,  anil  ein^^og  die. 

~-       ■  '  love,  and  lov    "       " 

Iniipires  our  7011th  with  flaines  divii 

IFiom  ■■  ClanulcUn,'"  ■  coLIecUon  o(  Poemi  in  om  i 


POOR  CHLORIS  WEFT. 

Poor  Chloria  wept,  and  from  her  eyes 
Tbe  liquid  tears  ran  trickling  down ; 
(Sucb  meltitig  drops  might  well  suffice 
To  pay  a  ransom  for  a  crown) 
And  aa  she  wept,  sbe  sighing  laid, 
"  Alas  for  me,  unhappy  maid 
That  by  my  folly  am  betray'd ! " 

13ut  when  those  eyes  (unhappy  eyes  I) 

Met  ivitb  tbe  olijcet  of  my  woe, 
Mcthought  our  loiils  did  sympatbixe. 
And  it  was  death  to  hear  a  no. 
He  woo'd  j  1  grenicd,  then  befell 
My  shame,  which  1  do  shame  to  tell 
O  that  I  had  not  lov'd  bo  well  I 

And  had  1  hcen  so  wise  ax  not 
T'liHve  yielded  up  my  virgin  fori; 

My  name  had  been  without  a  blot. 
And  ihwaried  M  envy  of  report. 


MKQt  or  JEXCI.4XD    A>>ti   IKBLAHU. 

Bai  nuw  mjr  hIiaiiii!  ttstli  mu<lc  oi^f  lie 
A  butt  for  lime  ti>  ptMnt  at  mc. 
And  but  B  mark  of  niiitcry, 

All  now  ID  lorroiv  muit  I  b!i, 
[  And  peONve  iboaghts  po«iic»a  my  hrcMi  i 
H)r  lillf  loul  with  cntet  i»  split. 
And  grief  dcoies  mf  wftnted  rr»t. 

Come  iben,  black  night,  and  irreen  mv  rciurnl,  | 

Tbftt  I  may  never  more  be  fuund. 

Unle»  in  t«ara  of  aorrov  ilrowii'il  ] 


As  at 


»  Dolci 


In  her  gntcE  and  hludy  lirjiver. 

Came  h  shepherd,  ami  rciinested 

In  her  Up  to  »lccp  an  hour. 

But  from  her  look 

A  wound  he  took 
So  deep,  thut  for  a  farther  boon. 

The  nymph  he  pniy» ; 

Whereto  she  f»y», 
"  Forego  me  now,  come  to  inc  soon," 

Bui  in  vain  ilie  did  conjure  hiia 

To  depart  her  presence  so, 
ilarim;  a  ihoUaand  Ivngues  t'  allure  hiir 

And  hut  one  to  bid  him  go  i 


Wliea  lip5  iDvilc, 

And  eyes  deligbt, 
Aiid  checks  as  fregh  as  rose  in  • 

Persuade  delay. 

What  boolB  to  6ay, 
"  Foreg^i  mc  now  come  tu  me  i 

He  demuida,  wliat  time  for  pleasi 
Can  there  be  more  fit  thun  now 
She  says — night  gives  love  thai  leisure,  J 
Which  the  day  doth  not  allow, 

He  Bays  the  sight. 

Improves  delight : 
Which  she  denies ;  "  nighti  mark;  w 

In  VenuE'  plays 

Makea  boUl,"  she  Mys, 
"  Forego  me  now  come  to  me  i 

But  what  promise,  or  profession. 

From  hie  hands  could  purchase  scope! 
Wlio  would  sell  the  sweet  possession 
Of  such  beauty  for  a  hope  ? 

Or  for  the  sight 

Of  lingering  night. 
Forego  the  present  joys  of  noon  f 

Tho'  ne'er  so  fair 

Hor  speeches  were, 
"  Forego  me  now,  come  to  me  soui 

How  at  last  agreed  these  lovers? 

She  was  fair,  mill  be  xvas  young : 
The  tongue  may  tell  what  th'  eye  discoid 

Joys  unseen  are  never  sung. 


roft  sr  unohMMo  a«b  nstjunw         lOS 


Did  ihe  coneat 

Or  he  relent  i 
AoeepU  he  niffht,  or  gnati  the  noon  ? 

Left  he  her  a  maid. 

Or  not !  the  SHd* 
*'  Poref^o  aw  now,  come  to  me  loon/* 


CTUs  wUaalMl  bat  taMlllU  nay.  It  glvca  — ialirt  oai  of  to 
piTf  tirinmiBK  m  It  dOM  to  aa  •arlkr  period.  Caytaf  hat  pffaloi 
It  M  tiM  compoftltkn  ot  Raleicb.  bat  Mr  Wmlter*s  rifhtto  It  b  venr 
qugitioaable.  Wattoa  mcatloat  it  la  tbo  Aogler.  aatf  Nrcr  ■lluati 
It  a  nlciM  ia  tbe  BallqaM  of  loglteb  rbelrr.  IHt  Mtbop  roawb* 
tbat  *«  It  It  Bore  aocieot  tbaa  tfco  baited  of  RoUa  CSoodlSrilow.'*] 


IJOVK  IN  FANTASTIC  TRIUMPH  SAT. 

APHRA  BEUN. 
Bonn  aboot  l(b»— Died  l6iQ. 

Love  in  fontastic  triumph  sat, 

Whilst  bleeding  hearts  around  him  (low'd. 
For  whom  fresh  pains  he  did  create. 

And  strange  tyrannic  power  he  shew'd. 
From  thy  bright  eyes  he  took  his  fires. 

Which  round  about  in  sport  he  hurPd ; 
But  'twas  from  mine  he  took  desires. 

Enough  t'  undo  the  amorous  world. 

From  me  he  took  his  lighi  and  tears. 
From  thee  his  pride  and  cruelty. 

From  me  his  languishmcnt  and  fears. 
And  every  killing  dart  from  thee  * 


SONOa  op  SNfit.AKD  AN'I)  IRELAND. 

TliUB  tilou,  and  1,  tlip  God  hav«  arm'U. 

And  »el  him  up  a  deily ; 
But  my  poor  beorl  ulone  ii  harm'd, 

Wliilbt  ihine  rbe  vitlor  is  and  free. 


Ht.  Dfce,  "  iHd  It  proceeded  froi 
Men  «lialr«d  tn  the  preieDl  iSay." 
Moor'i  SeifengB."] 


i 


.bijES  cotton. 


Aek  nol,  why  aormw  shudcs  my  brotr ; 

Nor  why  my  sprightly  looks  decay! 
Mm  !  what  need  I  heauty  now, 

Sinee  he,  thul  lov'd  it,  died  to  dny. 

Can  JO  hBTC  ears,  and  ycl  nol  know 
Mirtillo,  brave  Mirtillo's  elaini 

Can  ye  have  eye»,  anil  (hey  not  flow. 
Or  hearts  that  do  not  share  my  p«n> 

He's  (fone,  he'»  gone  I  and  I  will  go  j 
For  m  luy  breast  such  wars  I  have, 
iud  thoughts  of  him  perplex  me  so 
fclliat  the  whole  world  appcnrs  my  grwt 
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But  I'll  go  to  him,  though  he  lie 
Wrapt  in  the  cold,  cold  arom  of  death  : 

And  under  yon  sad  cyprew  tree. 
rU  looum,  ril  mourn  away  my  breath. 


TO  A  FAIR  YOVVG  LADY.  GOING  OIT  OF  TOWN 

IN  THE  SPRING. 

JOHN    DRVDEM. 

m 

Born  1631— Died  I7f  1. 

Ask  not  the  cause,  why  sullen  Sprin^r 
So  Iodjb:  delays  her  flowers  to  bear ; 

Why  warbling  birds  forifet  to  sinfi^, 
And  winter  stormit  invert  the  year : 

Chloris  is  gone,  and  fate  pruvidcs 

Tu  make  it  Spring  where  nhe  resides. 

Chloris  is  gone,  the  cruel  fair ; 

She  cast  not  back  a  pitying  eye : 
But  left  her  lover  in  despair. 

To  sigh,  to  languish,  and  to  die : 
Ah,  how  can  those  fair  eyes  endure 
To  give  the  wounds  they  will  not  cure. 

Great  god  of  love,  why  hast  thou  made 
A  face  that  can  all  hearts  command. 

That  all  religions  can  invade. 

And  change  the  laws  of  ever)'  land  ? 

Wlierc  thou  hadst  plac'd  such  power  before. 

Thou  shouldst  have  made  her  mercv  more. 


When  Chloris  to  tbe  lemple  l-oiucs, 
Adoring  crowds  before  her  fall ; 

She  can  restore  the  dead  from  tomtia, 
And  every  life  but  tnine  recall. 

I  only  am  by  love  design'd 

To  be  the  victim  for  mankiud. 


THE  FAIR  STRANGER. 


Happy  and  free,  seruruly  blest. 
No  beauty  could  disturb  my  rest ; 
My  amoroui  lieart  wa«  in  despair, 
To  tind  a  n 


mi  you  deeccnding  on  our  plains. 
With  foreign  force  renew  my  chaiuHt 
Where  now  you  rule  without  control 
The  mi|{bty  eovereiga  of  my  loul. 

Your  smiles  hsvc  more  of  couquering  i" 
Than  all  your  natire  country  arms ; 
Their  troopa  ive  can  cspel  with  ease. 
Who  vanquish  only  iiben  we  please. 

But  iu  your  eyes,  oh  !  1berc'«  the  spell^ 
Wlio  can  iee  them,  and  oot  rctiul .' 
You  muke  lu  captives  by  your  i 
Yet  kill  us  if  you  go  awuy. 


■  »  OF   ZXCUatD  AND    IRKLAN'D. 


)  IN  THE  CONQtIESr  OF  GRANADA. 


crtTcr  1  am,  uid  whaterer  I  do, 
Pbillis  a  ilill  in  my  mind  j 
\(B  tngrj  I  m«an  not  tn  PhiUis  ra  go, 
Hj  tftl  of  Iheroaelres  the  way  fintl : 
liowwii  lo  my»elf  I  am  just  at  her  door, 
^1  *hen  I  would  rail,  1  can  bring  out  no  more, 
'Hiu  PbilliR  too  fair  and  uukiml. 

'^D Pbillis  I  see,  my  heart  bounds  in  my-  Utfiti, 
"^Uie  lure  I  would  (tiflc  il  lho»'n  ; 
'"'  »Jwp  or  twake,  I  am  ncf  er  at  regi, 

"I'M  from  my  eyea  Phillis  is  pone. 
■"WUmei  a  sad  dream  does  delude  mj  sad  mind ; 
'«'.  >!«  I  when  1  wake,  and  no  PbiUie  1  find. 

How  I  ujb  [o  myself  all  alonc- 

'M  k  kini;  be  my  riral  in  her  I  adore. 
"f  iboijJd  offer  his  treasure  in  vain : 
>«im(»lone  to  be  happy  and  poor, 
•^?ive  me  my  Phillla  again  1 
p  '^lls  lie  mine,  and  bul  ever  be  kind, 
WW  to  s  desert  wilh  her  be  coiiGDcd, 
^"J  (Dry  no  monarch  his  reifrti. 

' '  diieorer  too  much  of  my  love, 
■"d  the  too  well  kno\y»  her  own  power, 
**  "itet  me  each  day  a  new  martyrdom  provt, 
•Wmalies  me  ^row  jealous  eaeh  liour; 
I"  la  ber  each  ttiinute  torment  my  poor  mind. 
AtT  Iwre  Pbillis,  both  false  and  unkind, 
a-  be  freed  from  her  power. 


Wlieo  iirBt,  in  all  thy  youthful  cliurmi^ 
And  dazzling  beauty's  pride, 

Heisbteiied  hy  infant  Love's  sUnns 
The  nuptial  knot  was  lied, 

Wliii-k  gate  thee  to  my  loD^ng;  itrat   \ 
A  blooming,  bluabiog  bride. 

Entranced  in  Hymen's  blissful  t>owere|^ 

We  hail'd  each  rising  aun. 
While  wing'd  with  joys  tbe  rosy  honn'^ 

In  ecaincy  flew  on  ; 
And  Btill  we  blest  the  heavenly  powefirl 

Who  joia'd  our  heorts  in  ouc. 


Now,  u  Willi  fairy-footed  tread, 
Time  Elcal»  our  yeara  awoy. 

Thy  mildly  beaming  virtues  spread 
Soft  iuflueace  o'er  life's  way; 

Iiiiuring  lo  uur  peaceful  shed 
Love's  blisa  without  decay. 
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THE  TEARS  OF  AMYNTA  FOR  THE  DEATH  OF  DAMON 

JOHN  DRYDKX. 

On  a  bank,  beside  a  wilJow 

Heaven  her  corering,  earth  her  pillow. 

Sad  Amynta  8if(h*d  alone ; 
From  the  cheerless  dawn  of  morninj^ 
Till  the  dews  of  niju^ht  returning. 
Singing  tbua  fehc  made  her  moan  : 
Hope  ift  banibbed 
Joys  arc  Tanished, 
Damon,  my  beloved,  is  gone ! 

Time,  I  dare  thee  to  discover 
Such  a  youth,  and  such  a  lover ; 

Oh,  so  true,  so  kind  was  he ! 
Damon  was  the  pride  of  nature. 
Charming  in  his  ev(*ry  feature ; 
Damon  liv*d  alone  for  me : 
Melting  kisses. 
Murmuring  blisses ; 
Hlio  so  liv*d  and  lovM  as  we  ! 

Never  shall  we  curse  the  morning. 
Never  bless  the  ni^'ht  returning, 

Sweet  embraces  to  restore : 
Never  shall  we  both  lie  dying. 
Nature  failing,  love  supplying 
All  the  joys  he  drain'd  before. 
Death  come  end  me. 
To  befriend  me ; 
I^ve  and  Damon  are  no  more. 


CHLOE  FOUND  Am-NTAS  L^■TNQ. 


Cbloe  found  Amyntne  Iving, 
All  in  tears  upon  the  plain. 

Sighing  to  himself,  and  ctying. 
Wretched  I  to  love  in  vain ! 

Kiaa  me,  dear,  before  my  dying ; 
Kiss  me  once  and  ease  my  pain> 

Sigbing  In  himself,  and  crying. 
Wretched  I  to  love  iu  vain! 

Ever  scon  ling',  and  dunying 
To  reward  your  faithful  sir^n. 

Kiwjne,  dear,  before  my  dying; 
Kiss  me  once  and  case  my  piun. 

Ever  scorning  and  denying 
To  reward  your  failliful  swnin,- 

Chloe,  laughing  at  bin  crying. 
Told  him  that  he  lov'd'in  vain. 

Kiss  me,  dear,  before  my  dying  j 
Kiss  me  once  aud  ease  my  pain. 

Chloe  laughing  at  his  crying. 
Told  him  tliac  be  lov'd  in  vain  ; 

Bui  repenting,  and  complying. 
When  be  kiss'd  she  kibs'd  a^ain: 

Kiss'd  him  up  before  his  dying ; 
'  Kiis'd  him  up  and  cas'd  his  paie 


Mnimi  '«r  mnoLAmm  amb  ibklasid.  113 

JEALOUSY,  TYRANT  OF  THE  MIND. 
JOnS  DBYDBlf . 

What  state  of  liHe  can  be  to  blest. 
At  lore  that  warms  the  Lovcr*s  breast ; 
Two  ioob  in  one ;  the  same  desire 
To  grant  the  blisSp  and  to  require  ? 
Bat  if  in  heaven  a  hell  we  find, 
lit  all  from  thee, 
O  Jealousy ! 
Thou  tyrant,  tyrant  Jealousy. 
Thou  tyrant  of  the  mind. 

All  other  ills,  though  sharp  they  prove, 
Senre  to  refine  and  perfect  love  : 
In  absence,  or  unkind  disdain. 
Sweet  hope  relieves  the  lovers  pain  : 
But,  oh,  no  cure  but  death  we  find 
To  set  us  free. 
From  Jealousy, 
O  Jealousy ! 
Thou  tyrant,  tyrant  Jealousy. 
Thou  tyrant  of  the  wind. 

False  in  thy  glass  all  objects  are. 
Some  set  too  near,  and  some  too  far : 
Thou  art  the  fire  of  endless  night. 
The  fire  that  burns,  and  gives  no  light. 
All  torments  of  the  dumn'd  we  find 
In  only  thee, 
O  Jealousy ! 
Thou  tyrant,  tyrant  Jealousy. 
Thou  tyrant  of  the  mind. 


VOL.  J, 


YE    HAPPY    SWAINS. 


IilSss. 


Yp  happy  swnios,  whose  hearts 

From  Lo-re's  imperiEJ  chain. 
Take  ivarning,  uid  be  taui^ht  by  me, 

T'  avoiJ  th'  enchanting  pain. 
Fuio),  the  wolves  to  trembling  (tocTtt, 

Fierce  wiuda  to  blossoms,  pro  re. 
To  careless  aesmen  hidden  rocks, 

To  human  quiet  love. 

Fly  the  fair  sen  if  bliss  you  pme  j 

The  snake's  bcoeath  the  floiv'r: 
Who  ever  ga/'d  on  beauteous  eyei. 

That  tasted  quiet  more? 
Mow  faithless  is  the  lovers  joy  ! 

How  conslBnt  is  their  care '. 
The  kind  wi^  fnlsehood  do  destroy,  , 

The  cnic:l  with  despair. 


J 
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SEE  HOW  FAIR  CORINNA  UES. 
SIR  OBOROX  ETBEmKOX. 

See,  how  hlr  Corinna  lies. 
Kindly  calliii|(  with  her  eyes : 
In  the  tender  minute  pro? e  her ; 
Shepherd !  why  so  dull  a  lover 
Prithee,  why  so  dull  a  lover. 

In  her  blushes  see  your  shames- 
Anger  they  with  love  proclaim  ; 
You  too  coldly  entertain  her  : 
Lay  your  pipe  a  little  by ; 
If  no  other  charms  you  try. 
You  will  never,  never  gain  her. 

While  the  happy  minute  is. 
Court  her,  you  may  get  a  kiss. 
May  be,  favours  that  are  greater : 
Leave  your  piping  to  her  fly  ; 
When  the  nymph  for  love  is  nigh. 
Is  it  with  a  tune  you  treat  her  ? 

Dull  Amintor !  fie.  Oh  !  te: 
Now  your  Shepherdess  is  nigh 
Can  you  pass  your  time  no  better. 


[In  Soothcrn*s  "  DUappointmeot,  or  the  Mother  In  Fiuihlon."; 


1  lit  SONGS 


Wnter,  thy  cruelly  extend. 
Till  &lal  tempcatti  Evretl  tlie  »ea, 
In  vain  let  »nkiag  piluts  pruy  j 

Bciicuth  iby  yoke  let  Dature  bend. 
Let  pierciug  froat,  and  lit^Iiii);  snow, 
llinmgli  woods  and  fit^ds  destruction  h 

Yet  we  unwuo'd  will  sit  and  smile. 
While  you  these  lesser  ills  create, 
Tiiese  we  can  hear;  but  gentle  Fate, 

And  tbuii,  bless'd  genius  uf  our  iile. 
From  Winter's  rage  defend  her  voice, 
At  which  the  listening  Gods  rejoice. 

May  that  celestial  sound  each  day 
With  ecBtacy  transport  our  souls. 
Whilst  all  our  passion  it  controult. 

And  kindly  drives  our  cares  away; 
Lei  no  ungentle  cold  destroy 
All  instc  tve  hiive  of  heavenly  joy ! 
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TO  ALL  YOL'  LADIES  NOW  AT  L\ND. 

LORD  DOE8BT. 

Bora  lttS7— Died  ITM. 

To  all  3roa  Ladies  dow  at  land. 

We  men  at  sea  indite ; 
Bat  first  would  have  vou  understand 

How  hard  it  is  to  write ; 
The  muses,  now,  and  Neptune  too. 
We  roust  implore  to  write  to  vou. 
With  a  fa  la,  la,  la,  la. 

For  thouf^h  the  muses  should  pro? e  kind. 

And  fill  our  empty  brain ; 
Yet  if  rough  Neptune  rouse  the  wind 

To  wave  the  azure  main, 
Our  paper,  pen,  and  ink,  and  we. 
Roll  up  and  down  our  ships  at  sea. 
With  a  fa,  &c. 

Then,  if  we  write  not  by  each  post, 

Think  not  we  are  unkind ; 
Nor  yet  conclude  our  ships  are  lost 

By  Dutchmen  or  by  wind : 
Our  tears  we'll  send  a  speedier  way. 
The  tide  shall  bring  them  twice  a  day. 
With  a  fa,  &c. 

The  king,  with  wonder  and  surprise. 

Will  swear  the  seas  grow  bold ; 
Because  the  tides  will  higher  rise 

Than  e'er  thcv  did  of  old : 


But  Id  lihn  kuow  it  is  our  lean 
Brinft  Honda  of  grief  to  WTiiteh^l-si 
With  a  fa,  &c. 

Should  fog-j^  Opdom  cliance  to  know  I 

Our  sad  anil  dismal  story  j 
Tbc  Dutch  ifould  scorn  so  weitk  a  fo^^ 

And  quit  their  fort  hi  Gorec  -. 
For  what  resietsnce  can  they  find 
From  nien  who've  left  tlieir  hearts  behiad '. 

With  a  fo,  Ac. 

Let  wind  and  weather  do  lU  troret 

Be  yc  to  us  but  kind; 
Uh  Dutchmen  vnpour,  Spnuiftrdft  i 

No  sorrow  we  shall  find  t 
Tie  then  no  mutter  huw  things  go. 
Or  who's  our  friend,  or  who's  our  fot 

With  a  fa,  &c. 

To  pasR  our  tedious  lioure  aivtiy. 

We  throw  a  merry  main. 
Or  cIec  at  serious  oinlire  play  j 

Bui  why  should  we  in  fain 
Each  other's  ruin  thus  pursue  ? 
We  were  undone  when  we  left  you. 

With  a  fa,  8rc. 

But  now  our  fears  tempestuous  grow,  I 

And  cast  our  hopes  away; 
Wliilst  you,  regardless  of  our  woe. 

Sit  cureless  at  a  piny; 
Perhaps  permit  some  happier  man 
To  ki<B  vour  hand,  or  flirt  your  fan, 

With  a  fu,  &c. 


iktii  anf  mournful  luoc  you  bcftr, 

>Tliat  dira  in  every  now. 

uUit  aigb'd  wilb  mkU  luan's  cnre 

rnr  (jtiag  «i>  remote ; 
|™*lt  Iheo  bow  often  Iiivp  vn'te  mide 
"  Jou,  when  nil  IhoM;  tnnei  were  plar'd. 


'juiliM  JOU  Ftnool  refuw 
To  i||ii|j(  of  „u,  dUlress  j 
"'ta  »c_  fur  hop«a  of  lionour,  low 

''ibw. detigns  arc  but  lo  prove 
^''''a  more  worthy  uf  vuur  Iovt. 

"Jww  we've  [old  you  all  our  Iovm, 
j/^^  like»ri»e  all  our  fears  j 
^tri  Ihia  dci^laration  inotei 
™ffl(  pity  for  our  tear*. 
~  ^tttr  of  no  incODStaDoy, 


l^. 


.  .„„  much  of  that  a 
^Iti  a  f»,  ta,  la,  la,  la. 


^^"n-itlFaitxs.lii  theflntOutrbw,  IM),  the  nl(til 
If^  ^ncnnuit,"  1»  "■«  •■ompmitlon  of  Cbula,  auth  B^ 


«"'  tOVE  AND  CONSTANCY. 

■         A  HKW  FLAr-tONG. 

1  ntvcr  taw  ber  face  till  now, 

Tliiil  cnuld  my  fency  move, 
I  liked,  and  ventur'd  many  a  ro« 

Bill  dur^L  □□(  Ihink  of  love, 
Till  licauty  rhanniog  e^ery  «eiiK 

An  easy  conrjiieal  made. 
And  ehow'it  the  vulnnesi  of  defence* 

Wlien  Phillisdiitli  invade. 

Diit  tih.  her  colder  lieart  denies 

The  ttidiigliis  h^r  looks  inspire. 
And  ivliilc  in  ice  that  frozen  lies. 

Her  eyes  dart  only  fire. 
Bettvecn  extremes  I  am  undone,        , 

Liicc  planU  to  northward  set. 
Burnt  tiy  two  vjulctit  a  «un,  ^ 

Or  cold  f«r  want  of  heat. 

Twill  hope  and  fear  I  tortur'd  am,  ^ 

And  vainly  wish  fnr  cue,  ^ 

The  more  I  struggle  with  my  dame^, 

The  more  it  doth  increase.  . 

I  wno'd  an<l  (voo'd  lo  be  releaa'd 

From  these  soft  chains  I  made,  ^ 
But  if  ]  strive  I'm  more  oppretl         ' 

V^hen  Pliillis  does  invade.  \ 

O  cruel  love  why  dost  thou  deign 
To  wound  me  mtb  tiich  smart,      < 

And  not  an  equal  shaft  relain  , 

To  melt  lier  frozen  heart. 
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Or  doM  the  stntffle  with  the  flame 

Victorioui  to  be  laid ! 
For  if  she  does,  my  hopei  are  Tain 

Though  Phillii  doei  invade. 


[Prom  Eraat'  OI4  Ballads,  4  Tn|«.  tro.  I8l«,  vho  enpM  tt  fmm 
**  a  lojral  Oariand  of  Nev  floiift,  Iftno.  Mack  letter,  la  the  PrpT»' 
CoUcctkm*  Sec  Tol.  4,  p.  SU.  Bltuw*a  Editor  and  Bttaon  klmnelf 
Ci*e  merely  fbc  tvo  inC  vcfvca  and  attrllMfIa  It  to  aeallMTB  I  ffrc 
lits  Play  tbe  "  DiMppototaieBt  or  Mother  In  FMhioB.**  where 
souttiem  himaelf  my  that  it  was  written  by  tbe  Hon'ble  Colonel 
SackTiUe.] 


A   FAREWELL  TO  LOVE. 

SIB  CBABLE8  6EDLEY. 

Bom  1630— Died  1701. 

Once  more  Loves  mighty  charms  are  broke. 

His  strength  and  cunning  I  defy ; 
Once  more  I  have  thrown  off  his  yoke. 

And  am  a  man,  and  do  despise  the  boy. 

Thanks  to  her  pride,  and  her  disdain. 
And  all  the  follies  of  a  scornful  mind  : 

I'd  ne'er  possessed  my  heart  again. 
If  fair  Miranda  had  been  kind. 

Welcome,  fond  wanderer,  as  case. 

And  plenty  to  a  wretch  in  pain. 
That  worn  uith  want  and  a  disease. 

Enjoys  his  health,  and  all  his  friends  again. 

Ixit  others  waste  their  time  and  youth. 
Watch  and  look  pale,  to  gain  a  peensh  maid, 

And  learn  too  late  this  dear-bought  truth. 
At  length  they're  sure  to  />e  betray'd. 


VERT   VOl'NG   LADY. 


Ah  Chloris :  that  1  d 


Your  infaoi  beauty  could  beget 
No  pleasure,  aot  no  pain-f 

When  1  the  datv-n  UBed  to  admire,! 

And  prsU'd  tLe  c^oming  day ; 
I  little  ihougbt  the  gro^ving'$  &re 

MualJI  take  my  rcEt  away. 

Ynur  charmE  in  harmless  childhood  1 

Lilic  met  ah  in  the  miDe, 
Age  from  no  fare  took  more  away. 

Than  youth  coneeol'd  in  thioe. 

Hut  as  your  charms  insensibly 
To  their  perfection  [irest, 

FoudU  Love  at  unperccirM  did  fly, 
Aod  in  my  bciBom  rest." 

My  pusion  with  your  tieaiity  grew, 
Aiidti-  Cupid  al  luy  heart, 

Still  at  his  mother  favour'd  you. 
Threw  a  new  flaming  dart. 


T<i  make  a  . 
Emplot'd  ihe  Qimo»l  of  hi*  an, 

Tn  mike  s  Beauty,  »tie. 
"longh  now  I  slowly  Wnd  I")  love 

I'uccrtsin  of  my  fate, 
If  j'oiir  fur  lelf  my  chaiiiB  approve 

I  aball  ujr  freednro  hnle. 
I'Wen,  la*  dying  meti,  may  well 

At  Gnt  iliHorder'd  be, 
Mdcb  Done  alive  can  troly  tdl 
What  Ponuue  ihey  mutt  ice. 

f*«  "  On  MBJtenr  Gordi 
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wm  Itsatut  of  tliE 


Nut,  Celia,  Ibat  I  jtiiter  am 
Or  better  than  the  resti 
'   For  I  would  change  eaeh  hour  like  ibein, 
Were  nut  my  heart  at  rest. 


But  I  ua  lied  to  very  thee 

By  every  thought  I  have  i 
Th*  face  I  only  care  to  see, 

Tliy  heart  I  only  crave. 

All  that  in  woman  is  ador"!!. 

In  thy  dear  self  t  lind; 
For  tlie  whole  eex  ean  but  afford 

The  hautliiuinc  and  the  kind. 

Why  then  should  I  seek  fartliw  Konf 
And  still  make  love  anewf  > 

Wirn  change  itself  can  pve  no  moi^ 
'Tin  easy  (u  be  true  I 


TO  THYRSIS. 


Thyrsie,  unjustly  you  complain. 
And  tax  my  lender  heart 

With  want  of  pity  for  your  i»ain. 
Or  aenac  of  your  desert. 

By  secret  and  mytteriou*  epringf, 
Alus  !   our  passiouH  move  ( 

We  women  ore  fantastic  things. 
That  like  licforc  we  love. 

You  may  be  llandaomc  and  hnva  W 
Be  secret  and  wfll  bred. 

The  person  loved  nmat  beu  lii, '' 
He  only  can  siiceeed. 


•oiittt  or  mu^ukMD  axo  ibbuuto.         Itt 

Some  die,  fit  nerer  tre  belief td; 

Othen  we  tnut  too  iooii» 
Helping  onnelvei  to  be  deceit ed. 

And  proftd  to  be  undone. 


COME  CHLORIS. 


Come,  Chlorii,  hie  we  to  the  bower. 
To  fport  ns  ere  the  day  be  done ! 

Such  it  thy  power  thnt  ewtry  (lower 
Will  ope  to  thee  u  to  the  Min. 

And  if  n  flower  but  chance  to  die 
With  my  si^hs  blast  or  mine  eyci  rain. 

Thou  canst  revire  it  with  thine  eye. 
And  with  thy  breath  make  sweet  again. 

The  wanton  suckling,  and  the  vine. 
Will  strive  fur  th'  honour,  who  firbt  may 

With  their  green  arms  encircle  thine, 
To  keep  the  burning  sun  away. 


rFrom  "  Ihe  Acadcmf  c(  ComplimeaU,**  l6;i.; 


CONSTANCY. 
JOBN  WILMOT,  LOBD  BOCHBSTICa. 
Born  l«48— Dtad  Idit. 

I  cannot  change,  as  others  do. 
Though  you  unjustly  scorn  : 

Since  that  poor  swain  who  sighs  for  yuu 
For  you  alone  was  born. 


AN  IMITATION  OF  CORNEUUS  GALLUC 


M)r  Uoddees  Lydia,  hettvenly  fair. 

As  lilies  sweet,  aa  aoft  aa  air ; 

Let  loote  thy  tKBsea,  spread  thy  charma. 

And  to  my  luve  g-ive  fresh  alnriuB. 

O  let  me  gme  on  those  bright  eyes. 
Though  sacred  lightniii|r  from  them  flieB: 
Show  me  that  toft,  that  modest  grace. 
Which  paints  with  charming  red  thy  face,  J 
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Gire  me  ambroua  in  a  kits. 
That  I  majr  rival  Jore  ib  bliM ; 
That  I  may  mix  my  aoul  with  thine. 
And  make  the  pleature  all  divine. 

O  hide  thy  boflom't  liilling  white, 
(The  milky  way  it  not  to  bright) 
Lest  yoiB  my  raviih'd  soul  oppreM, 
With  beauty's  pomp  and  sweet  excess. 

Why  draws't  thou  from  the  purple  flood 
Of  my  kind  heart  the  vital  blood  ? 
Thou  art  all  over  endless  charms ; 
O !  take  me,  dying,  to  thy  arms. 


FROM  ANACREON. 
JOflN  WILMOT,  LOBU  B0CHE8TEB. 

Vulcan,  contrive  me  such  a  cup 

As  Nestor  us'd  of  old ; 
Show  all  thy  skill  to  trim  it  up. 

Damask  it  round  with  gold. 

Make  it  so  large,  that,  fill'd  with  sack 

Up  to  the  swelling  brim. 
Vast  toasts  in  the  delicious  lake, 

Like  ships  at  sea,  may  swim. 

Engrave  not  battle  on  his  cheek. 
With  war  I've  nought  to  do ; 

I'm  none  of  those  that  took  Maestrich, 
Nor  Yarmouth  leaguer  knew. 


L«t  it  no  name  or  planeis  lell, 
Fix'il  stars  or  constellationi  i 
For  1  am  uo  Sir  Sydrophel, 

Nor  none  of  hit  rdatioDt. 

Bui  L'arre  tliereoD  a  spnadiag  rioe. 
Then  adil  two  lovely  boya ; 

Their  limlis  iu  ani'rous  folds  entwina 
The  type  of  future  joya. 

Cujiid  uud  Bacchus  my  saints  are. 
May  drink  and  love  still  reign  i 

With  wine  I  wash  away  my  care, 
Aud  then  to  love  apain. 


WHILST  OS  THOSE  LOVELY  LOOKS  1  GAZ! 


JOSH  WI1.H0T,  LOBD  BOCBEBTEK.  ■ 


Whilst  un  (hose  lovely  looks  I  gui^l 

To  see  a  wretch  pursuing. 
In  raptures  of  a  blest  amaxe. 


aiHR  bappy  n 


Tis  not  for  pity  that  I  move ; 

His  fate  is  too  aspiring. 
Whose  heart,  broke  with  a  load  of  Iq 

Dies  wishing  and  admiring. 

But  if  this  murder  you'd  fore^. 

Your  sliivc  from  death  removing,  ] 
Let  mc  your  art  of  charmiag  kn0W|| 
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Bm  whether  life  or  death  betide, 

lo  lore  'til  equal  measure; 
The  fictor  lived  with  empty  pride. 

The  vanqnishM  die  with  pleaiare. 


FROM    ALL    UNEASY    PASSIONS    FREE. 

JOHN  SHEFFIKLD,  DUKE  OF  BUOXIKGHAM. 

Bon  aboot  ifiM— Died  1711 

From  all  uneasy  passions  free, 
Reven^re,  aiuliition,  jealousy ; 
Contented  I  had  been  too  Uleht, 
If  love  and  vou  had  let  me  rest. 
Yet  that  dull  life  I  now  despise : 

Safe  from  your  eye^, 
I  fear'd  no  griefs,  but  then  I  found  no  joys. 

Amidst  a  thousand  kind  desires ; 
Which  beauty  moves,  and  love  inspires 
Such  pangs  I  feel  of  tender  fear. 
No  heart  so  soft  as  mine  can  bear. 
Yet  rU  defy  the  worst  of  harms. 

Such  are  your  charms, 
111  worth  a  life  to  die  within  your  anns. 


TOL.  I. 


Draw  nearer,  and  learn  what  will  leltic  your  mind, 
You'll  Rnd  youreclves  linppy  when  odcc  you  are  kin 
Do  but  wisely  resolve  the  swcel  venture  lo  run 
You'll  feel  the  loss  lilUe  and  much  to  be  won. 


^  \ASS  THERE  LIVES  UPON  THE  GREEN. 

A  loss  there  lives  upon  the  green 

Could  I  Imr  picture  draw;  ^^ 

A  brif^bter  uymph  was  never  seen,  ^^t 

That  looks  and  reii;ns  a  little  queen,  ^^M 

And  kcepe  the  swuiiia  in  awe.  t^M 

Her  eyes  are  Cupid's  dart  and  wiagi. 

Her  eyebrows  itre  his  bowj 
Her  silken  bair  the  silver  etrings 
Which  sure  and  eivift  destruction  brio^ 

To  all  the  vale  below. 


Her  noon  will  shine  so  piercing  bri^t. 
Each  Klanciiig  buitiu  will  kill  oulrighl 
And  every  swain  subdue. 


:'i  "  Oroanokri,"  ItW.  uld  tbtra  tt 


i 


«  OF   IMCLAIfD  AXD   IMBLATKH. 


CYNTHIA 


SHi^hl  Cpilhia's  poner  divinely  great, 
Whai  h«art  is  iiot  obeying  f 

A  Ibonsuiil  Cupids  <ia  her  wuii 
And  in  her  eyes  ve  playing. 

She  tttma  the  queen  of  love  to  reign 

For  ihe  alone  dUpcnau 
Such  tweets,  as  but  rati  eiiteriaiti 

The  guest  of  all  the  scnaea. 

Her  face  a  clianutni;  pro»|)Cct  brings ; 

Her  brcalb  gives  balmy  bliaaes : 
I  hat  SB  Biigel  ivheo  site  Bings. ' 

And  tute  of  Ilraven  in  kiBsci. 

Four  Koies  thns  she  feastj  with  joy. 
From  Nalurc'8  richest  treasure: 
le  the  other  sense  employ 
I   And  I  ahMll  die  with  pleuiure. 


IN   VAIN   YOU  TELL. 


]q  vaiu  you  lell  your  parting  lover— 
You  wish  fair  winds  muy  waft  him  otcf 
Alas  I  what  windi  can  happy  prove. 
That  bear  me  fw  from  what  I  love  f 
Can  equal  those  that  I  «u slain. 
Prom  slij^hted  vow9  and  cold  diadain  i 
Be  i^eoile,  and  in  pity  choose 
To  wiiili  the  wildest  iempest&  loose. 
Thai,  thrown  again  upon  the  roast 
Where  first  my  Bhip-wrerk'd  heart  was  I 
I  may  once  more  repeat  my  pain ; 
Once  more  in  dying  notes  couplain 
Of  slighted  vows  and  cold  disdain. 


4 


ir  WINE  AND  MUSIC  HAVE  THE  POWER. 


If  wine  and  mueic  have  the  power 
To  ease  the  sickness  of  the  soul. 

Let  Phoebus  every  string  explore. 
And  Bacchus  fill  the  sprightly  bowl: 

Lei  them  their  friendly  aid  employ 
To  make  my  Chloc's  absence  light. 

And  seek  for  pleasure  lo  destroy 
The  sorrows  of  thin  live  long  night. 


I 


LMKOS  Op   eXCI^KD  AND  IRELAXU. 
X  »he  Kvmorrow  will  reliim  : 
Visits,  be  tbou  to-moTTuw  greai ; 
Thr  mmtea  Mrew,  tby  udnun  liurn. 

And  meet  thy  favourite  nymph  ta  tiaie. 
Kioit  goAiew,  to  no  olbcr  pow*rii 

Let  lu  [o-morrow'i  blcieiogii  own, 
Tby  darling  Love  Bhall  guide  tbe  houn. 
And  all  ibc  day  be  tbioe  alone. 


KATTHBW  pa  10 


Lei  peijur'd,  f&ir  AroynU  know 
What  for  her  sake  I  uudergo ; 
Tell  her,  for  ber  bow  I  enstaia 
A  lingering  fcvcr'a  wasting  pain  i 
Tell  her  the  tormenix  1  endure, 
^  Which  only,  only  she  cun  cure. 

I  But,  oh !  she  scoTna  to  hear  or  aee 
I  The  wretch  that  lies  80  low  as  me ; 
I  Her  bodden  greatness  tijrng  ber  brun, 

)  And  StrephoQ  hopes,  alas  !  in  vain ! 

~        "  r  'twaa  found  (ihough  often  tried) 
I  Thai  Pity  ever  dwelt  wilh  Pride, 


Whilst  others  prnckim 
ThU  uyiupli  or  thut  twain, 

DeaivBl  NeUy,  the  lovely  I'll  sbg 
Sbe  shall  ^racc  every  vcne, 
I'll  her  beuuties  rehearse, 

Wbiub  lovers  can't  think  an  ill  thiii{(^ 

Her  eyes  sliine  as  bright 
As  stare  in  the  night; 

Her  conipleiciun  divinely  is  fair; 
Her  lips  red  aa  a  cherry, 
Would  a  hermit  mate  merry. 

And  black  aa  a  cool  is  her  hair. 

Her  breath,  like  a  rnae, 
Its  sivccts  docs  dJEclose, 

Whenever  you  ravish  a  kiss  j 
Like  ivory  enchased. 
Her  teeth  are  well  placed ; 

Ad  exquisite  beauty  she  is. 

She's  blooming  as  May, 
Brisk,  lively,  and  gay. 

The  graces  play  all  round  about  Iter: 
She's  pnidonl  and  ivitty. 
Sings  ivondrously  pretty, 

And  there  is  no  living  \rilbonI  her. 
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THE    GARLAND. 
HATTBBW  PKtOK. 

Tke  pride  of  erery  icrove  I  chose, 

Tke  Tiolet  tweet  and  lily  fair. 
The  dappled  pink  and  blushinff  rose, 

To  deck  my  charming  Chloe's  hair. 

At  mom  the  nymph  ? ouchsafed  to  place 
Upon  her  brow  the  f  arioiis  wreath ; 

The  iowers  less  bloomini^  than  her  face. 
The  scent  less  fragrant  than  her  breath. 

The  flowers  she  wore  along  the  day. 
And  every  nymph  and  shepherd  said. 

That  in  her  hair  they  looked  more  gay 
Than  glowing  in  their  native  bed. 

Undress'd  at  evening  when  she  found 
Their  odours  lost,  their  colours  past. 

She  changed  her  look  and  on  the  ground 
Her  garland  and  her  eye  she  cast. 

That  eye  dropp'd  sense  distinct  and  clear. 
As  any  Muse's  tongue  could  speak. 

When  from  its  lid  a  pearly  tear 
Ran  trickling  donn  her  beauteous  cheek. 

Disienbling  what  I  knew  too  well. 
My  love,  my  life,  (said  1)  explain 

change  of  humour ;  prythee  tell. 
Thai  fidling  tear,  what  does  it  mean  f 


She  nigh'd,  »lie  einU'd — and  to  the  flowen 
Po'iDtiDfT,  ihe  Invply  moralist  aaid. 

See,  friend,  in  aome  feu-  fleeting  hourt. 
See  yonder  n-hat  a  rbanjre  a  model 

Ah  me  I  the  blnomiug  pride  of  May 
And  that  of  heauty  are  l>ut  one; 

At  morn  both  fluurish,  bright  and  ghj. 
Both  lade  ut  evening,  pale  and  jj^one. 

At  dawn  poor  Stella  da-iie'd  and  aung. 

The  amorous  youth  around  her  bow'd. 
At  night  her  fatal  knell  was  i^ng ; 

I  saw  and  kiu'A  her  in  licr  shroud. 

Such  as  Khe  u  who  died  to-day. 
Such  I,  alas  !  may  be  to-morrow « 

Go,  Damon,  bid  thy  muse  display 
The  justice  of  thy  Chloe's  sorrow. 


I  SHILE  AT  LOVE,  AND  ALL  HIS  ARTS. 


Bon  lOoe-iMHi  ijtt. 

"  I  imile  at  Love,  and  all  bi»  arts," 

The  charming  Cynthia  cried, — 
"  Take  heed  for  Love  has  piercing  dvta," 

A  wounded  «niun  replied. 
"  Once  free  and  blest  at  you  are  nuw, 

I  trifled  with  his  charuid, 
1  pointed  at  his  little  how. 

And  sported  with  his  arms ; 


K*rill  ■riE'd  too  far — '  Rerenf^e.'  h«  eritu ! 

A  iaiii  (baft  lie  drew. 
IVHiidi  touk  Ub  puii^ce  tbro'  jom  eyes, 

.\liil  lo  my  heart  it  Sem : 

(To  leu  it  tLenco  I  tried  in  vain, 

Ta  ttriTC,  I  (fuickly  Tuund, 
Viu  only  to  increue  the  (loio. 

And  mortify  the  nrooDil ; 

o  weJl,  alaa !  I  fear,  yiiu  know 

WIuU  angiiiBb  I  endure, 
■Since  what  yoar  eyes  done  cuuld  do. 

Your  heart  alone  can  ture." 


I 


K  TRANSLATION  FROM  SAPPHO. 


IB  11871]—! 


I  i7tg. 


Bteit  u  the  immortal  goit  U  he. 
The  youth  whu  fondly  aitH  hy  thee. 
And  hean  and  stes  thev  all  the  while 
Soflly  epeak  aud  sweetly  «mile  t 

Tm*  thi»  bereav'd  my  soul  of  rest. 
And  rais'd  such  lurauKa  in  my  breast; 
For  while  I  ijaz'd  in  transport  tort, 
I  My  breath  was  gone,  my  voice  was  loit : 


SONr.a  OF   eMGLAND  AND  IRELAKI 

Mf  buiom  glow'd  ;  the  eublle  dun 
Rao  quick  through  all  my  viul  fraroei] 
O'er  my  dim  «yei  a  darkness  hung. 
My  ears  with  hollow  murmun  rang: 

Id  dewy  damps  ray  limbs  were  chill'd,  i 
My  blood  with  gentle  horrnn  tbrill'd,  J 
My  feeble  pulse  forsot  to  play, 
I  faiated,  sunk,  and  died  away. 


On  Belvidera's  boeom  lyinf(, 
Wishing,  panting,  sighing,  dyiaji 
The  cold  regardless  maid  to  move 

With  uuavailiug  pray'rs  1  suej 
You  firal  have  taught  inc  how  to  love. 

Ah  [  teacli  luc  lo  be  happy  too  1 

But  she,  alas !  unkindly  wise. 
To  all  my  sigbs  and  tears  replies, 
'Tis  every  pnideot  maid's  coovern. 

Her  lover's  fondness  to  improve  j 
If  to  be  happy  you  should  learn. 

Yon  quickly  would  forget  to  love. 
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ZELINDA. 

AMBROSE  PHILIPS. 

Whj  we  love  and  why  we  hate 
It  Dot  ii^nted  ua  tu  know. 

Random  chanre,  or  wilful  fate — 
Gaidet  the  shaft  fruin  i'upid'it  buw 

If  OD  me  Zelinda  frown. 
Madness  'tis  in  nic  to  grieve. 

Since  her  will  in  not  hvr  own. 
Why  should  I  uneasy  live } 

If  I  for  Zelinda  die, 

Deaf  to  poor  Miz(;IIu*D  vt'ivh  : 
Ask  me  not  the  resLMm  wliy  r 

Seek  the  riddle  in  thi*  hkic.s. 

FALSE  THOrCH  SHE  BE. 

WILLIAM  CONCiRKVK. 

Born  I«ra— ni«HJ  ITJO. 

False  thoiiffh  vhe  he  t<i  nic  and  love, 
I'll  ne'er  purMie  revenue ; 

For  still  the  charmer  1  approve, 
Though  1  deplore  her  change. 

In  hours  of  bliss  we  oft  have  met. 
They  could  not  always  labt ; 

And  thou^li  the  prertcat  1  regret 
I'm  grateful  for  the  past. 


See,  8M  she  ivakea,  Saliina  wnkes ! 

And  DOW  the  Bun  begins  to  rise  ; 
Ltit  glorious  u  llie  morn  thai  breaks 

From  bU  brif^t  beuue,  than  ber  (kt  i 

With  ligbi  united  Day  tbey  give. 
But  different  fates  urc  night  fulfil] ; 

How  many  by  his  wnriuih  will  live ! 
How  many  will  her  coldness  kill. 


TH  E    SERENADE. 


The  larks  aivaJte  the  drowsy  morn. 

My  dearest  lovely  Chloe  rise. 
And  with  thy  daxzling  rnys  adorn, 

Tbe  ample  world  and  axure  skies  t 
Each  eye  of  thine  outsbines  the  eun, 

Tho'  deirk'a  in  all  bis  light ; 
Aa  much  as  he  excels  the  moon, 
Ur  each  small  twinkling  star  at  noon. 

Or  meteor  of  the  night. 

Look  down  nnd  see  your  beauty's  powi 
See,  sec  the  heart  In  which  you  rsiifB 

No  cnnquer'd  sIhtc  In  triumph  bore, 
Did  ever  wear  so  strong  a  I'haiii : 


c  wilh  imilea  thu  I  niiy  live, 
ic'er  wish  io  be  free ; 
K  ereo  hope  for  kind  reprieve 
*Loirif"i  grateful  bondage  le«»e 
For  immortality. 


TOM  D'URKEV 

ano  rxnT  f  16"'  17^3. 


H*  LOVE'S  REVENOB. 

I         .  *Orld  wu  hiuh'd,  and  nature  Iny 
Ai  l"^'^ ""  ■  "'''  repose, 
.  "»  lwr»  reflecting  ky 
j^  Chloe's  faitblese  vows ; 

J  K'M  of  lore  all  gay  appear'd 
K      "**al  mv  wounded  heiirt  j 

.  I*»iiji  of  joy  my  «oul  cnde&r'd 
"  p   **  pleasure  charin'd  each  part : 
Til]  .,'*  man,"  raid  he,  "  here  end  thy  woe  j 
T||.  /'^y  ffly  power  and  justice  know, 
'•HUah  sex  w'Ul  all  do  so," 
(*'  for  thy  ease  bdieve  no  bli«s 
•j^  Perfect  without  pun  j 

y^^rctt  Butnmer  hurtful  is 
fi   '*linm  some  showirs  of  riiiii : 
..■">!"  nf  Hear'a  who  would  priie 


I  Mw 


n  loo  chenply  bought : 
■rest  part  of  mortal  joys, 
efaanning  i«  when  sout^ht  i 


And  thouffh  with  Aram  true  love  tl 
Those  lliat  know  fipesi  metal  My, 
No  f^uld  will  vo'ta  without  alia;. 

But  thni  llie  jfcnerous  lot 

Not  always  aixh  ii 
The  cruel  nymph  that  kills  to-day 

To-morruw  shall  lie  skin." 
The  lililc  god  do  soouer  spoke. 

But  from  my  sight  he  flew ; 
And  1  that  ^roau'd  with  Chloe's  yoke 

Found  Lovii's  revenge  u 
Her  proud  hard  heart  lou  late  did  ti 
With  fiercer  flames  than  mine  did  bur 
Whilst  I  as  much  began  to  ticorn. 


UUSIDORa. 

Opening  bads  began  to  shew, 

Tlie  beauty  of  their  rernal  treasure,  3 
Spring  had  routed  frost  and  snt 

Obeying  Flora's  |ileasure: 
Damon  by  q  rircr'a  side, 
Whose  silver  elreams  did  gently  Klide>'^ 
Compar'd  his  bleisingti  to  the  tide. 

That  flow'd  beyond  all  measure. 

Musidora  fair  and  young, 

With  panting  rapture  still  alarms  a 
Motion,  shape,  or  charming  tongue. 

All  raise  a  flume  that  warms  n 
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Byai  cscdUof  TiUn't  nr. 
But  when  fhe't  most  di? ine ly  f^j 
Aad  kindlj  ddfriu  to  ning  and  play. 
Ok  Venus  bow  she  charms  me. 

Sylna^  dearest  of  all  dears, 

Charm'd  by  nature  to  content  ye, 
In  ber  face  the  fifpires  wears 
«    Of  Pleasure,  Joy,  and  Plenty : 
Kindlin]^  hopes,  and  doubts  and  fears, — 
The  youn|(  enchants,  the  old  she  cheert. 
So  well  she  makes  dull  seventy  veurs 
Grow  brisk  as  five-and-twenty. 


trtam  D*Uflirr'a  "  PIUttoPurireMeUuirb*  ly."  thI.  l.p.  lil.  br  mil* 
it  ■*  a  Vew  Bosff,  the  word*  made  to  m  prr'ty  Scf>tch  Air.*': 


FOR  WINK,  PrRK  WINE. 

Let  soldiers  ii^ht  for  prey  ur  praise. 
And  money  be  the  raiser'^  wish. 

Poor  scholars  study  all  their  days. 
And  [(luttons  glory  in  their  di»h  : 

*Tis  wine,  pure  wine  revives  bad  souls ; 

Therefore  fill  us  the  cheerin;;  bowU. 

Let  minions  mamlial  cvcrv  hair. 
And  in  a  lovcr'n  lock  delif(ht. 

And  artificial  colours  wear  ; 
We  have  the  native  red  and  white  : 

Tis  wine,  pure  wine  revives  sad  souls. 

Therefore  fill  us  the  cheering  bowls. 
roh.  I.  L 


ll  mnkes  the  backtvurd  spirit  liraic, 

That  lively  which  before  was  dull ; 
Opens  the  heart  that  love»  to  save, 

And  kindoeas  flnws  from  eupa  lirimfult : 
Tis  wine,  pure  wine  revives  aud  souls. 
Therefore  fill  us  the  cheering  bowU. 
Some  men  want  youth,  and  oiliers  health. 

Some  want  a.  wife  and  some  a  punk. 
Some  men  ivaut  wit  and  othcrt  wealth; 

But  they  want  nothing  that  are  druuk  : 
Tis  wine,  pure  wine  revives  sad  souls  ; 
Therefore  give  us  the  chesrinff  howU. 


ipmlHon  of  Ben  JdIiimiid,  DT/fcr"!  n 
It  In  Johotan'i  Focmi  piloted  1571- 
Ln  pnlK  of  Wcnphalla  huua  which  u 


While  the  lover  ii  tliinking, 

Viih  my  friend  I'll  be  drinking. 
And  with  vigour  pursue  my  delight  j 

While  the  foul  it  ilesiguing 

Hia  fatal  confining. 
With  Bacchus  I'll  Kpend  ilic  whole  nighi. 

With  Che  god  I'll  be  jolly. 

Without  mnilncss  or  fully. 
Fickle  woman  to  mart)'  implore ; 

LiPuve  my  bottle  an  it  frkud. 

For  «o  foolish  an  eitd  '. 
When  I  do  may  I  never  driiik  tnorc. 


IS  FR.viSE  OF  DRISK.                                  H 

JoUj  mwtili.  m  your  ghtstea  j                                   H 

J^«^tt  iteAi  .re  done  by  ivine ;                                H 

"J™  "le  nymph  and  all  her  gnces  :                          ^M 

^^d  for  love  or  beaaiy  pioe  >                               ^M 

"*''  upon  ibe  howl  that's  ftoiving,                             ^| 

""^  g  lbnu«uid  charms  yuu'll  lijiil,                            ^H 

*'°^  tlua  ia  Chloe  »bcn  Joel  )[oinK.                         ^| 

'^e  hamoit  to  Ut  kind.                          ^^^^B 

^."^""'ler  kied  thinking                             <^^^B 

|/!'">li  ibDul  at  council  board ;                ^^^^1 

^'ffWiBj.,  aud  gaiu'd  llie  world  l,v  drinkioT          H 

•""W  Ijy  his  conquering  s»or<i.                          ■ 

C  LA  RON  A. 

/  ^^  Ihe  mora  in  b1uahc«  riae 

'       Par  r^  *" '"  •■'"'™«  *''«P'»y  '— 
Q     V  Clarona'g  gluncin);  eyes, 
Tu  /"'■'"=  Ihe  brighle«  ray: 

■  Ci  *""■«■ 'lis  truf,  «bo'«  far  more  hrig 
Kud  ?^  ■'ppr  yod  be  gone, 
■r][|,'*>dt  thy  baffled  beam^  in  lipKi, 
^ft          lier  rule  day  alone. 

^rf]''=''Ofile-]ikc  full  twenty  ycnr* 

■  .„7  «»rih'»  t-old  bed  IM  Uin. 

■  "^  Moo'd  the  cods  nith  futs  and  T>ra 

■  '^'^iMtial  cro«-ne  to  !;mn  : 

i 

Yet  after  all,  could  you  hut  love. 

No  more  would  1  pursue 
The  endlcea  search  of  joys  aboTC, 

But  tiiid  out  Ilear'n  in  you. 


D  OR  I N  D  A 


Her  eyes  are  like  tlie  moruini;  briglit. 
Her  cheeks  like  roEee  fair. 

Her  breasts  like  water'd  lilies  white. 
Like  silk  her  Sowing  hair. 


Her  breatti 

Has  B 

-eet  a 

odours  blown 

Bv  Zcph 

rus  0 

nlhc 

ales; 

Her'tikiu  aa 

line  and  soft  ais  down. 

Her  vole 

like 

nighli 

0  sales. 

Where'er  she  breatbea,  where'er  she  aiagi- 

How  happy  are  lUe  proves ; 
How  blest !  how  much  more  blest  Ibnu  kings 

The  Shepherd  that  she  loves. 

With  gentle  btcps  let's  bi^at  the  ground,  i 

I u  gladsome  couples  join'd; 
For  joy  that  your  Dorinda's  found 

And  every  luvcr  kind. 


'CHARMING  C£L!A-S   ARMS   1   FLKW, 


TOU  SBOWM. 


«II. 


"'Ih  allffralioru  and additioni  by  Burm. 

To  cWnuD^  Celiii'i  arms  I  (lew 
And  there  all  tug)il  I  fcaEtetl, 

''<■  ^  ■Itch  trantpon  ever  knew. 
Or  ntortnl  ever  tuted.* 

"ii\  in  iwet^t  tumultuoaa  jojr 
Aod  bless'dt  beyond  expreaaing, 

"ow  can  your  slave,  my  fair,  i 
Remrd  sg  (p-eKt  a  blt^ntitig  ? 

•Ije  nrhole  creation's  wealth  aiirvcy, 

O'er  I  both  the  Indiee  wander, 
■^k  whnl  brih'd  senates  give  away 
And  fij^ltting  monarchs  squander. 

Hie  richett  spoils  of  earth  and  air. 
The  rifled  ooean'a  treasure, 

fif  til  too  poor  a  bribe  by  far. 
To  purchate  %a  much  pleasure.^ 


[Huiiiilit;r'»  a  heaveiilyfnw.'e. 

And  Diffidence  her  sisicr ; 
And  Modesty'!  sweet  maiden  face— 

Wlmt  mortal  can  WEisl  her.] 

$be  blluhing  cried, — my  Life  my  di 
Since  Celin  thus  you  fancy, 

ni\e  her — but  lis  too  mucb  I  fcur 
A  mndlet  of  right  Naotzy. 


M:rn  from  put  of  a 
I  uapuhUibeil.  Ilio 
.  Ti»7  GbuutcriiUc 

not  npcct  an  jooi 


UKE  MAY  IN  ALL  HER  YOITTHKUL  DRESS 

Like  M>]'  in  all  her  youthful  dreic, 

My  love  in  vweets  did  once  appear. 
A  spring  of  charms  ilwelt  on  her  face. 

And  roses  did  inbabit  there.  *' 

Thus  wliile  th'  enjoyment  iviis  but  young. 

Bach  nigbt  new  pleasures  did  i-reute. 
Harmonious  words  dropp'd  from  lier  tongue. 

And  Cupid  un  her  fortbead  Bate. 

But  03  the  (nn  lo  we«t  decUnea, 
Thi-  etulcrn  sky  does  colder  f[rovi  i 

And  all  ita  blushing  looks  rc«igDS 
To  tuna'g  siher  beams  below : 
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While  Lore  was  eager,  brbk  aiid  warm 

My  Chloe  then  was  kind  and  ^y ; 
But  when  through  time  I  reaji*d  to  charm 

Her  tmilea  like  Autumn  dropp'd  away. 


ON  YOUNG  OLINDA. 

When  innocence,  and  beauty  metrt. 
To  add  to  lovely  female  ^rac*c. 

Ah,  how  beyond  expression  sweet 
Is  every  feature  of  the  fai'e. 

By  Virtue,  ripened  from  the  bud 
The  flower  angelic  odours  breed». 

The  fragrant  clltt^ln^  of  Immd^  ^immI 
Makes  gaudy  vice  to  ^uu'll  like  weedb. 

O  sacred  virtue,  tunc  my  vuice. 
With  thy  inbpirini(  harinony ; 

Then  I  shall  sini;  of  ruptur*d  joys 
And  fill  my  boul  with  love  of  thee. 

To  lasting  brightness  be  refinM, 
When  this  vain  hhudow  flies  awuy, 

IV  eternal  beautiea  of  the  mind 
Will  last,  when  all  things  else  decay. 


AS  1  WAtK'D  FORTH  ONE  SUMMER'S  DAY. 

As  1  tvalk'd  fortli  one  summer's  day. 
To  view  the  mcaduws  green  and  gvf — 
A  cool-ret  renting-  bower  I  spied — 
That  flourished  near  the  river's  aide — 

Where  oft  in  tears  a  maid  would  cry — 

Did  ever  mudcn  love  as,  I. 


Then  u'er  the  groasj'  fidde  ahe'd  walk — 
And  nipping  flowers  low  by  the  stnlk, 
Such  flowers  aa  in  the  m endow  grew — 
The  deadiiian'9  ihumli — and  harebell  blufr^^a 

And  aa  she  piill'd  theni,  still  cried  shi^—  2^ 

Alas  none  eicr  tov'd  like  me. 

Such  flowers  us  fare  the  sweetest  seen 
She  bound  about  with  knulty  bents, 
And  Bs  the  tiDUiid  tbcm  up  in  bands — 
She  sigh'd  and  wept  and  wrung  her  hands;  1 

Alas,  alas!  etill  sobbed  ehe, 

Alas !  none  ever  lov'd  like  me. 


When  she  hod  fill'd  her  opri>n  full. 
Of  all  the  flowers  that  she  could  cull— 
The  tender  leaves  serv'd  for  n  bed — 
The  scented  flowers  to  rest  her  head — 
Then  down  she  laid — nor  sigh'd  nor  »p«lit" 
With  love  her  gentle  heart  did  break.  . 


WINIFREBA. 

ly ;  let  uou^hl  to  lore  diipteiuing, 
■  My  Winifreds  mute  your  curet 
it  nnaght  delay  tbe  tieavenly  bleMing, 
amiab  pride,  nor  gloomy  feu*. 

hu  iho'  DO  ^rmnl*  of  royid  donori 
ITitb  pompom  tillei  gtacc  our  blood; 
"lihine  ill  more  tiibtlaatiitl  bonori. 
Ind  to  be  noble  we'll  be  good. 

r,  while  vjnue  ihiie  we  lender, 
[Will  nveelly  tound  wbcrc-c'tr  'tis  tpoke: 

Id  all  tbe  great  ooes  Ihey  ihall  wonder 
[  Hovihey  respect  such  liiile  folk, 

^  ntbough  from  fortune's  lavish  boiiuty 
l-"d  mighty  treasures  we  puHaessj 
c'll  find  within  our  pit[an«.'e  plenty, 
■Anit  be  content  without  excesR. 


'Ush&U  each  reluming neueon 

Sufficient  for  our  wishes  g'nc  j 

***-  we  ivUI  live  a  life;  of  rewon. 

■^d  that's  tbe  only  life  la  life. 

T*l»  ^ 

^^ugh  youth  and  age  in  love  excelling, 

^     'n'c'U  hand  in  hand  together  tread ; 
^'««-*(ni|ing  peace  shall  crown  our  dwelling, 
«Vnd  hnbes,  tweet -smiling  babes,  our  bed. 

"w  ihould  I  love  the  pretty  creatures. 
.^  While  round  my  knees  they  fondly  clung  j 

fe  then  look  tbcir  mother's  features, 
henr  ibem  lisp  their  mother's  tongue- 


Aod  when  with  envy  time  tninspurted. 
Shall  think  In  rob  iii  of  our  joys, 

Yait'll  in  yuur  ^rla  again  be  vuuried. 
And  I'll  gu  wooing  in  my  lioya. 


I 


•ml. 

o  much  BislBCted  bj 
a   a  (ulmne  of  ■  H\ 
bT  D.   [DlvW]   Lf 
Dw  nol,  to  be  >  tni 

;oqoB)llB»l    10«."l 

kfiDr 

bcUere 
icrnl  hi 

c  milcl. 
BrItUta 

udsil 

am 

ihui 

irl^  17^.  Bi 

Dm  tbe 

lu- 

D.V. 

Jl.lK.tt. 

Tin 

ri 

oiiwneorc 

puhli^i 

MulMti  K)  11, 
t  thec«™iit 

Ml.  D. 

Percr  •an  lo  ITM.  • 

h*n 

Cuopw 

the  ■bore  wu  writlcD.  the  Editor 

haimet  wlthaTolDin 

«o( 

'■Lrnci 

n  coiuHRiuiK  (Utc.-  br  OUbert  Cooper.  pnbKihod  In  iris. 

wlihaai 

:  hit  Dune.    Id  th«  iliclnnth  Icnoi 

'  b>d  ui  intEDtioa  of  uDdlae  bu 

her 

tnddlni 

I  An.  ••  1  iBUV  he  add.,  ■■  t«ka 

Ibe   UbMlf    to   leoil 

wllhonl 

idT  •polojiT  »ii  old  SoBg,  wrote  al 

OOTB  a  hondred  roan  i 

IBO. 

eKTOom  hlDieir.    Aiul 

uii>  old  Bodc  b»  bRP  M  Unix  bwd  or,  1 

and  aa  yrt  laboilo™! 

IntD 

aumod 

CTo  CoUKtlon,  1  daiereatoio  to  pr 

DBaaacf  there  l>ie  11  n 

(CDalDC  iioeti)',  ei*r  turn  of  tboutlm  uli 

.puiotof  dleltao,  <tall»c» 

Iment.  tcDdcmeHof  hnrt.  and  natoral  lule  for  kappli 

»et  read  In  anr  lantuate" 

llowa  tbe  BoDcoI  WlnlAnda.  with  a 

Ikln  Id  hb  -  VwBl  Portry,"  p.  lin. 

a>)ra,"tbl>pltMlti(< 

lell- 

of  cotijdnl   >»<■   doIDnitic   (fliclt 

y  WM  nnit  ,lven  hy 

Ibr 

AuUiof 

iGUbeit  CDopeil  u  ■  from  the  J 

Btfc^    A>1«<J|.'      Allhl 

»i(h 

tbii  tlUi  wu  miuiifeiUT  only  ■  PMUe  1'^ 

Uon,  Of  rather  a  <xnk 

Bt.  Perey  om  iirainrlr  IniocW 

1  by  11  to  luKrt  tl,e  n 

kmoDK 

Mpiuring  bciidc  b  clear  Bircum, 
A  ihcphenl  funaken  v/ui  luid  j 

And  wfailr  u  faUe  nymph  wnj  his  (l)l;l^*^, 
A  willow  luppcrtefl  lii»  head. 

»^  wlliil  Ihat  blrv  uver  tlie  pUio. 
in  liii  nght  «rith  a  »igh  ilid  reply ; 
M  the  brook,  in  return  <o  hia  pnin, 
MH  tauunifully  murmunDg  by. 

*'"  1  tUly  swain  thai  I  was ; 

ibuiswily  eoinpiainin);  he  cry'd; 
"'^W  firel  I  beheld  ihal  fair  faec. 

"fwrrc  better  by  fur  I  had  died  : 
%  Ullt'U,  and  1  bleei'd  her  dear  tongue ; 

"hrn  ibe  smil'd,  'twas  a  pleasure  loo  g 
liWeii'd,  tod  ery'd  when  she  "uog, 

Wu  njghtingnle  ever  ho  sweet ! 


funliob  wu  I  to  beliece, 
could  dole  on  so  lowly  a  clown, 
[^t  her  fond  heart  would  not  jrricvc. 
fflnnkc  the  fine  folk  of  the  town  ; 
'hink  (htti  a  beauty  so  gay. 

^'ai  and  bo  constant  would  prove  { 
Xv  tittd  like  our  niiiiden*  in  grey, 
^  livi!  in  a  cottage  on  lo«e  f 


Or 


What  thoui;h  1  have  skill  lo  coniplaii 

Tho'  tbe  mubes  my  temples  bave  e 
What  iho',  when  they  hear  my  aofl  si 

The  virgin*  sil  weeping  around  i 
Ah,  Calin  !  tlif  hopes  are  iu  vain. 

Thy  pipe  and  thy  laurel  reaigD, 
Thy  false  one  int^lincs  to  a  swain. 

Whose  muak  ia  sweeter  than  thine 

All  Tou,  my  conipauioos  «o  (tear. 

Who  sorrow  to  see  me  betray'd, 
Whatever  I  suffer,  forbear, 

Forlicur  to  accuse  the  false'inaid. 
Tho"  thro'  the  wide  world  t  shou'd  rangt,, 

'Tis  in  vain  from  my  fortune  lo  fly; 
Twas  hers  to  be;  false  and  to  rliauge, 

Tin  mine  to  be  conutaut  and  die. 

if  while  my  hard  fate  1  suetain. 

In  her  breast  any  pily  is  found. 
Let  her  come  with  the  nymphs  of  the  pi 

And  see  me  laid  low  in  the  ground : 
The  last  humlil?  boon  that  I  crave, 

Is  to  shade  me  with  cypress  and  yewj 
And  when  she  looks  down  un  my  gnn, 

Let  her  own  that  Ucr  shepherd  was  tn 

Then  to  ber  new  love  let  her  go, 

And  deck  her  in  golden  array  j 
Be  finest  at  erery  fine  show. 

And  frolic  il  all  the  long'  day : 
While  Colin,  fortrotten  and  gone, 

No  more  shall  be  talk'd  of  or  seen. 
Unless  when  bencutb  the  pale  moon, 

His  ghosi  abiOl  jrlide  over  the  green. 


or  BWGLAXD  AKD  IBBLA.VD.  l.'i? 


^Eoweiltadcsiathta  Mlart  tothv  Comtr**  pnwifrrof  Wa:w.r«. 
left  kte  tar  aaoChcr  ■«»bi  whow  ina«ir'  wia  iwrrtrr  thRn  hit 
AlMiW.    Or.  Jnhotnn  «ays  that  th«  Cnantr««  ni'intril 
of  Statr  on  tenat  *'  morh  like  thrMc  nn  «  hirS 
Is  cfpooprd,  to  whnm  th«  ftaltan  li  rvportttl  ui 
;  I  ffve  tbcc  thU  man  Utf  thr  ^Uvr.***    A 
DO  addltSna  to  AiUiHtn'ft  bapplAr«v.  j 


MY  DAYS  HAVE  BEEN  SO  WONDROUS  FREE 

DR.  rARXCLL. 
Born  I67»-Died  irir* 

My  davfl  have  been  so  wondroun  free. 

The  little  birdu  tliat  fly 
With  carelets  ease  from  tree  to  tree. 

Were  but  as  blena'd  as  1. 

Ask  gliding  waters,  if  a  tear 
Of  mine  increasM  their  stream  ? 

Or  ask  the  flying  gales,  if  e'er 
I  lent  one  sigh  to  them  ? 

But  now  my  former  days  retire. 

And  I'm  by  beauty  caught, 
The  tender  chains  of  sweet  desire 

Are  fix'd  upon  my  thought. 

Ye  nightingales,  ye  twisting  pines ! 

Ye  swains  that  haunt  the  grove ! 
Ye  gentle  echoes,  breezy  winds ! 

Ye  close  retreats  of  love ! 


With  all  of  Dttture,  all  of  iirC, 

Aesist  the  dear  design; 
O  teach  a  youug,  UDprnctig'd  heart 

To  mske  my  Nancy  mine  1 

The  very  thought  of  cbno^  I  hate, 

Ab  muth  as  of  deapair; 
Nor  ever  covet  to  be  great, 

Uiile&E  ll  be  for  her. 

'Yu  true,  the  pauinu  in  my  miud 

In  luix'd  with  boft  dUtrcja ; 
Yet  while  the  fair  I  love  is  kind, 


WHEN  THY  BEAUTT  APPEAHS. 


When  tby  bounty  appears. 
In  its  graces  aod  airs, 
All  bright  as  an  angel  new  dropt  from  t!ie  '•^fm 
At  distance  I  gaze,  and  am  aw'd  by  my  flf^ 
So  strangely  you  daxxle  my  eye  1 

But  when  without  an. 
Your  kind  thuughla  you  impart. 
When  your  love  rtina  in  bluahci  throiigb  every  •«'■  ' 
When  it  darts  from  your  eyes,  when  it  pnals 
your  heart. 


Then  I  knoii 


you 


MmOl  OF  BNOLAVO  AND  IBSLA.ND. 

There's  m  pMsion  and  pride 
Id  our  sex.  the  replied. 
And  thiu  (might  1  gratify  both)  I  would  do ; 
Still  an  angel  appear  to  each  lovrr  l»ckidc, 
Bnt  still  be  a  woman  to  you. 


i:>u 


THE  L.\SS  OF  RK.'IIMOM)  IIILI.. 

On  Richmond  Hill  thi*re  liven  a  Iums 

More  bright  than  May-«lay  iiinrii. 
Whose  charmfi  all  otli«*r  iiiuids  hurpabiip 

A  rof«  without  u  thorn. 
This  lass  so  neat,  with  Miiih'i  ^o  hwcct. 

Has  won  my  ri^'ht  irood-utll ; 
I'd  crowns  resign  to  call  her  iiiiiic. 

Sweet  latis  of  KirhuionM  lliil. 


Ye  zephyrs  gay,  thut  fun  the  iiir. 

And  wanton  thro*  the  gro\e. 
Oh !  whivper  to  my  cliunnin;:  fair, 

I  die  for  her  1  love. 
How  happy  will  the  nhepherfl  lie 

\^1io  chUs  thi»  nymph  hi**  own  ! 
Oh  I  may  her  choice  be  tix*<i  on  nie, 

Mine's  fixM  on  her  alone. 


I  LOVE  SONG  IN  THF  MODERN  TASTE— 1733. 


ALEXANDBH  rofft. 
BoID  IW— Died  17M.    Boin  iDso— Died  I7lt. 

Fluttering  spread  thy  purple  pintoni. 

(ientlc  (^iipid  1  o'er  my  hearl  j 
I  a  «laT(!  ill  thy  domlnioDB, 

Nature  miiEt  give  way  to  art. 

Mild  Arcadians  ever  blooming. 
Nightly  noddinK  n'cr  your  flocks. 

See  my  weary  days'  consuiuing 
All  benentit  yon  flowery  rocks. 

Thus  tbc  Cyprian  goddess  weeping, 
Mourn'd  A4luiiis,  darling  youth. 

Him  the  boar,  iu  silence  creeping, 
Gor'd  with  unreleutinf^  tooth. 

Cynthia,  tune  harmonioii«  nnmbere, 
Fiur  Discretion,  string  ihe  lyre, 

Scmlh  my  ever  wakinj(  nuinben. 
Bright  Apollo !  lend  tby  choir. 

Gloomy  Plutol  king  of  terrors, 
Arm'd  in  udamantlDe  chains, 

Jicad  me  to  the  crystal  mirrors 
Wul'riug  soft  Elysiaa  plains. 


■ONOt  OF  KitOIJtKIl'  ANP  IKKL.tNn. 

Monnifnl  cypmt,  rrrduit  willow, 
OildiDif  my  Aurelia'*  browi, 

Morpbciu  hut'rin^  u'er  mj  pilluw, 
Hear  me  p*y  niy  dying  vow», 

MelsDcholjr,  smooth  Mcuidcr 
Swiftly  purling  in  a  round. 

On  thy  margin  lovera  wunder, 
Willi  thy  flow'ry  chaplet*  crown'd, 

Tliiu  when  Pliiluniela  drooping, 
Sortly  bmIci  h«r  tiileni  mate; 

See  the  bird*  of  Juno  ttuuping ; 
ftleludy  rta\Kn»  t«  fate. 


iM  (dliion  br  uitrorii,  t 

iiilh«  Dtchtinrijc  dI  Twl 
l«Uf*  WkcUuUh.  171s,  p.  IN.  : 


KEEI  AHE  THE  CHARMS  OF  HER  I  LOVE. 


1         MX'   '■>«') 

^^^H   Sw«et  ore  the  cbsrins  of  her  I  love, 
^^^V        More  fragraDl  than  the  damtuk  rose  i 

^^^F  Soft  at  the  down  of  turtle  dove, 
^^H  Gentle  an  air  when  Zephyr  blows, 

^^^  Refreshing  ag  desccndinfj'  raini 

I  To  sun-bumi  clinics,  and  thirsty  plaina. 


Bom  iwi— Di«d  17JS. 


True  m  the  needle  1 

Or  BB  the  dinl  to  the  *dd  i 
CoDstant  u  (rl'd>°K  waleri  roll, 

Whose  tnelliDg  tides  olicy  the  iuoobI 
From  every  other  charmer  free. 
My  lire  and  l«ve  shall  follow  thee. 

The  lamb  the  Howury  Chyme  devours,  'I 
The  dntii  the  tender  kid  purauei ; 

Siveet  Philomel  in  shady  bowers 
Of  verdant  Spring  her  n 

All  follow  what  lliey  most  admire, 

Aa  I  pursue  my  aooVi  desire. 

Nature  must  change  her  beauteous  facj 
And  vary  as  the  seasons  rise ; 

As  winter  to  the  spring  gives  place, 
Summer  th'  approach  of  autumn  flies : 

No  change  oil  love  the  aeaaons  btiiig, 

Love  only  kaowa  perpetual  apriug. 

Devouring  lime,  with  stealing  pace. 

Makes  lofty  oaks  and  cedars  kuw; 
And  marble  tow'rs  and  gates  of  braaa. 

In  hie  rude  march  he  levela  low  ; 
But  time,  destroying  far  and  wide. 
Love  from  the  suul  can  ne'er  divide. 

Death  only,  with  his  cruel  dart. 

The  Identic  godhead  c; 
And  drive  hini  from  the  bleeding  hea 

To  mingle  with  the  bless'd  above. 
Where,  known  to  all  his  kindred  ti 
I^IiL-  finds  a  l&Biing  rest  from  pain. 


MWOS  or  SKOLAIIP  AnO  laSLAND.  IfiS 

Lofe,  and  Us  aiiter  fair,  the  Soul, 
Twin-bom.  from  bewr'n  togctker  came : 

Lofe  wiU  tht  nniTene  coDtroul, 
When  dying  acasons  loee  tbeir  name ; 

IMfine  abodes  shall  own  hii  pow'r. 

When  time  and  death  shall  be  no  more. 


'TWAS  WHEN  THE  SEAS  WERE  ROARINC. 

JOSN  GAV. 
Bom  IMS— Otod  ITM. 

Twas  when  the  seas  were  roarinir 

With  hollow  blasts  of  wind, 
A  damsel  lay  deploring', 

All  on  a  rock  reclin'd : 
Wide  o'er  the  foaming  btllowii 

She  cast  a  wishful  look. 
Her  head  was  crown'd  with  willows. 

That  trembled  o'er  the  brook. 

Twelve  months  are  j^onc  and  over 

And  nine  lon^  tedious  days ; 
Why  didst  thou  ventrous  lover. 

Why  didst  thou  trust  the  Hcas .' 
Cease^  cease,  thou  cruel  occuii 

And  let  a  lover  rest ; 
Ah !  what's  thy  troubled  motion 

To  that  within  my  breast  ? 


IrA  S0NG6  or  ENGLAND  AND  ixklaiidM 


The  mcrchunt  robb'd  of  pleasure 

Views  teiiipeeis  in  despair; 
But  what's  the  loss  of  IreoBure 

To  losing  of  my  dearf 
Should  you  some  coast  be  laid  on 

Where  giild  and  diamonds  grow, 
Vou'll  find  a  richer  maidcD, 

But  none  thai  loves  you  sD. 

How  can  tbey  say  that  nature 

Has  uutbin^  made  in  vain ;  i 

Why  then  Leneath  the  water  'I 

Do  hideous  rueks  remain  I 
No  eyes  those  rocks  discover. 

That  lurk  beneath  the  deep. 
To  wreck  the  waad'ring  lover  ' 

And  leave  the  maid  to  weep. 

All  melancholy  lyinff 

Thus  waJl'd  she  for  her  dear, 
Ilcpaid  each  blast  with  sighing. 

Each  billow  with  a  tear ; 
When  o'er  the  white  wave  stooping,! 

His  floacing  corpse  she  'spied; 
Then  like  a  liiy  drooping 

She  bow'd  her  head  and  died. 


••«••  or  SWOLAWD  AND  IBBLAND.  IH^ 


MOLLY  MOG, 
OR  THX  PAIR  MAID  OP  THE  INN. 

JOHN  GAY. 


mj  QDcle, '  I  prmy  you  discorer 
Whit  limth  been  the  cmase  of  your  woes, 
That  you  pine  Mid  you  whine  like  a  lover  ?  * 
'  I  have  seen  Molly  Mog  of  the  Rose.' 

'  O  nephew  I  your  ^ef  is  but  folly, 
In  Town  yon  may  find  lictter  proi( ; 

Half-a-crown  there  will  get  you  a  Molly, 
A  Molly  much  better  than  Mog;.' 

'  I  know  that  by  wits  'tis  recite<l 

That  women  at  best  arc  a  clo{^ ; 
But  rm  not  so  easily  frighted 
From  loving  of  sweet  Molly  Mog. 

'  The  schoolboy's  desire  is  a  play-day, 
The  schoolmaster's  joy  is  to  flog ; 

The  milk-maid's  delight  is  on  May-day, 
But  mine  is  on  sweet  Molly  Mog. 

'  Will-a-Wisp  leads  the  traveller  gadding 
Through  ditch,  and  thro'  quagmire,  and  bog ; 

But  no  light  can  set  me  a  madding 
Like  the  eyes  of  my  sweet  Molly  Mog. 


'  For  giiinciia  m  other  men's  breeches 
Your  gaiDCst  ers*  ivlU  palm  and  will  ei 

But  I  envy  lliem  none  of  their  riches, 
So  I  may  mn  sweet  Molly  Mo^. 

'  The  heiirt  when  half  ivoniuled  U  chang 
It  here  and  tliere  leaps  like  a  frog; 

Bui  my  heart  ean  never  be  ranging, 
'Tia  so  lix'd  «pon  sweet  MoUy  Mog, 

*  Who  fuUowB  uU  Indies  of  pteasare. 

In  pleasure  in  thought  but  n  hog; 
All  the  8ex  cannot  give  ao  good  mei 

Of  joya  u  mj  sweet  MoUy  Mog. 

'  I  feel  I'm  in  love  to  distraction. 

My  senses  all  lust  in  a  fog. 
And  nothing  can  give  satisfaction 

But  thinking  of  sweet  MoUy  Mog. 

'  A  letter  when  1  am  inditing. 
Comes  Cupid  and  gives  me  a  jug. 

And  I  Gil  bU  the  paper  with  writiug 
Of  nothing  but  sweet  Molly  Mog. 

■  If  1  would  not  give  up  the  three  gneo, 
1  «i»h  I  were  hang'd  like  a  dog. 

And  at  court  till  the  drawiog-room  fi 
For  a  glance  of  my  tweet  Molly  Mog;:] 


Those  ; 

faces  V 

rant  nature  and  spirit. 

And  SI 

ecmas 

cut  ont  of  a  log ; 

Ft]  no,  V( 

ind  Paltaf's  merit 

Unite 

in  my 

sweet  Molly  Mog. 

•one*  or  nat^xD  amu  iuklaho.  1< 

'  Tbu«e  who  tout  >ll  th«  fatuilf  roy»l, 

la  bnmpere  of  Hogsn  und  N»^, 
Haie  he4ru  not  inar«  true  or  more  lovkl 

Than  mine  (»  my  iwecl  Molly  Mog. 

'  Were  WrKil  alive  wiih  bis  RiillU, 

And  Triting  uinliier  tclof^e, 
Boib  hi*  Phillit  uid  fair  Ainunltia 

He'd  gire  up  for  aweet  Molly  Mog, 

'  When  die  imilet  on  each  jfuett,  like  her  llqui 

IWn  jealoiuy  kIs  me  ugog  j 
'''o  be  tore  she's  a  bit  for  the  vicar, 
nd  io  I  (ball  loK  Molly  Moj.'.' 


~™iv  (iM  Mttgr  biUsd,  tlwacll  of  treat  laaitth,  Ii  rerf  ttt- 
^""■'■!«,.«l.biiit*)bewit7«>aWMl.l 


^Ot-Tjrs  THE  SEASON  MADE  FOR  JOYS. 


louih't  the  leaMO  made  fur  joyi. 

Lore  ii  then  onr  duty, 

"lie  done,  who  that  etnployi 

Well  deserveR  her  bcsiiiy. 

Let's  be  gay 

While  wo  may, 

"*»«ly'»  a  flower  deapU'd  in  decay. 


Ijct  ua  drink  and  sport  to-duy, 

Ours  is  not  to-morrow  J 
Love  witti  youth  flies  iwifl  away, 
Age  is  noiig-lit  but  sorrow. 
Dance  and  ting, 
Time's  on  the  wing. 
Life  never  k  noivs  the  return  of  spring 

[From  the  "  Bcsgaj'i  Open."] 


GO,    ROSE. 


Go,  rose,  my  Chtoe's  boinin  grace  i 
How  happy  should  I  prove. 

Might  I  supply  tliitt  envied  pince 
With  never  fading  love ; 

There,  PhiBiiiiE-like,  beneath  her  eye 

Invulv'd  in  fragrance,  bum  and  die ! 

Know  hapless  flower,  that  thou  »faall  fl 
More  fragrant  roses  there  i 

I  see  thy  withering  head  reclin'd 
With  envy  and  despair. 

One  common  fate  we  both  must  prorej 

You  die  with  envy,  I  with  love. 

im  th>  fsble  of  "  The  Fust  nd  U»  Roh,"  tbua  IBB 
Al  In  the  ODDl  ol  eulr  ilajr 
ApoclaDaEhttheiwntaorilar, 

TUc  pudcii'i  fnciui  hrMth  uetod*, 


soKcs  or  KxoLAam  a 


Tlma  tEnflnjr  ■■  the 
'■  Co  rmt,  *c. 

^^^  tn  rrcrr  lim  kwc  ' 

^H  KVEET  WtLUAH'a 

^H  BLACK-EYEL 

.-,;''-»li«re8hdllniyl 


"WEBT  WtLUAH'a  FARSWBLL  Tl 

BLACK-EVED  SUSAN. 


.  „    '"'> .°e  jovial  tailors,  tell  n..  ..„.. 
"'  •*»!  William  Bail  amony  the  ci 

b^-  then  higi  upon  the  vnrd. 
5^  '*  J  ilith  Ibe  bUloH-a  to  aiiii  fro, 
w  Wr  well-kaown  voice  he  lieurd, 

1^   Wd,  and  cMt  bin  eyes  below ;  __ 

tnij^ll'l  '"''*'  li'ctly  througli  his  glowing  handa, 

^inicfc  u  ligbtniHjf)  on  the  deck  he  ainndj. 

■"  gj'''*«t  Iwk  hiKh  pols'd  in  air. 
Ill  ).    "^'"'^  ''"  P'"'""'  '"  '•'s  breast, 

/«nw  hi>  male'B  al.rill  call  he  hear,) 

■^-l  drops  „o„^e  into  bernesi. 
:'.>iiWe*t  cantuin  in  the  British  fleet 

lips  thoBe  kisses  aweet. 


O  Suiaa '.  Siubh  :  lovelj  dear ! 

My  vows  shall  ever  true  remain ! 
het  me  kiss  off  that  ftJling  ti 

We  only  part  to  meet  again. 
Change  oe  ye  list,  ye  winds,  my  heart  «1 
The  fHithftil  compass  that  still  poioi«  t< 


Bclievn  nut  wliat  the  landm 

Who  teuipt  witb  duubte  thy  cousttut  n 
They'll  tell  thee.  Bailors,  when  awiiy. 

In  every  port  a.     ' 
Yes,  ycB,  believe  lliem  when  they  tell  il 
For  ihuu  art  pres-ent  wheresoe'er  I  go. 


If  to  far  India' 
Thine  eyes 


Thine  eyes  are  seen  in  diamor 

Thy  breath  is  Afric's  spicy  gale. 

Thy  skin  is  ivory  so  white  i 


diamonds  bright  y 


Thy  skin  is  ivory  so  white  i 
Thus  ev'ry  beauteous  object  that  I  view. 
Wakes  iu  my  ijoul  some  eharut  of  lovely  S 

Tho"  battle  call  itie  from  thy 

Let  not  my  pretty  Susan 
Tho'  cannons  roux,  yet,  Eufe  from  harms, 

William  shall  to  hw  dear  return : 
Love  turns  aside  the  balls  that  round  tot  fly, 
Leet  precioua  tear»  should  drop  from  Si 


H 


The  boatswain  ((ave  Ihc  dreadful  word, 
The  sails  their  swelling  bosom  spread; 

No  longer  must  she  stay  aboard 
They  kiss'd — sbe  sigh'd— he  hung  his  head; 

The  lessening  boat  unwilling  rows  to  land — 

Adieu  I  she  cries,  and  waved  her  lilr  hand. 


I 


THE  COMPL-UNT. 


The  lun  WW  nitk  beneith  the  hill. 

The  mtiern  clnadg  were  lio'd  with  (^Id. 
'Hif  ik^  voc  H«*r,  the  winiU  n>«re  itill, 

IVfloeki  wtte  pcDl  ivKliin  ihe  Tolti; 
"tioi  froni  ihe  sileuce  of  llie  grove, 
Pnur  UuBoii  lliui  de»p»ir'<l  of  lore  1 
*•"'  wfki  to  pluck  Ibe  frsf  rial  row 

Fioin  ibe  b&re  rotk.  or  oozy  beaili  j 
""o  fton,  each  barren  we«d  that  (frowi 

Ei]iccu  the  gnpc.  •>'  b]u*hiDg  peach  i 

■JTllliqi,,]  f^ii,  (mj,  bupe  to  fiud 

""  'fWh  of  love  ia  wom«nkiD(l. 
'  ^'p  no  henii,  no  fleecy  care, 

°  Seldi  thsi  wave  with  golden  grain. 

Puiiiiei  i^eeo,  or  gudent  f«r, 
_,  "offliui's  venal  heart  lo  KMia  - 
Then  all  i      -  ■  i 

For  [,'"""••  "y  "'Sb"  "">«  prove. 
'  *)><a !  hare  nought  but  love. 

"""  "tetched  iB  the  f^thftU  youth, 
■  "wp  *omeii»  bcarti  art  bought  and  sold  i 
'wk  BoToivg  of  sacred  truth, 
foiW  thej  aigh.  they  sigh  for  gold, 

Bni  i'^"  ^*  f'"""*  of  Bcorn  remove, 
•'^\  have  Dought  liut  love. 
^y  Ihe  geme  of  India's  eoasi, 


vn., 


'*u]ih,  what  irea&ure  can  luffice  t 


.]_  ""^'i  ihore  Rhalt  never  boa*i 
c.f  "'"IJlu^treinlhiin:  eyes: 

.""We  the  world  loo  cheap  would  prove  i 
ight  but  love. 


"<:::.' 


Then  Mary  1  since  nor  gems,  nor  ore. 
Can  with  thy  brif^hter  »elf  compare. 

Consider  tbat  I  ofier  more. 
Than  Kliitering  geniB,  a  soul  sincere 

Let  richeH  meaner  beauties  move, 

Wbo  pays  thy  worth,  must  pay  in  love, 


ImpatcdtoOayl] 


SALLY  IN  OUR  ALLEY. 
HARHV  CAREV. 
Barn        — Mnl  >jt». 

Of  sH  the  girls  that  are  bo  amart. 

There's  nooe  like  pretty  Sully: 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lirei  in  our  alley. 
There  IB  no  lady  in  the  land 

Is  half  so  sweet  as  Sally ; 
She  is  the  du-ling  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 

Her  father  he  mabea  cabbage  nets. 

And  through  the  Bireets  does  cry 
Her  mother  gbe  sells  taeei  long, 

To  euch  as  please  to  buy  'em : 
But  sure  Bu<h  folks  cou'd  ne'er  beg 

So  Hwcet  a  girl  at  Sally; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart. 

And  sbe  liies  in  our  alley.         ''* 


MMOt  or  MMOLAMD  AND  lEBLAMD.  173 

WlMtt  ihe  is  byj  I  letfe  my  work, 

I  lofc  her  to  liocerely ; 
My  maiter  comet  like  any  Turk, 

And  bwDgi  me  most  severely : 
But  let  him  baog  his  belly  full, 

ini  bctf  it  «U  for  Sally  I 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lires  in  our  alley. 

Of  an  the  days  that's  in  the  week, 

1  deariy  love  but  one  day, 
Aad  that's  the  day  that  comes  betwixt 

The  Saturday  and  Monday .- 
For  then  Fm  drest  in  all  my  best. 

To  walk  abroad  with  Sally ; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart, 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 

My  master  carries  me  to  church. 

And  often  am  I  blamed. 
Because  I  leave  him  in  the  lurch. 

As  soon  as  text  is  named : 
I  leave  the  church  in  sermon-time. 

And  slink  away  to  Sally ; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 

When  Christmas  comes  about  again, 

0 1  then  I  shall  have  money ; 
111  hoard  it  up  and  box  and  all, 

I'll  give  it  to  my  honey : 
I  wou'd  it  were  ten  thousand  pound, 

rd  give  it  all  to  Sally ; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 


My  master,  and  the  neighbours  all, 

Make  ghmt  of  me  aiid  Sally ; 
And  <bul  for  her)  I'd  Letter  be 

A  slave  and  row  a  galley; 
But  whcu  my  wen  long  years  are  i>ut. 

O  !  then  I'll  marry  f>ul]y, 
O !  ihen  we'll  wed,  and  then  we'll  bed. 

But  not  in  our  alley. 


•■  tbe  BilUd  of  SbUt  Id  our  AU  ey"  hu  {iluKi 
Tfac  AlgmneDt. 
"  A  vbliru  rmr  bavlnf  I0115  im*alled  wni 
IbibkIdc  Sully  SaUibnry  the  nubjecl  of  (Us  I 


D  lire.    TUt  nul  o 


■P«oU«  making  h 

b  Ua  SweethuTt.  iKilcd  b»  wilta  ■ 

■IStilofBedtun.thc 

poppn-i 

en.  the  flTlDi-chiln.  uul  «n  tbo  de- 

d>:   from 

ID  tbe  t-vth]n(. 

tact  ■  CD) 

Btlon  of  ban*,  chew 

.d*k«,  (tnmon 

of  BmcBo,  rtnrn  boef,  wid  botUw)  ula ,  Wnmgb  »U 

Aulhd.dwir'lf™ 

cbum-d 

with  the  rtmpUtltyol 

(ttimwh«ii«lie  di 

V  ttalt  1 

bui  btloff  then 

Toun.  ud  obKon 

""UTfon 

^«"",^l«h'"«J« 

by  lome  0(  bii 
tbcloa  ciMe  It! 

LOVE  AND  JEALOUSY. 


'■'"  tniel you  leein  lo  my  piiiii, 
And  tuif  n,e  iiecaiue  I  am  true ; 

''J.  Riillu.  you  love  a  faUc  »w«in, 
niu  lii,  otlier  nympbE  in  hi>  view. 

"^"iliynnnei  >  trifle  to  him, 
'"lit  whst  s  Imveii  'iwoiiW  be  1 

lUm  liui  n  uroiniiii  Vou  M«in. 

BdIiJ, 


'  fun're 


Thw 


'  ""''ps  ifliicU  liP  loucbM  in  Imsii?, 
"  'JieiD  I  for  ever  coiil  i)  (rroiv, 
clinging;  iround  ihul  ilear  irsisi, 
~,   "'"I  lie  spans  a  besiile  him  you  go  i 

'^'^.  like  a  lily  10  while, 
ju   1*''^''  owr  bia  tboulden  you  lay, 
Al  *"»  f  "iJ<I  "'="0  ii  all  aiRUi', 
'  'Pt  they  could  pre»»  it  all  day. 


■    ^.     'ike  a  monarch  to  reif^n, 
F'i  ]|^  P****  tny  "ubjei't*  lo  li«, 
ff  To  J**  *'"^'"'  *"''  *y  "■  '!■*  p'uin, 
put  if  ,  "^  *"  "  folfgc  "it''  "'<■■:■ 
r  tf .      tousi  feel  your  disdain, 
0|  i^^*'' eaunoi  cruelty  drown, 
B,„   f* •  on  live  in  ihia  pain, 

^*^<i  me  my  death  in  a  frown. 


LOVE    ECSTATIC. 


To  be  ifozing  on  Ihose  ch&rmE, 
To  be  foWeJ  in  those  arms. 
To  unite  my  lip«  to  tbose, 
Wbcnce  eternal  awectoeiis  ftows. 

To  be  lov'd  liy  one  ao  foir. 

la  to  be  bleat  beyond  (.'Ompare ! 
On  that  bosom  lo  rectioe, 
White  that  baud  is  lock'd  in  mine. 
Id  those  eyes  myself  to  »iewf, 
Guing  still,  and  (till  on  yuu. 

To  be  lov'd  by  one  so  fur, 

Ii  to  be  blest  beyond  compure. 


["  HmM  Bury  Intnianei 
K  dnaC  in  bli  Uttle  Inttilude 
sppeui  bnoeiii  tram  hti  po 


LOVE'S  A  RIDDLE. 


He  flame  of  tove  asaungei. 
When  onte  it  'is  reveal'd; 

Bnt  fiercer  slill  it  ra^t^s. 
The  more  it  is  concol'd. 

Coaaenting  mnkes  it  colder; 

When  met  it  will  retreat : 
Repulses  make  it  bolder, 

Atid  dangerg  make  it  iwael. 


Harm  CARETS  GENERAL  REPLYTO  THE  UBELUNG    \ 
GBTRT  WHO  ABS  ANGRY  AT  HiS  WfJSABiE. 

"i\\>  ao  hunesl  old  fricDd,  and  a  merry  old  Song, 
And  a  fluk  of  old  Port  lei  me  eft  the  oixbt  long ; 
^  irnigh  «t  the  malice  of  those  who  repine, 
^•Hbcj  must  swig  porter,  while  I  can  drink  wlnt. 

Imn-  no  mort»l  Iho'  tver  so  great, 
'"'icora  I  ft  wretch  for  his  lon-ly  estate: 
■'■■I'hii  I  uljhor,  and  enleem  aa  a  curee, 
''poonieis  of  Eptrii,  nol  ponmesii  of  puree, 

im  dite  to  be  generoua,  dairntleii  and  gay, 
"'murily  put  Life's  reniaioder  away: 
I«riif  bjf  our  frienilfi,  we  our  foes  may  despiee, 
•«  iht  more  we  are  eOT/d  ihe  higher  we  rise. 


GOOD  REASON  FOa  LOVING. 


HABRT  CAIIEY, 

'**"  you  Ihe  Dyinph  whoin  I  adore? 

8»w  you  Ihe  goddcaa  of  my  heart  r 
""i  nn  yuu  bid  me  love  do  more, 

^'  can  you  think  1  feci  no  smart ! 

™>  many  chtrm*  around  ber  Bhin^ 
^0  cMi  the  sweel  lemptation  fly  i 

'P'te  o[  ber  Kora  abe's  bu  diviue, 
"^^n  I  muHt  love  her  though  I  di«. 


A  DITHYEAMBICK  FOR  TWO  VOl 
OABRY  CAKEV. 

Cupid  DO  more  eball  give  me  grief. 
Or  anxious  votes  oppress  my  soul 

While  generous  Baochus  brings  relit. 
And  druwna  'em  iu  a  flowing'  bowl. 


« 


C«liB,  thy  scorn  I  now  despise. 
Thy  boasted  empire  1  disown, 

This  lakes  the  briglnncss  from  ihine 
And  makes  it  sparkle  in  my  own. 


THE  MAID'S  PETITION. 


Cruel  Creature !  can  you  leave  me. 
Can  you  ll>en  ungrateful  prove? 
Did  you  court  me  to  deceive  me, 

Aud  to  slight  my  constant  love. 


False  ungrateful  thus  to  woo  me, 
Thus  to  make  my  heart  a  priie. 

First  to  ruin  and  undu  me. 
Then  to  scorn  and  tyranni2& 

Shall  I  send  to  Heav'n  my  pray'r, 
Shall  I  all  my  wrongs  relate. 

Shall  I  curse  the  dear  betrayer  I 
No  alas  !   it  is  too  late. 


I 


toxu  »r  EVaLAND  AWD  irelasid. 

^pid  1  pit;  mf  condilloD, 
Pierce  tbii  onreleatitig  »vnan  '. 

^tu  I  i«iider  Maiil'*  pelilion. 
And  retlarc  my  tore  a^n. 


THE  OROVES,  THE  PLA1K3, 


i.( 


BARKY  CARET. 

The  grovee,  the  pliuoa, 
The  nympha,  the  swum, 
^ver  vtrrain,  the  cooling  ibiulF. 
All,  all  declare 
I,      How  fttlse  you  are, 
^  tnanT  liearta  you  have  betrey'd. 
IJog^iefu]  go, 
f^     "Too  well  I  know. 

***■  fatal,  false  deludiug  art ; 
To  e?ery  she, 
■         Aj  well  as  me, 

Ouke  an  oQerins  of  your  heart. 


lOVE  WITHOUT  ALLAY, 


^^**Btin  my  idol  Ireaaure, 

Slj        *   my  Eoui  u  lust  in  joy: 

.  **6(ird*  clerDsl  pleuaure, 

*^«>rf 1... 


Ev 


•*tl  tan  never,  never  cloy. 

^^  motion,  ev'ry  feature, 
*»oea  with  some  peculiar  grnto, 
*»■  lore  WM  htiman  creature, 
**»l  with  »nch  SQ  aoRcl's  face. 


ru  rnngc  Bround  the  abady  bowen, 
Aud  nalhCT  all  the  Bweeteal  nowursj 
I'll  strip  the  garilea  and  the  xTove, 
To  makv  a  gurlund  for  ro;  love. 

Wlien,  in  the  sultry  heat  of  day. 

My  thireiy  nymph  does  pauiing  Uy; 

I'll  hasten  to  the  river's  brink. 

And  drain  the  floods  but  the  ghall  drink. 

At  nijrhl  to  rest  her  weary  head, 

ru  make  my  love  a  gTa&tj  bed ; 

And  with  green  boughs,  I'll  furm  ■  thadc. 

That  nothing  may  her  rest  bvwje. 

And  while  dissolv'd  in  sleep  «he  lies. 
Myself  shall  never  clobc  these  eyes ; 
But  gnxing  still  ttith  fond  delight, 
I'll  watch  my  charmer  all  the  ni^t. 

And  then  as  soon  as  cheerful  day, 
Difcpels  the  dnrktome  shades  awayi 
Turth  ta  the  furest  I'll  repair, 
Tu  seek  pruvisiou  for  my  fair. 

Thus  will  I  apeod  the  day  and  night- 
Still  mixing  labour  with  delight ; 
Regarding  nothing  I  endure. 
So  I  can  ease  for  her  procure. 


I  (oMfls  or  Knot-iSD  xno  ii 


It  If  the  nymph  Mbiim  ihut  I  love, 
n  ber  fond  rwuti  should  &itblest  prove, 
™  Ktk  »oine  diBintJ  distBol  bhnrc, 

■d  ncrer  think  of  wotnan  more. 


fSDM  THE  COURT  TO  TUK  COTTAGE. 


'"^  court  to  the  gottage  convey  me  away, 

"  ^WT  of  ^ondeur,  and  what  they  call  jruy  : 


of  [he  totvo, 
nisset  gown  j 


lift  ia  a  circle  of  hurry  decay. 

J"  '""ote  and  retir-d  from  the  noiae 

'^^p!  my  brocade  for  a  pWn  i 

^I  ffi«ii(U  shfdl  be  few, 
j^    *"  wtll  choaen  and  true, 

'^'  nereation  our  evening  shall  crown. 

y^       ^Hrji  repogl,  (a  rich  banquet  for  mc) 

~.'*"l  ?Teen  turf,  near  some  thady  old  tree, 
^.'''''CT't  clear  brink. 

And  I,     ''^"'^  ""^  ■"?  drink, 

■^Nrwice  my  friendly  phyaklan  shall  be. 


E>.c 


'"and  aerene,  with  eontcntmeni  atill  bleel, 
,?,^  ff^dilv  wiih  jov,  or  witli  sorrow  depresi. 
^'''jter  invoke. 

Ill's  ftroke, 


Til 


"mirt 


>in  (he  world  a 


fould  to  my  r. 


A  BACCHANALIAN  RANT. 

ffAXBT  CARET. 

Bacchus  muit  now  hiB  power  reaign, 

f  RID  the  onlf  god  of  wine ; 

It  Is  Dot  At  the  wretch  should  be 

In  competition  set  with  me, 

Who  can  drink  ten  times  more  than  he. 

Make  a  new  world,  ye  powers  dirinc  I 
Stock'd  with  nothing  else  but  wine  '. 
Let  wine  iia  only  product  be. 
Let  wiDe  be  earth,  and  air,  and  sea. 
And  let  that  wine  be  all  for  me. 

Let  other  mortals  Tainly  wear 
A  tedioua  life  in  anxious  core. 
Let  the  anibitiauB  toil  and  think. 
Let  atatei  and  empires  swim  or  sink — 
My  whole  ambition  is  to  drink. 


HOW  HARDLY  I  CONCEALED  MY  TKA! 

ANNE,   MARCBIONESS  OF  WBABTON. 

How  hardly  I  conceai'd  my  tears  f 
How  on  did  I  complain  f 

When,  munv  tedious  daya,  my  fear* 
Told  me  \  lov-d  in  vain. 


•OKoa  or  KVCLAMD  ks»  ibblamd. 

Bui  bow  my  Joyi  m  wili)  nn  i^ruwii, 

And  htril  to  tit  I'oucejti'd  1 
Surrnw  may  make  »  ■ileiii  ttioaii, 

But  joy  will  be  PMeil'd. 

1 1«ll  it  to  the  IrleMing  flockt. 

To  e»ery  Btream  and  tree. 
And  bleai  the  lioUow  munnuriD|-  rock* 

For  (choiDg  bock  lo  me. 

Thaa  yon  may  »ee  wilU  bow  much  juy. 
We  wMii,  we  wish,  believe  j 

%  Imrd  such  pitauou  to  destroy. 
But  eaay  to  deL-eive. 


BIVALS,  a  LOVER'S  PLAGUE. 
WILUAU  WALSH. 

^^faU  ibe  loments,  all  the  CBres. 

^V^th  whirb  our  lives  we  curst  j 
^  ail  ihe  places  a  lover  bears, 

fiiire  fivalB  are  the  worst ! 

y  partners  in  each  other  kind, 
,   Afflictions  easier  grow; 
"  loie  alone  we  hale  to  find, 

dnmpaniono  of  our  woe. 

'yivia,  for  all  the  pangt  you  see 
-Are  lab'ring  in  mf  breast  { 
"^  not  you  would  favour  me, 
Vould  you  but  slight  the  rest! 


n  endure  mj'  own  despaii 
ut  not  another's  hope. 


AMVNTA-S  LIPS. 


Ah  near  a  fountain's  cooling  side. 

The  fair  Amyuta  lay. 
Her  looks  incrcae'iJ  the  EiUDtner'E  pride- 

Her  eyes  the  face  of  day. 

The  roses  round  blush'd  deeper  red — 

To  aee  IhemEehes  outdone. 
Each  lily  droop' il  iig  little  head— 

And  mourn'd  its  beauty  gooe. 

Unto  this  fountain's  soft  retreat — 

A  bee  enamour'd  fieiv — 
To  Ileal  Amynlu'a  every  gweel 

And  rifle  balmy  dew. 

Drawn  by  the  fragrance  of  her  breath. 

Her  wanton  lipe  he  irooed, 
O'erconic  with  bliaa  cold  icy  death. 

The  happy  rogue  pursued. 


•r  XirOL4ND  AMD  IBBLAND.  16$ 

Ak !  MttU  iwe  hovr  bleit  thy  fate— 

TI17  lot  WM  joy  divioe* 
£*CB  Kingi  wmiU  quit  their  royal  atate— 

To  meet  a  death  like  thine. 


[Ow  oU  coOMtlaM  of  tODgt  eoBtaiB  nuuijr  Tcnioni  of  the  above, 
to  aHMtteliij  li  olM  itUiidA.   Th«  UKor  thtokt  tte  prvnit 
or  tte  af  li  BOit  pninmMc.] 


WE  ALL  TO  BEAUTY  BOW. 

We  all  to  conquering  beauty  bow. 

Its  pleasing  power  admire ; 
But  I  ne'er  knew  a  face  till  now 

That  could  like  yours  inspire : 
Now  I  may  say  I  met  with  one 

Amazes  all  mankind ; 
And,  like  men  gazing  on  the  sun, 

¥^th  too  much  light  am  blind. 

Soft,  as  the  tender  moving  sighs. 

When  longing  lovers  meet. 
Like  the  divining  prophets,  wise ; 

Like  new-blown  roses,  sweet ; 
Modest,  yet  gay ;  reserved,  yet  free  1 

Each  happy  night  a  bride ; 
A  mien  like  awful  mi^esty. 

And  yet  no  spark  of  pride. 

The  patriarch  to  win  a  wife. 
Chaste,  beautiful,  and  young, 

Serv'd  fourteen  years  a  painful  life. 
And  never  thought  it  long : 


to  reward  such  can 
And  life  10  loDg  would  sMy, 
Not  fourteen,  but  four  hundred  yi 
Would  Beein  but  u  one  day. 


AN  EXCUSE  FOR  DRINKING. 

Upbnud  me  not,  capricious  f&ir. 

With  drinking  to  excess ; 
I  should  Dot  want  to  drown  decp&ii 

Were  your  indifference  leu. 

Love  me,  my  dear,  and  you  ehall  lind,  I 

When  thie  cxcuee  ia  goni!. 
That  all  my  bliss,  when  Chloe'8  kind,  I 

Ie  fixed  on  her  Hlonc. 

The  god  of  wine  the  victory 

To  beauty  yield*  with  joy  ( 
For  BacchuB  only  drinks  like  me. 

When  Ariadne's  coy. 


TO  THE  BROOK, 

To  the  brook  and  the  willow  that  huard  him  complaii 
Poor  Colin  went  weeping  and  laid  them  hia  pain; 
Swcel  stream,  he  cried,  sadly  I'll  leach  thee  to  flow. 
And  thy  waters  shal)  mournfully  run  with  my  woe. 


rflf  •r  WMOhAMB  AND  IBBLAXD.  IH7 


Ib  aorrovr  Bnd  BBfuiih  my  Mary  now  lies, 

Slie  counts  tlic  SBd  monenta  of  Time  u  it  flies ; 

To  tke  njaplit  my  heait'i  love,  ye  soft  slumbers  repair, 

Spntd  your  downy  wingi  o'er  her,  and  make  her  your 


Let  me  be  left  restless,  my  eyes  never  close. 
So  the  sleep  that  I  lose,  gives  my  fair  one  repose, 
Dear  atreBm  I  if  yon  ehance  by  her  pillow  to  creep, 
PerhafM  your  soft  murmurs  may  lull  her  asleep. 

Oh  if  1  am  doom'd  to  be  wretched  indeed — 
And  the  lots  of  my  Mary  the  fates  have  decreed : — 
Believe  me  thou  Aiir  one— Oh  Mary  believe, 
That  I  ugh  for  thy  loss — and  I  live  but  to  grieve. 

Soft  glide  gentle  brook — gentle  streamlet  soft  glide — 
While  I  lay  me  to  die — on  your  flower  painted  side — 
But  swiftly  flow  on — and  to  Mary  the  fair — 
The  love  of  poor  Colin  that's  dying,  O  bear ! 


rn«  eopy  of  tkls  MBf  U  fiven  from  two  or  thno  Tenioot  cod- 
Calnad  In  dlflemt  ooUectkwi.  In  many  of  the  •ongi  In  this  Tolnmr 
printsd  withoot  uaj  nnme,  ttiere  !■  much  prrttlncit  and  mnrh  ele- 
gnacn,  but  MOietlilnf  of  affectation  rant  throuRh  the  whole  of  them 
•■4  mndi  iacqoalltjr.  Prom  all  part*,  from  all  odd  rolnmea,  and 
ttam  dUhrtnt  mannecripts  these  eonc*  found  their  way  Into  oar 
AndwIoglM,  it  ia  not  Improbable  bat  tJiat  MTeral  of  them  are  the 
oampatMaBM  of  tb»  Tarloiu  coUectora  and  compUert. 

Ob«  woold  almoet  imagine  that  Bamt  had  leen  the  abore  lonf^ 
i  ha  wrota  his  baaatifU  lyric  In  honour  of  Mra.  Oenefal  Stewart  :— 
"  Flow  (antly  iwwt  AfUm  among  thy  grceu  braee."] 


Ah!  bright  Belindft,  hither  flj. 
And  such  a  light  ducorer. 

As  msf  the  abEenl  hud  supplf. 
And  chear  the  drooping  lorcr. 

Arise,  my  diiy,  with  speed  arise. 
And  all  my  sorrows  banish : 

Before  (lie  nun  of  thy  bright  ?yw, 
All  gloomy  (errors  vanish. 

No  longer  l«t  me  sigh  in  vain, 
And  curse  the  hoarded  treasure: 

Why  ahould  you  love  to  give  us  pun, 
When  you  were  made  for  pleasure} 

The  petty  powers  of  bell  destroy  ; 

To  save  the  pride  of  heaven  : 
To  you  the  first,  if  you  prove  coy ; 

If  kind,  the  last  is  given. 

The  choice  then  surc's  not  hard  to 

Betwixt  a  good  and  evil ; 
Which  title  had  you  ^thcr  take. 

My  goddcBS,  or.  my  devil  ? 


i  NOT  THE  BRIGHTNESS  OF  THOSE  E^ES. 


i>iiM  ibe  liquid  bri(;l>'ii<^>  of  thoH  cyci, 

ptiwiin  with  pleuuTC  and  drlifrhi ; 

wtW  fair  Imreniy  ar<rbi»  which  arite 
^t* «di  of  ibem  to  shade  tfieir  light; 

't  Hoi  ihat  hair  which  pJayi  with  erery  wind, 
J"'  lo»«  to  wanton  round  thy  face ; 
^"i^  itr^ng  o'er  thy  forehead,  now  behind 
Miiriiij  with  intidiont  grace. 

I"  Hoi  that  loTely  ranjfe  of  welh,  as  white 

IJ'O'wiboni  ahcep,  equal  and  fairt 

l^fven  thai  gentle  smile  the  heart'i  delight, 

"''"hieh  no  auijlc  could  e'er  compere; 

"  lot  that  chin  *o  round,  thai  neck  so  fine, 
-!""«  brtiAU  that  swell  to  tueei  my  lose ; 

"H  t^y  ^^jng  waist,  that  form  divine, 

"'"ajhi  below,  nor  ought  above. 

"  Ont  ihe  living  colours  oviT  each, 
^'iWure'i  fiaett  pencil  wrought, 

'ntnietbefrethblownroBe.and  blooming  peach, 
g     Buck  the  happiest  painter's  thought ; 
j^    lii  ibit  gentle  mind,  thai  ardent  love, 
^""dly  aofwering  my  desire ; 

Ence  with  which  you  look,  and  speak,  and 

I   ''"tt  hsYt  set  my  soul  on  fire. 


FAIE   AND   SOFT. 


I 


Pair,  and  soft,  and  gay,  aad  young. 

All  charm  !  sbe  play'd,  she  daiic'd,  abe  sung. 

There  wa»  nu  way  to  'acape  the  dart. 

No  CATO  could  guard  the  lover's  licart. 

Ah!  why  ory'd  I,  and  dropt  a  tear, 

(Adoring',  yet  deepairiu^  e'er 

To  huvt!  her  to  myself  alone) 

WuB  so  much  BWCetnefiS  mute  (or  one  f 

But  growing  bolder,  in  her  ear 
I  in  soft  Dumbere  Cold  my  care; 
She  beard  and  rais'd  me  from  her  feet, 
And  secm'd  to  glow  with  equal  beat. 
Like  heaven's,  tno  mighty  to  exprMt, 
My  joyi  could  but  be  known  by  gueu  I 
Ah !  fool,  aaid  I,  what  ha*e  J  dune. 
To  wish  her  made  for  more  than  one.' 

But  loDf  1  hod  not  been  in  view. 
Before  her  eyes  their  beams  withilrcw ; 
E'er  I  had  reckon'd  half  her  chartna 
She  sunk  iulo  another's  anoE. 
But  she  thiLt  oncv  eould  taiibleeg  be. 
Will  fovuur  him  no  more  than  me ; 
He  Coo  will  6nd  himself  utidone. 
And  that  elie  ivna  not  made  for  one 
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RAIL   NO   MORE. 

Rafl  BO  more  ye  letrned  asiea» 

'GuniC  tliejoyt  the  bowl  supplies; 
Sound  its  depth  and  fiU  your  K^Mses, 

Wisdom  al  the  bottom  lies. 
FiU  them  hifpher  still  and  higher, 

Shall  our  draughts  perplex  the  brain ; 
^pping  quenches  all  our  fire, 

Bumpers  light  it  up  again. 

Draw  the  scene  for  wit  and  pleasure — 

Enter  jollity  and  joy ; 
We  for  thinking  ha%'e  no  leisure, 

Manly  mirth  is  our  employ : 
Since  in  life  there's  nothing  certain. 

Well  the  present  hour  engage } 
And  when  death  shall  drop  the  curtain, 

With  applause  we'll  quit  the  istage. 


A   TOAST. 

Let  the  waiter  bring  clean  glasses, 
With  a  fresh  supply  of  wine ; 

For  I  see  by  all  your  fucci*. 
In  my  wishes  you  will  join. 

It  is  not  the  charms  of  l»eauty 
Which  I  purpose  to  proclaim, 

We  a  while  will  leave  that  duty. 
For  a  more  prevailing  theme. 


To  the  health  I'di  now  proposinfr, 
Let's  hate  one  full  glass  at  least ; 

No  one  here  caa  think'i  impoaiof; — 
Tis  the  founder  of  ihc  feast. 


CARE,  THOU  CANKER- 


Care,  thou  canker  of  our  joja. 
Now  thy  tyrant  reign  it  o'er. 

Fill  the  niygtic  liowl,  my  boys. 
Join  the  bscchanaiian  roar. 

Seize  the  viUuin,  plunj^e  him  in, 
See  the  hated  mitcruunt  <lie8 : — 

Mirth  and  all  thy  Imo  come  in, 
Utmish  sorrow,  tears  and  sight. 

O'er  our  merry  midnight  howls, 
(),  how  happy  &hall  we  be ; 

Day  wuB  made  for  vulgar  touls. 
Night  my  bO'ys  for  you  and  me. 


A  CHOIR  OF  BRIGHT  BEAUTIES. 

A  choir  of  bright  benutiei 
In  Rpring  did  appear, 
"    le  a  May-lady 
n  the  year ,- 
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AU  the  nymphi  were  in  white, 

And  the  shepherds  in  green. 
The  gvlftod  was  given. 

And  Phillis  was  queen. 
But  Phillis  refused  it. 

And  sighing  did  say, 
ril  not  wear  a  garland, 

WUle  Pui  is  away. 

While  Pkn  and  fair  Syrinx 

Are  (led  from  the  shure. 
The  graces  are  banish'd, 

And  love  is  no  more : 
The  soft  god  of  pleasure 

That  warm'd  our  desirck, 
Has  broken  his  bow. 

And  extinguuh'd  his  iircs 
And  vows  that  himself 

And  his  mother  will  mourn, 
Till  Pan  and  fair  Syrinx 

m 

In  triumph  return. 

Forbear  your  addresses, 

And  court  us  nu  more ; 
For  we  will  perform 

WhnX  the  deity  swore : 
But  if  you  dare  think 

Of  desen'ing  our  charms. 
Away  with  your  sheep-hooks. 

And  take  to  vour  arms : 

m 

Then  laurels  uud  myrtles 

Your  bruws  bhuil  adorn, 
Wlien  Pau  and  fair  Syrinx 
In  triumph  return. 
>L.  I.  o 


OH  r  FORBEAR  TO  BID  ME  SUGHT  HF,R,  J 


Oh !  forbear  to  bid  me  slight  her. 
Soul  uid  senses  take  her  port; 

Could  my  death  itself  delight  her. 
Life  should  leap  to  leare  my  heart. 

■Strong',  though  soft,  a  lover's  chain, 

Charm'd  with  wee,  and  pleased  with  pain. 

Though  the  tender  flame  were  dying. 
Love  would  light  it  al  her  eyes; 

Or,  lier  tuneful  voice  applyiDg-, 
Throu)(h  iny  ear  my  soul  surjiriec. 

Deaf,  1  see  the  fate  I  shuu ; 

Blind.  I  hear  and  am  undone. 


Vainly  now  yc  Birlve  to  cbann  tae. 
All  ye  8wei;  a  of  blooming  May  j 

How  can  empty  Hnnsbine  warm  me. 
While  Lotharia  keepi  away  i 

(io,  yc  warhlijig  l>ird«,  go  leave  mei 
Shade,  ye  clouds,  the  »i(iiliiig  iky  t 
Sweeter  iiotet)  h«r  VDU'e  can  give  int', 
I'lvr  luntbiDc  filii  her  eye. 
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AT  SETTING   DAY 
AABON  niMi. 

Since  sounding  drums,  and  ri«in^  war, 

iBTite  my  love  to  dan^r, 
111  Bik  of  every  smiltntr  »tar. 

To  sliield  my  roving  raii^rf'r. 

While  o'er  the  field,  uiifcarini;^  wounds. 

You  presi  the  foe,  retreat infr* 
111  trace  the  dear  remciiiber'd  bounds. 

Of  our  more  gciitic  meetinir. 

m  pa»8  whole  days  in  yon  sweet  ?rove. 
Where  first  thy  toni^uc  dirceiv'd  me, 

When,  listening  dumi),  I  t>iii>h*d  my  lovf. 
And  no  fear'd  absence  prievM  me. 

On  every  bank  thy  Mc  hath  prcss'd, 
I'll  8lecp  and  dream  Tin  ii«.'ur  tluM! ; 

And  each  ^weet  l>ird  tliat  iitruiiis  h'ns  bn'ust. 
Shall  wake  my  hopes  to  hrar  y»*. 

To  all  our  hauntn  I  will  repair, 
And,  cold,  on  yon  bleak  mountain. 

Trace  all  thy  once  tro<l  foot? tops  tbcn\ 
And  weep  o'er  each  i»ad  fountain 

Tberc  wtU  I  teach  the  trees  to  wear 
Thy  name,  in  soft  imp^'^^ion ; 

And  bornm*  siirhs  from  roviuji^  air. 
To  »well  mv  soul's  confctj^iou. 


THK    CONQUEST. 
WILLIAM  THOKPSOK, 

When  Ph<£buB  heard  laotbe  iiog. 
And  sweetly  bid  the  ttroves  rcjoitie, 

Jculoiie,  he  smole  the  trembling  atringj 
De&liiLiriug  -quite  to  raaU'h  her  vgice.^ 

Smiling,  her  harpsiL'liord  glie  strung :   , 
Aa  soon  bh  eIic  began  to  play. 

Away  his  harp  poor  PhiBbus  flung ; 
It  iVBS  DO  lime  for  him  to  stay. 

Yet  hold ;  before  your  godship  go. 
The  fair  sbnll  gain  another  prize : 

Your  voice  and  lyre's  outdone  you  If  Dfli 
No  leBi  thy  eunsbine  by  her  eyes. 


DEAR  COLIN  PREVENT. 
LADV   MARV  WOKTLSy   MONTAOU./J 

Bum  Blioot  Iftw— Dirt  !?«. 

Dear  Colin  preveut  luy  warm  lilu»bcs, 
Since  how  can  I  speak  without  pain^ 

My  eycB  have  oft  told  you  my  w)abe«,      i 
0  !  can't  yvu  their  meaning  ezplunJ'^ 
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My  puiion  would  lo»e  by  exprensiou. 
And  yoa  too  mii^ht  cruelly  I>1uiih'  ; 

Then  don't  you  expect  ■  confoaiDii, 
Of  what  b  too  tender  to  iinine. 

Since  yourt  is  the  province  of !« peaking, 
Why  should  you  expect  it  from  inc ; 

Our  wishes  should  be  in  our  kcepini;, 
1111  yon  tell  us  t%'hat  they  shouli!  hv. 

Then  ipiickly  why  don't  you  discover  ? 

Did  your  heart  feel  such  torture;*  as  niiiit*. 
I  need  not  tell  over  and  over. 

What  I  in  my  boyoni  con  A  no. 


'"  tMdj  M.  W.  Montaipi,  ia  a  letter  to  her  daufhtvr,  the  (  (niiilCHs 
of  Bute,  itatct  that  the  above  poem  waa  hamled  abf)iit  an  the  sup. 
poMd  addrcMof  Laiy  Hertford  to  Lord  William  Ifamilti»n.  and  that 
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COLIN'S  ANSWKR 
LADY  MABY^'ORTLKY  MONTACil?. 

Good  Madam  when  ladies  arc  willing, 
A  man  must  ncetls  look  like  a  fool ; 

For  me  I  would  not  f^ivc  a  sliiHiiiir 
For  one  that  can  love  wit li out  rule. 

At  least  you  should  wait  for  our  ofTcrii, 
Nor  snatch  like  old  maids  in  despair ; 

If  you've  lived  to  these  years  without  proffer? 
Your  si^i^hs  arc  now  lost  in  the  air. 


You  should  leave  us  lo  gTiees  M  your  bliiehlng 
And  not  speak  the  mtitlcr  too  plain ; 

Tjh  ours  to  be  forward  mid  pu»LiD(;; 
'Tis  voiirs  to  ftffet^t  a  disd^n. 

That  you're  in  m  terrible  taking 
From  all  your  fond  og lings  I  see ! 

But  the  fruit  that  will  fall  without  «h( 
Indeed  is  too  mellow  for  me. 


AS  O'EIl  ASTERU'S  FIELDS  1  ROVE. 

WILMAM  80MBHVI1.LB, 

As  o'er  Asieria's  fields  I  rove, 
TUc  blissful  seat  of  peace  aud  love, 
Teu  thousand  beauties  round  nic  rise, 
Aiid  mingle  [kleaaure  »-ith  surprise. 
By  nature  blcased  in  every  pan, ' 
Adom'd  with  evety  grace  of  art. 
This  paradise  of  blooming' joy« 
Each  raptur'd  sense  at  ouce  employs. 

But  when  I  vieiv  the  radiant  queen 
Who  f(irmM  this  fair  enchantinjf;  M-enq 
Pardon,  ye  ^rvts!  ye  crystal  floods ! 
Ye  breathing  flowers '.  ye  shady  iroodi  i 
Your  coolncsB^  now  no  more  invites  ( 
No  more  your  mnrmnring  stream  delif 
Your  sweets  decay,  your  verdure's  floM 
My  soul's  intent  on  her  alone. 
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PARAPHRASE  UPON  A  FRENCH  SONG. 


9km  da  Vtai  1  jimplort  ton  yticMc. 
WILLIAM  SOMEBTILLR. 

Kind  relief  io  all  my  pain. 
Jolly  Bacchus !  hear  my  prayer, 
Vengeance  on  th'  unfj^rateful  fair ! 
In  thy  iimiling  cordial  ttowl 
Drown  the  sorrows  of  my  houI  : 
All  thy  deity  employ. 
Gild  each  gloomy  thought  with  joy. 
Jolly  Bacchus !  save,  O  save. 
From  the  deep-devouring  grave, 
A  poor  despairing  dying  s^-ain. 

Haste  away. 

Haste  away. 
Lash  thy  tigers,  do  not  stay ; 
I'm  undone  if  thou  delay  : 
If  1  view  those  eves  once  more, 

* 

Still  shall  love  and  still  adore. 
And  be  more  wretched  than  before. 
See  the  glory  round  her  face ! 

See  her  move ! 

With  what  a  grace ! 

Ye  gods  above ! 
Is  she  not  one  of  your  immortal  race  ? 
Fly  ye  winged  Cupids  !  fly ; 
Dart  like  lightning  through  the  sky : 


Would  y. 


n  tDsrlile  U 


The  dear  one  to  my  arm*  compel; 
Bring  her  in  bauds  of  inyrtle  tied ; 
Bid  her  forget,  and  bid  her  hide       < 
All  her  acoTH  and  all  her  pride. 
Would  ye  tlist  your  slave  reptty 
A  Binoking  hecatomb  each  day  ! 

O  restore 
The  beauteoufl  g'uddc.is  I  adore '. 
O  restore  with  all  her  charms. 
The  faithless  vngrant  to  my  arms! 


THE  PARTING  KISS, 


Bom  m3— Died  ITOt. 

One  kind  klsB  before  we  part, 

Drop  a  tear  aiid  liid  mlieu : 
Tliough  we  sever,  my  foud  heart 

Till  we  meet  shall  pant  for  you. 
Yet,  yet,  weep  not  so  my  love. 

Let  mc  kiss  that  falling  tear. 
Though  my  body  mitet  remove. 

All  my  soul  will  still  be  here. 
All  my  aoul  and  all  my  heart. 

And  eveiy  iviah  shall  pant  for  yoofg 


Oau  kind  kiss  then  i 
Drop  a  teur  and  bid  adii 


I 


To  Fanny  fair  could  I  inipiin 

lliat  beaulf  which  has  won  ruy  bean. 

She  (cwccl)'  accms  lo  know  : 
l-'nebill'd  in  nrt  of  woni«ukind, 
Wilhoal  ilesigD  she  cLarmi ; 
How  ckii  thoBC  sparkliug  eyes  be  blind, 

Which  every  tiuiom  w 
.Slie  knows  her  power  U  oil  deceit. 

The  cunsciouB  blnsfacB  «howi, 
Thoic  blushes  to  the  eye  more  iweet 

Than  th'  op'ning  budding  rose : 
Yet  the  delicious  fragrant  rose. 

That  chartna  ibe  lenie  so  miicb, 
XJpon  a  thorny  brier  grows. 

And  wounds  with  ev'ry  touch, 
-^i  first  when  I  beheld  [he  fair. 

With  raptures  I  wu  blest  i 
I)ut  ss  I  would  approach  more  near, 

Ai  once  I  lost  my  rebl  ( 
TTi'  inchanting  sight,  the  sweet  eurprise. 

Prepare  me  for  my  dooui ; 
^ne  i;ruel  look  from  those  hrigbt  eyes 
Will  lay  me  in  my  toiub. 


•■  Burni  wbelhcr  h«  di 


Born  ITW— DIM  I77», 

When  Delia  on  ihe  plain  appesrt. 
Awed  \iy  a  thousand  lender  fenn, 
I  would  approaeh,  but  dare  nut  moMi 
Tdl  me,  my  heart,  if  tliis  be  iavei 

Whene'er  libc  speaks,  my  ravish'tl  ear 
No  utiier  coice  but  hers  can  hear. 
No  olber  wil  but  hers  approrei 
TeU  me  my  heart  if  tluc  be  lora  i 

If  she  some  other  youth  counnend. 
Though  1  WU8  once  his  fondest  frion' 
Hia  inawm  enemy  I  prove: 
Tell  tiie,  my  heart,  if  this  be  lo*e  f 

When  flhe  is  absent,  I  no  more 
Delight  in  nil  that  pleos'd  before, 
Tlie  clearest  spring,  or  thadiest  gtv' 
Tel!  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love ! 

When,  fond  of  power,  of  beauty  vaS 
HiiT  aeXs  she  spread  for  every  »wu^ 
I  strove  to  hate,  but  vainly  strove  = 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  (his  be  love  ^  , 


F  BNOLl.VO  AH' 


^■L  Myra,  wliy  if  ffenllc  love 

A  ttnui^r  tu  thai  miud, 
^icb  pliy  and  c»Iecni  can  move : 

Wliich  can  be  jiut  and  kind  i 

It  il,  because  you  fear  to  sliarc 
The  illi  that  LoTe  inotesi ; 
I   Mie  ji>^i)UB  duulit,  the  tender  care, 
Thitt  nx\  the  anjuruus  lireatii ! 

I  Alai  >.  by  «ome  degree  of  woe 
J       We  every  bliss  iiiiut  gain  : 

■oc  hean  can  ne'er  a  trannpurt  kttow. 
Tbal  never  feela  a  piun. 


S>! 


UKAVY  hours  are  almost  HaSS'D. 


0  l,rTTBLTD». 


"■Tie  heavy  hours  are  almwBl  pHaa'd 
_     That  pan  my  luve  and  me : 
*J  lon^Qg  eyei  may  hope  at  last 
Their  only  wish  to  see. 

'il  how,  my  Delia,  will  you  meet 
^^  Tlie  man  you've  lost  so  loug  I 
'V;u  lore  in  nil  your  pnli 
L       And  treuible  on  your  1 


Will  yon  in  CTCry  look  declare 
Your  heart  is  elill  the  same. 

And  heal  each  idly  anxious  care. 
Our  {van  in  ahsencc  frame. 

Thus,  Delin,  thus  I  painl  the  scnic. 
When  shortly  we  shall  meet ; 

And  try  ivhal  yet  remmnH  between 
Of  loiteriD;^  time  to  cheat. 

But  if  the  dream  that  soothea  my  mind 
Shall  False  and  groundleati  prove  ; 

If  I  am  doom'd  at  length  to  bnd 
Ynu  liavc  furgot  to  love; 

All  I  of  VcnuB  ask,  it  this : 

No  mure  to  let  ns  join : 
But  grant  me  here  the  flittteriug  bliM 

To  die,  and  think  you  mine. 


I 

i 


\LTOGETHER. 


Vee,  I'm  ill  lore,  I  feel  it  now. 
And  Celia  haa  undone  luc  { 

And  yet  1  mvear  I  can't  toll  how 
The  pleasing  platpie  stole  on  me. 


I 


■OKCI8  or  BXOLAMO  AMD  I%KL.AilO,  'i 

111  not  her  bee  that  Invc  creaKt, 

For  there  no  gncet  ivvd  ( 
Tt*  not  her  ihape,  for  there  the  fUcK, 

Hate  raiher  been  uaeliiL 

Tin  not  her  air,  for  aun;  in  that 
Tliere't  DotMog  more  than  coinmun, 

And  all  her  aenBc  U  ooly  chat. 
Like  any  other  wontan- 

Hcr  voice,  her  (ouch  inifcht  ^vc  ih'  alurio, 
"Twu  both  perhaps,  or  oetlher; 

la  abort,  Iwas  that  provoking;  chunn 
Of  Celia  altogether. 


[WuuwD  vruMbout  • 


I 


Not  the  Boft  »igli«  of  veruul  galee, 
The  fragrance  of  the  flowery  nJes, 
7*he  luurtDur*  of  tbe  crystal  rill, 
Xbe  vi>cbJ  grore,  tbe  v^ant  hill  j 
Not  all  their  t^hvuiB,  though  all  u:ul 
C*a  toucb  my  bosom  with  deliglit. 


Not  oil  tbu  gcioB  on  India's  ahorr. 

Not  all  Peru's  unbouuded  More, 

Nut  all  the  power,  nor  all  the  fonie. 

That  heroes,  kings,  or  poets  claim  ; 

Nor  knowledite  which  the  learn'd  appron 

To  form  one  wiah  my  toul  cod  move. 

Yet  Nature's  charms  allure  to;  eyes. 
And  knowledge,  wealth,  and  fauie  I  priM 
rame.  wealth,  and  knowledge  1  obtain, 
Nor  BC«k  I  Nature's  ch&rms  in  mo 
III  lovely  StclU  all  combiae, 
And,  lovely  Stella  ]  tliou  art  mine. 


,1   SHENSTONB. 


1  told  my  uvnipli,  I  told  her  true. 

My  fields  were  email,  my  flocks  were  few}j 

While  faulCering  accents  spoke  my  fear. 

That  Flavla  might  not  prove  sincere. 

Of  crops  dcKtroy'd  by  veruol  cold. 

And  vagrant  slieep  that  left  my  fold  : 

Of  these  she  heard,  yet  bore  to  hear; 

And  is  not  Flavia  then  sincere  i 

lltiw  choug'd  hy  fortune'*  fickle  wind. 

The  frieudH  I  lov'il  became  iinkiad, 

SIjc  heard,  nud  sht^d  a  g-euerous  tear ; 

And  is  not  Flmiu  then  siuccref 
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How  if  the  deij^ed  my  Iu\  e  tn  h\e%». 
My  FUvia  must  out  bu|ie  fur  drcts ; 
Thill  too  the  heard,  aud  imird  to  hear ; 
And  Flavia  sure  must  be  siocvre. 

Go  shear  your  floi'ka,  ye  jovial  ftwaius, 
Go  reap  the  p1ent\-  of  your  plains ; 
Despoil'd  of  al]  which  you  revere, 
I  know  mv  Flavia's  low  iiincerc. 


TIIF.  LANDSfAPK. 
WILLIAM  tiUEN8TONE. 

How  pleas'd  within  my  native  bower." 

Ere  while  I  passM  the  day  ! 
Was  ever  scene  so  deckM  with  nrnvcr- .' 

Were  ever  flowers  so  eay  ? 

How  bwectly  sinil'd  the  hill,  the  vulc, 
And  all  the  landscape  round ! 

The  river  i^lidini;  down  the  dale ! 
The  hill  with  bccchcb  crownM  I 

But  now,  when  urifM  by  tender  woe», 

1  speed  to  meet  luy  deur. 
That  hill  and  stream  niy  zeal  oppose, 

And  check  my  fond  career. 

No  more,  ^^ince  Daphne  was  my  theme, 
Tlieir  wonted  charmn  I  see  : 

That  venlant  liill  and  silver  i»ireau>. 
Divide  my  love  and  me. 


THE  LOVELY  DEUA  SMILES  AGAIN..^ 

WILMAU  BBENSTONE. 

The  lovely  Delia  euDes  a^^in '. 

That  killing  (town  has  left  her  bro 
Cau  she  forgive  my  jculuue  pnio, 

Aud  give  me  back  my  angry  von-  i 
Love  is  an  April's  doubtful  day  ; 

Awhile  we  see  the  tempest  low'ti 
Anon  ibe  radiaut  beav'o  survey. 

And  quite  for>;ct  the  flitting  shvw'r. 

Thu  iowvn  thm  hung  their  languid  head 

Are  banisU'd  by  the  transient  rains; 
The  vines  their  wonted  tendrils  spread. 

And  dnuble  verdure  gilds  the  plains. 
The  sprightly  birds,  llmt  droop'd  no  lesc^ 

Beneath  the  p<iwer  of  rain  and  wind. 
In  every  raptur'd  note,  express 

The  joy  I  feel,— when  thou  art  kind. 


WILLIAU  COLLIRSi     { 

Bom  1710— Died  1714. 
To  fair  Fidela's  grassy  tomb 

Soft  maids  and  village  hinds  sbftll  brt 
Each  op'ning  gwcei  of  earlieat  bloom. 

And  rifle  all  the  brenthing'  spring. 


I 


Kmo*  or  sirouifD  jnd  inii 


No  »«iliDg  ^hosi  *biiI1  dare  appur 
Tu  Tex  witli  abriek*  tbi*  quiei  grore  j 

Bui  tfaepbenl  lads  wuciable  here, 
Atiii  tDcltmg  virgiuB  own  ibeir  lore. 

Kd  wilbcr'd  wilcb  tball  bi^rc  lie  seen  j 
No  ^bliuB  lead  thrlr  iilgbtly  new. 

The  female  fays  (ball  boiint  ibe  green. 
And  drcBB  ihy  grave  with  pearly  dew  ! 

Tbe  redlireul  ofi,  ai  cv'niog  bours 
,        Sbsll  kindly  leod  liia  lillle  ud, 
I  With  hoary  mo$»,  and  gather'd  floiv'n, 
I      To  decV  the  ground  where  ihou  art  laid 

When  bowling  niads  and  beating  ruin 
In  tempests  ebake  the  Rylvan  cell. 

Or  midst  the  chnce  on  every  plain 
Tlie  tender  thought  oa  ihee  shall  dwell ; 

Each  lonely  iccnc  shall  thee  restore; 

For  thee  the  lear  be  duly  tUed ; 
Belov'd  till  life  can  chana  no  more. 

And  moura'd  till  Pity's  self  be  dead. 


Born  I7>i— DlRl  17 


The  shape  alone  let  others  prite, 

The  feainrea  of  the  fair ; 
I  loolc  for  spirit  iu  her  eyes, 

And  meaning  in  her  tur. 

A  damask  check,  an  iv^ory  ano, 
Shtdl  ne'er  my  iviibes  win  j 

Give  me  an  animated  form 
That  gpc&ks  a  mind  within. 

A  face  where  awful  honour  akines, 
Where  sense  and  eweelnesB  move, 

And  an)^el  innocenee  re&ne« 
The  tenderness  of  love. 

Tliese  are  the  soul  of  beauty's  fnun*. 

Without  whose  vital  aid, 
UaliDisli'd  all  her  features  sccro. 

And  all  her  roses  dead. 

But,  ah  1  where  both  their  chanuB  !».■ 

How  perfeet  is  the  view; 
With  every  image  of  delight. 

With  grac«B  ever  new. 


MNHM  or  SMOLANO  AND  IBILANU.     *2  1  1 

Of  power  to  chum  the  greatest  woe. 

The  wildeft  r»ge  control, 
Dittiuang  mildneM  o'er  the  broir, 

And  r^>tiire  through  the  soul. 

Their  power  but  faintly  to  express 

All  language  must  despair ; 
Bat  go,  behold  Arpasia's  face. 

And  read  it  perfect  there. 


tTUitoaff  if  attribotad  to  Akenalde  on  the  autbority  uf  KitMni. 
1  aad  tt  priotad  ia  Mr  Dycc't  Editton  of  Akcnvide't  Porm»  Jiut  pub- 
Hahad,  to  wUch  the  Editor  baa  added  a  rerj  able  fin<!  tnteri>«tlnr 
itoftbcpoatfaUfe.] 


O  NANCY  WILT  THOr  GO  WITH  MK. 

THOMAS  PERCY. 

Born  17»->Dicd  1811. 

O  Nancy,  wilt  thou  go  with  uic, 

Nor  sigh  to  leave  the  flaunting  town  ? 
Can  silent  glens  have  charms  for  thee. 

The  lowly  cot  and  ru»bct  gown  ? 
No  longer  drest  in  silken  sheen, 

No  longer  dcck'd  with  jewels  rare, 
Say,  canst  thou  quit  each  courtly  scene. 

Where  thou  wert  fairest  of  the  fair  ? 

O  Nancy !  when  thou'rt  far  away. 
Wilt  thou  not  cast  a  wish  behind  ? 

Say,  canst  thou  face  the  parching  ray, 
Nor  shrink  before  the  wintry  wind  ? 


O  can  that  son  and  gentle  mien 

Gxlrcmes  of  Itirdship  learn  to  bear, 

Nor  sad  regret  each  courily  sccoe. 
Where  thou  ivert  fnirest  of  Ihe  fair  ? 

O  Xnncjr !  canst  tliou  love  ao  true. 

Through  perils  keen  with  me  to  go. 
Or  when  thy  swaia  mUhap  shall  rue. 

To  share  with  bim  the  i>ang  uf  woe ! 
Say,  should  diseaEe  or  puin  befal. 

Wilt  thou  assume  the  nurse's  care, 
Nhr  wieiful  those  jjay  scenes  recal. 

Where  thou  werl  fiiirest  of  the  fwr  i 

Aaii  when  at  last  tby  love  shall  die. 

Wilt  Ibou  reccitc  his  parting  breMb  > 
Wilt  tliou  repress  each  struggling  sigh. 

And  cheer  with  smiles  the  bed  of  death  i 
And  wilt  thou  o'er  his  bruatbless  cluy 

Strew  dowen,  and  drop  the  tender  tear. 
Nor  then  regret  those  scenes  bo  gay 

Wiere  thou  wert  fairest  of  the  fair  ? 


Oic  Bellqo™  of  Ancient  BdcIUIi  Pontrr.  ■ 
»  Ent^ihlitentiirstluuiiuiTOlberliftKd 


I 
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CELIA.  LIT  SOT  PRtDE  UNDO  VOU 


Celia,  let  not  pride  uudo  yuu, 
Lotc  and  life  fly  swiftly  on  j 
'  Vtt  Doi  DaiDon  stilt  punue  yuu, 

■      Slill  in  Tain,  till  love  is  gone : 
See  how  fair  the  blooming  rosv  in, 
S«  by  all  how  juelly  prie'd  j 
But  when  ii  ita  beauty  loses, 
See  tUe  wither'd  thing  despia'd. 

Whcii  thfjsc  ebarms  lliut  yoiitli  htve  lent  you. 

I    Like  the  roses  are  decay 'd, 
Celia,  you'll  loo  late  repent  you. 
And  be  forc'd  to  die  a  maid  ! 
I^io  a  maid  1  die  a  moid  !  die  a  maid  ! 
Cclia,  you'll  too  laic  repent  you, 
Ant)  be  forc'd  to  die  a  maid  ! 


*  mVELY  WOMAN  STOOPS  TO  FOLLY. 
OLtVBB  OOLDSMtTB. 


When  lotoly  woman  stoops  lo  folly. 

And  finds  loo  late  that  men  betray, 
Wltat  charm  cbd  sooth  ber  iiielaneboly ! 
■sWhat  art  can  wash  her  guilt  away  i 


Tlie  oalj  art  her  guilt  to  cover. 
To  hide  her  shame  from  every  i 

To  ifive  repenlanco  to  ber  lover. 
And  ivrinjr  hU  bosom,  h  to  die. 


I 


FROM  THE  ORATORIO  OF  THE  CAPTTVITY. 

OI,lVEB  GOLDSMITH. 

Tlie  wretch  condemn'd  with  life 

Still,  Btill  on  hope  relie«  { 
And  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart 

Bids  expectfttioD  rise. 

Hope,  like  the  glimmering  taper's  I 

Adorns  and  cheers  the  way : 
.And  still,  Aa  darker  grows  the  night,  j 

Emits  a  brighter  ray. 


MAY  EVE, 
KATE  OF  ABERDEEN. 


Bom  IJSB— IM«1  I77S. 

The  silver  moon's  enamour'd 
Steals  aoftly  ihrn'  the  aigbt. 

To  ivanion  with  (he  winding  B 
And  kiss  reflected  light. 
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To  bedi  of  UbU  go  bdmy  deep ! 

(Tb  where  you've  teldoiii  been,) 
Maf't  ngil  while  the  ihepherdi  keep 

With  iUte  of  Aberdeen. 

Upon  the  green  the  virgins  wait. 

In  rosy  chapleti  gay. 
Tin  mom  unbar  her  golden  gate, 

And  give  the  promis'd  May. 
Metbinks  I  hear  the  maids  declare 

The  promisM  May,  when  seen. 
Not  half  so  fragrant,  half  so  fair. 

As  Kate  of  Aberdeen ! 

Strike  up  the  tabor's  boldest  notes. 

We'll  rouse  the  nodding  grove ; 
The  nested  birds  shall  raise  their  throats. 

And  hail  the  maid  I  love : 
And  see — the  matin  lark  mistakes. 

He  qnits  the  tufted  green  ; 
Fond  bird !  'tis  not  the  morning  breaks, 

'TIS  Kate  of  Aberdeen ! 

Now  lightsome  o'er  the  level  mead. 

Where  midnight  fairies  rove. 
Like  them,  the  jocund  dance  we'll  lead. 

Or  tune  the  reed  to  luve  : 
For  see  the  rosy  May  draws  nigh. 

She  claims  a  virgin  queen ; 
And  hark !  the  happy  shepherds  cry, 

"  Tis  Kate  of  Aberdeen ! " 


[The  Life  of  Joha  Connlniphun,  the  author  of  this  beautiful  sons, 
one  of  disappoLotment  and  misery.] 


JOHN  CUNNIXGBAH. 

The  gentle  tvna  with  graceful  pride 

Her  Kloesy  plumage  laves. 
And  sailing  dowD  the  nilvcr  tide. 

Divides  the  whispering  wares  : 
The  silver  ti-de,  that  wandering  flowt. 

Sweet  to  the  bird  inuat  be ! 
But  not  80  sweet— blithe  Cupid  knoif^ 

Ab  Delta  is  to  me. 

A  parent  biril,  in  plaintive  mood, 

On  yonder  fruit-tree  sung. 
And  still  the  pendent  nest  she  view'4 

That  held  her  callow  yuuug ; 
Dear  to  the  mother's  fluttering  heart' 

Tlie  genittJ  brood  must  be ; 
But  not  so  dear  (the  thousandth  poitJ 

As  Delia  " 

The: 

Wi 
Scarce  pluck'd,  and  in  a  garland  boWl 

Before  their  sweets  grew  pate  I 
My  vital  bloom  would  thus  be  froxe. 

If  luckless  torn  from  thee  j 
For  what  the  root  is  to  the  rose. 

My  Delia  is  to  me. 
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Two  doTes  I  found,  like  new-fairn  snow, 

So  white  the  beauteous  pair ! 
The  birds  to  Delia  Til  bestow. 

They're  like  her  bosom  fair ! 
When,  in  their  chaste  connubial  love, 

My  secret  wish  she'll  see ; 
Such  mutual  bliss  as  turtles  prove. 

May  Delia  share  with  me. 


DAPHNE. 

JODN  CUNNINGHAM. 

No  Ioniser,  Daphne,  I  admire 

The  graces  in  thine  eyes ; 
Continued  coyness  kills  desire. 

And  famish'd  passion  dies. 
Three  tedious  years  I've  sigh'd  in  vain, 

Nor  could  my  vows  prevail ; 
With  all  the  rigours  of  disdain 

You  scorn 'd  ray  amorous  tale. 

When  Cclia  cry'd, '  How  senseless  she. 

That  has  such  vows  refus'd ; 
Had  Damon  giv'n  his  heart  to  me. 

It  had  been  kinder  us'd. 
The  man's  a  fool  that  pines  and  dies. 

Because  a  woman's  coy ; 
The  gentle  bliss  that  one  denies, 

A  thousand  will  enjoy.' 


SONna  OP  EKCLANR  AND  tBELAMD. 

Such  charming  words,  lio  void  of  •rt. 

Surprising  rapture  guvet 
Aatl  though  the  moid  linbdu'il  my  heart. 

It  ceae'd  to  be  &  Have  : 
A  wreti-h  coudemu'd,  sliall  Oaphne  prore 

While  bleat  without  restnunt. 
In  the  sweet  ealeudar  of  love 

My  Celia  ataadB — a  stunt. 


A   THOUGHT, 

Oh  let  mc  grow  unto  those  lips. 
To  ilieni  I  co«ld  for  ever  cling— 

0  let  me  revel  on  tlio«c  bauks — 
And  rob  the  incense  of  their  spring. 

Oh  let  not  those  fair  sculptur'd  huods. 
Press  BO  to  end  tlue  dream  of  bliss, 

1  cannot  lea»e  soft  pleasure's  brink — 

And  ne'er  can  take  a  porting  kiss. 

The  bee  that  sucks  ihe  luossy  rose. 
May  Boon  ex  tract  its  every  sweet — 

But  I  may  live  a  life  out  here — 
And  still  increasing  joys  may  greet. 


O  then  my  love  think  not  to  end 
This  link  of  happy  pare  delight. 

But  let  rae  cling  unio  those  lips. 

And  woo  where  bees  thenieelves  wouU  "^ 


UtD  IRELAND. 


THE  LASS  OF  COCKERTON. 


Thu  od  k  >iii(iin«r*B  evenmg'. 

As  I  R  rofing  went, 

mel  •  muden  fruh  and  fair. 

Thai  wu  a  milking  Kcni. 
Whone  lovdy  look  tucb  Bwcetnegi  tpokSi  J 

Dirinel;  fair  she  shone  i 
Wilh  modect  face, — her  dwelling  platt 

1  (ovui  was  Cockerton. 

Villi  raptures  tir'd,  I  ea^er  gaz'd. 

On  thie  blooming  country  maid. 
My  roving  eye  In  quickest  Beareb, 

Bach  graceful  charm  giirvey'd. 

lie  more  I  gas'd,  a  new  wonder  raie'd. 

And  Btill  I  thought  upon 
Those  lorely  charms,  that  so  alarius 

In  ihe  laes  of  Coekcrtun. 

Now  would  the  goda  bm  deign  to  heur 

An  tirtleM  lover'e  prayer. 
This  lovely  nymph  I'd  ask, 

t  Bcom  each  other  care. 
Truf  hsppinesEi  I'd  then  possees, 

Her  love  to  share  alone, 

0  mortals  know,  what  pleasures  flow. 

With  the  lass  of  Cockerton. 


The  rose  had  been  wagh'd,  juai  wosh'd  in  a  shower 

Which  Mnry  to  Anna  conrey'd, 
Tlie  plentiful  moisture  eocumbcr'd  the  Sowa^ 

And  weigh'd  doivn.  its  beautiful  head. 

The  cup  Viae  all  fill'd,  sod  the  lcftre«  were  all  < 

And  it  Eeem'd  to  u  fanciful  view 
To  weep  for  the  buds  it  bad  left,  with  regret. 

On  the  flourishing  bush  where  it  grew. 

I  hastily  seized  it,  ualit  as  it  waa 

For  a  noacgay,  so  dripping  and  droivn'd. 

And  swinging  it  rudely,  too  rudely,  alat  I 
I  snapp'd  it,  it  fell  to  the  fcround. 

And  such,  I  exclaini'd,  h  the  pitiless  pan 

Snme  act  by  the  delicate  uiind, 
Rcgardlefis  of  wringing  and  breaking  a  heurt 

Already  to  sorrow  resign'd. 

This  elegant  rose  bail  1  shaken  it  leHs, 

Might  have  blooni'd  with  its  owner  awhilet- 

And  the  tear,  that  is  wiped  with  a  little  adi' 
May  be  folluwed  perhaps  by  a  smile. 


•OMOft  or  SWOLAIfD  A9fD  IBBLAMD.  Ml 


CTIm  foOowiBf  compUmeDt  was  tent  bj  Cowper  to  the  Count 
GnTtDS,  OB  Us  translstiny  the  shore  song  Into  ItsUan  vene  :•» 
Mf  Rose,  GrsTiBS,  bkMmis  snew, 

And  steep'd  not  now  In  ndo. 
Bat  In  CsstsUsn  stresnu  bj  jou, 
WUl  never  tede  sffsln.l 


« 


LORD   GREGORY. 

JOHN  WOLCOT. 

Born  173»— Died  I8I9. 

Ah  ope.  Lord  Gregory,  thy  door, 

A  midnight  wanderer  sighs. 
Hard  rush  the  rains,  the  tempests  roar. 

And  lightnings  cleave  the  skies. 

"  Who  comes  with  woe  at  this  drear  night-^ 
A  pilgrim  of  the  gloom  ? 
If  she  whose  love  did  once  delight, 
My  cot  shall  yield  her  room. 

"  Alas !  thou  heard'st  a  pilgrim  mourn. 
That  once  was  priz'd  by  thee : 
Think  of  the  ring  by  yonder  bum 
Thou  gav'st  to  love  and  me. 

"  Dut  should'st  thou  not  poor  Marian  know, 
I'll  turn  my  feet  and  part ; 
And  think  the  storms  that  round  me  blow. 
Far  kinder  than  thy  heart.^ 


t9 


^^           [Thl.  •our 
r                 ThonuoD-t  Col 

L                TOl.a,p-Ml,]l 
^^^      aimst,  gun  W 
^^1      known.  Se^  Ci 

JAuS  OP  ENGLAND  AND  :R1C1.AN1I.                 ^^H 

<ni  wriiloD  by   lie  tH'T  Peter  Ptndw  for  Oaors*    " 
l«!Uono((l»tioii«lAlni.    The  IbUkI  cmeil  "  TUi  Lmi 

.onloffham'.  Bonii,  vol.  t.  p.  «.l                             J^B 

^^H                                    THE                                                 ^^H 

^^^1              A  wanilering  Gypsy,  Sir,  oiu  I,                        ^^H 

^^^1              With  many  a  tear,  nnd  many  a  sigh,                 ^^H 
^^^1                  Of  blustering  wiode,  and  nuluDfr  rain:        ^^^| 
^^^1              No  rooms  so  fine,  and  gay  attire,                   ^^^H 
^^^1                    Amid  our  humble  huts  appear;                     ^^^H 
^^^1                Niir  beds  nf  dawn,  or  blaziuj;  lire.                    ^^^H 
^^^1                    At  night  nur  shiTcring  luDbs  lo  cheer.         ^^^H 

^^t            Atas !  no  rriendi  come  near  our                       ^H 
^^^1                 Tlie  red-brctuls  only  find  the  way  ;               ^^H 
^^H              Who  jfire  their  all,  a  simple  note,                   ^^H 
^^^1                  At  peep  of  dawn  or  porting  day.                 ^^^| 
^^M              But  fortuuuB  here  I  came  to  tell,                   ^^H 
^^H                  Then  yield  me,  gentle  Sir,  your  hand  ;       ^^H 
^^^K              Amid  those  lines  what  tliousnnde  dwell,         ^^^H 
^^1                  And,  bleu  mu             a  heap  nf  land  1         ^^H 

•oxu  or  KxciLAXi 


lUEUN'S  COMPLAINT. 

'^m  iruih  hu  left  the  ibephcrd'i  longne, 
'f^  Ihe  cbeerful  pipe  and  toag  j 
-^<ueii  tlic  dance  bI  closing  (ioyi 
■^'"'■•h!  ihc  h^py  mora  of  Majf, 

J^""  oft  tc  t„M  me  I  w»»  fair, 
„'"'  "ove  ihe  gvland  for  mv  hair ! 
""*  Oft  for  Mariau  tull'd  rhc  bower, 
^"'il  my  lap  witli  every  flower: 

sJt  '"'"■* '"'  Sl'ls  of  euite  ni  wear. 

And  ^*^^  *"  E***  '"  p'**^**  I'fcak, 
'*'»d  hu  ribbuoi  frotn  my  neck. 

^  .  "^ft  he  Tow'd  &  confttanC  flame, 
g|y  T*M'il  on  every  oak  my  uame ! 
t.  »?.'  *^1">  "»at  the  wooniled  trer 


IKVITATION  TO  CYNTHIA, 
JOBM  WOLCOT. 

IV  *  ^ymhia  W  (by  shepberd's  vale, 
Th,.  ."**8li  lyrant  winter  shade  the  same ; 
,    *afll»H  grove  liu  felt  bis  giilc, 
'*  «!very  witrltUr  mournB  hi*  rclgn. 


««»"' 


,»^''-'°"" 
....'*•" 

.n.""""' 


"we* 


P«* 


A»< 


oil""     «.«*" 


^^1 


dc«polir  o'«r  th«  pUina 

'oeawful  noon  of  buuly  reigns. 
And  kriceling  croitrli  aAotv  i 
^^«M  cbarm*  arise  too  fiercely  l>rie)it, 
iget  and  dcatb  attend  the  tight, 
nd  I  mun  bope  do  more. 

-»—-*»»  to  the  Tiung  god  of  dsy 
'*>eir  early  tows  the  Persians  pay, 
^^^Jiil  bleia  the  spreading  fire; 

botcglowjng  ^huiot  rnaunling  soon 
^•iri  na  ilieir  heads  the  bnrnlDj;  noon, 
**!wy  (icken  and  expire! 


^«n  fint  1  saw  thee  graceful  moTe, 
^    *»-h  me  1  what  meanl  my  throbbing  breut ! 
Jr  -  »»fl  confubion,  art  thou  love  ? 
f  love  thou  art,  lliun  farewell  rest ! 
Si 

^^e  doom'd  I  Bin  to  love  Ihee.  fair, 

V^^^ousb  hopeless  of  n  ivnrm  return, 

■^  kill  me  not  with  cold  despair ; 

^^iil  let  ine  live,  and  let  me  bum. 

^V 

-  *l  gentle  emilea  Bssitage  the  pain 
A.iA  *"*'*  gentle  smilcji  did  hrst  create  ; 
^^1  Ihnugh  you  cnnnot  love  again — 
*^fi91  altforbev  tu  hutc 


F  ENGLAND  AND  1: 


HAD  1  A  HEART  FOR  FALSEHOOD  FRAM'D. 


Bon  1791— DIM  laiG. 

Had  1  a  Uesrt  for  falgehood  frani'd, 

I  ne'er  could  injure  you  : 
Fur  tbo'  your  lougue  do  promise  claim'dt'J 

Your  charms  v^oiild  make  me  true. 
To  you  uo  >oul  ahall  htu  deceit. 

No  iCranger  offer  wrong ; 
But  frieodH  in  all  the  ag'd  you'll  mei'i, 

And  lovers  iu  the  young. 


But  when  they  learn  that  you  havu  blest 

Another  with  jour  heart, 
Thp]^  bid  aspiring  passion  rest. 

And  act  a  brother's  port. 
Then,  lady,  dread  not  here  decut. 

Nor  fear  to  suffer  wrong : 
For  friends  in  all  the  ag'd  you'll  meet. 

And  brothers  in  the  young. 


THOU  CANST  NOT  BOAST  OF  FORTt-'NE'S 


B.  B.  SHKRtDAS. 

Thoii  cvM  DOt  bout  orfartune's  stori:. 
My  love,  while  me  they  wealthy  call, 
But  I  wtt  t^liid  ti>  Hod  iliee  poor. 
For  iriih  my  heart  I'd  give  thee  all. 

And  then  the  grateful  youth  shuU  o 
I  lor'il  him  for  himself  alone. 

But  when  bU  worth  tnv  hanil  ghnll  gain, 

I   No  word  or  looL  of  mine  sholl  eIiow. 
rhai  I  the  Bmallest  thought  retain 
Of  what  ray  bouuty  did  healow, 
Yet  atdl  his  grateful  licart  shall  owt 
I  lov'd  him  for  hiiuaelf  alone. 
muni  sable  night,  each  drooping  plant  restoring, 

Wppt  o'er  (he  flow'rs  her  breath  did  cheer, 
As  some  sft<l  widow  o'er  her  balie  ileploriog, 
Wiikea  its  beauty  ivith  »  lean 


[Ewitbr  UnlHiD 


WHEN  SABLE  NIGHT. 


Wlien  all  did  sleep,  wliose  weary  hearU  did  borrow 

One  hour  from  love  and  care  to  reslj 
Lo  1  a«  1  prt:«s'd  my  couch  in  silent  sorrow. 
My  lover  caught  me  to  his  breut  j 
He  vow'd  he  cftme  lo  save  me 
Prom  tho^e  who  would  enslave  me  '. 
Then  kneeling, 
KisKea  steaJing, 
Kndlens  faith  he  swore : 

But  soon  I  bid  him  thence. 
For  had  his  food  pretence. 
Obtained  one  favour  Ihcu, 
And  he  had  prcss'd  again, 
1  fcar'd  my  treacherous  heart  might  grant  Uim  a 


)rrow        I 

I 


.    Borni  Id  one  ol  hli  litMn  to  Geoctc  T 


THINK  NOT  MY  LOVZ. 
R.  B.  BaGRIDAN. 

Think  not,  my  luve,  when  secret  grie 

Preys  on  my  saddco'd  heart. 
Think  not  1  wish  a  mean  relief, 

Or  would  from  Borrow  part. 
Dearly  1  prize  tlie  Mgbs  sincere. 

That  my  true  foudncti  prove. 
Nor  could  I  bear  to  tbeck  the  tear 

Tliut  non's  froui  hapless  love. 


I 


Alu !  though  dooni'd  to  Itopc  in  vuin 

The  jof»  that  love  requite, 
Yet  will  I  cherish  all  iia  pain. 

With  sad  but  dear  delight. 
This  treator'd  grief,  this  lov'd  despair 

My  lot  for  ever  be : 
But  deareit,  may  the  patigb  I  bear 

Be  never  known  to  the«. 


O  HAD  MY  LOVE. 

m.  B.  SUBRtDAM. 

0  bad  my  love  ne'er  tmil'd  od  me, 

I  ne'er  bad  known  sucb  aog-uiab; 
But  thick  how  false,  how  cruel  she. 

To  bid  me  ceaae  tu  languiah : 
To  bid  me  hope  her  hund  to  ^aia. 

Breathe  on  a  flame  half  pcrieli'dj 
And  then  with  cold  au-d  fix'd  dudain. 

To  kill  tbe  hope  she  cberiib'd. 

Not  worse  hia  fotc,  who  on  a  wreck. 

That  drove  at  trinda  did  hlow  it; 
Silent  had  left  the  gbaXler'd  deck. 

To  find  a  grave  below  it, 
Tben  land  wae  cried  no  more  reaign'd. 

He  glovv'd  with  joy  to  hear  it  j 
Not  worse  hit  fate,  his  woe  to  find. 

The  wreck  mutt  sink  ere  near  it. 


[lnth.I 


i».l 


ACCHANAL3AN. 


THOIUfi    CKATTEBTON. 


What  is  war  nnd  all  its  joya! 
Useless  mischief,  empty  DoUe. 
Whnl  are  arms  and  Irophiee  won  i 
Spani^leB  jflitteiing  in  the  sun. 
RoKV  Bacchus  give  me  wine. 
Happiness  is  only  thine. 
What  is  love  witbout  the  bowl  i 
1'is  a  languor  of  the  soul : 
Orown'd  with  ivy,  Venus  charms, 
Iry  courts  me  lo  her  arms. 
Bacchus  ^ve  me  love  and  wine. 
Happiness  is  only  thine. 


LOVEtY  GWEN. 


Turn,  lovely  Owen,  be  good  and  kind. 

And  Usien  to  thjr  lover's  prayer. 
Pull  well  I  know,  there's  none  so  blind. 

But  uiiisl  adore  my  charming  fair. 
Despise  me  not  for  being  poor, 

t  am  uol  very  rich  'tis  true  ; 
But  if  thou  canst  my  lot  endure, 

I  shall  be  rich  enough  in  yon. 


i>D)>hi|iprii>«*Md  irut  ibaucbti.] 
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THE  STORM. 


OBOROB  ALBZANDBB  STBYBNS. 


DMI7U. 

CeMe»  rude  BoreM,  bliut*ring  nuler  I 

Lut,  ye  landimen,  all  to  me  ! 
MetamBtety  hear  a  brother  tailor 

Sing  the  dangen  of  the  lea ; 
From  boonding  billows,  fait  in  motion, 

When  the  distant  whirlwinds  rite. 
To  the  tempeit-troubled  ocean. 

Where  the  teat  contend  with  tkiet ! 

Hark !  the  boattwain  hoartely  bawling. 

By  toptail-theett  and  haul-yardt  ttand ! 
Down  top-gallantt  quick  be  hauling ; 

Down  your  ttay-tailt,  hand,  boyt,  hand ! 
Now  it  frethent,  tet  the  bracet, 

Quick  the  toptail-sheett  let  go ; 
Luff,  boyt,  luff!  *don't  make  wry  facet. 

Up  your  toptails  nimbly  clew. 

Now  all  you  on  down-bedt  sporting. 

Fondly  lock'd  in  beauty's  arms ; 
Fresh  enjoyments  wanton  courting. 

Safe  from  all  but  love's  alarms ; 
Round  us  roars  the  tempest  louder ; 

Think  what  fear  our  minds  enthrals, 
Harder  yet,  it  yet  blows  harder. 

Now  again  the  boatswain  calls  1 


The  lop-aail  yards  point  to  tbe  mnd,  b 

See  all  clear  to  reef  each  coarae ; 
Let  ihe  fore-Hh«et  go,  don't  mind,  1 

Tliouifh  the  weather  should  be  n 
Fore  and  aft  the  iprit-sail  rard  get. 

Reef  the  misen,  aee  all  clear; 
Hande  up,  eacli  preveoture-brace  eet 

Alan  the  fure-yard,  cheer,  lads,  clieerl  '1 

Now  the  dreadful  thunder's  roaring. 

Peal  OD  peal  contending  clash, 
On  our  heads  fierce  rein  falls  pouring, 

in  our  eyes  l>lue  lightniiigi  flash. 
One  wide  water  all  around  ub, 

All  above  ue  one  black  gky. 
Different  deaths  at  once  surround  us; 

Hark  \  what  meaDE  that  dreadful  cry?  I 

The  foremast's  gone,  cries  every  tongue  N 

O'er  tht!  lee,  twelve  feet  'hove  deck; 
A  leak  beneath  the  chest-tree's  apningiN 

Call  all  hands  to  clear  the  wreck. 
Quick  the  lanyards  cut  to  pieces  ; 

Come,  my  hearts,  be  (tout  and  bold ;  j 
Plumb  the  well— the  leak  ii 

Four  feet  water  in  the  hold  t 

While  o'er  the  ship  wild  tvavea  are  beating:. 

We  for  wives  or  children  mourn; 
Alas '.  from  hence  there's  no  retrcadn^, 

Alas  1  to  them  there's  no  return. 
Still  the  leak  is  gluing  on  ui ; 

Both  chain-pumpg  are  chok'd  below-^ 
Heav'n  have  mercy  here  upon  u 

For  only  that  can  save  ^is  non 
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Cer  the  lee-hesin  is  the  land,  boys. 

Let  the  i^uns  o'erboard  l)e  thrown ; 
To  the  pomp  let  every  hand,  l)oy« ; 

See !  our  mizen-mait  is  gone. 
The  leak  we've  foand,  it  cannot  pour  fait. 

We've  liffhtenM  her  a  foot  or  more ; 
Up,  and  ng  a  jury  foremast. 

She  rights,  she  rights  !  boys — we're  off  shore. 

Now  once  more  on  Joys  we're  thinltin^, 

Since  kind  Hcav'n  has  sav'd  our  livc^t ; 
Come,  the  can,  l>oys !  let's  be  drinking 

To  our  sweethearts  and  our  wives. 
Fill  it  up,  about  ship  wheel  it, 

Close  to  our  lips  a  brimmer  join ; 
Where's  the  temjiciit  now — who  feelz>  it  r 

None — the  danger's  drowii'd  in  wine. 


[Qmargt  AlcMDder  Stereot  wu  »  well  known  Hctor  towardfe  the 
dow  of  the  iMt  ccDtofy,  but  Mr  f«nie  wu  ephemenU.  for  his  name 
is  now  MUom  or  oerer  mentioned.  HU  tongi  were  In  tnrh  reputt- 
in  hit  day,  tbat  Tarloai  collectkint  of  them  were  pirated  by  knavish 
bookidlcn,  to  the  freat  in^urf  of  the  author  i  few  of  then  rcacn 
Bodloertty.  Hie  foUowlnir  extract  from  a  Irttcr.  will  gWe  nome  idea 
of  the  infcaioiu  lectorcr  on  heads  {  it  Is  dated  Arum  a  Kaol  at  Yar- 
moath,  into  which  he  bad  been  thrown  for  debt  :^ 

"  This  w«ek*i  eating  llniahea  mj  last  waistcoat ;  and  nest.  I  must 
atoae  for  say  errors  an  bread  and  water.  A  wig  has  fed  me  two 
dajrs— the  trimming  of  a  waistcoat  ss  long—a  pair  of  TeWet  breeches 
paid  mj  washerwoman— and  a  nifle-shirt  has  found  me  In  shaving. 
Hj  eoats  I  swallowed  bj  degrees  ;  the  slecrcs  I  breakfasted  upon  fnr 
weeks  the  body,  skirts,  &c.  senred  me  for  dinner  two  month »— my 
sUk  stockings  have  paid  my  lodgings,  and  two  pair  of  new  pumps 
caahled  me  to  smoke  sercral  pipes.  It  Is  Incredible  how  my  appetite 
fkarometer  like)  rises  in  proportion  as  my  nocessiUes  make  their 


; 


a  frcqacatlr  haVBIer  Imcd  pHnted  *■  llie  M 
if  FulccDts,  the  Kutboi  of  the  shlpwredc.   Ilie  MnJ  Clu 
:  bortheni  aatbanhlp. 


I  SAILED  FROM  THE  DOWNS. 


I  stil'A  from  the  Downs  in  the  Nani;;, 

My  jib  liow  she  smack'd  tUro'  the  brw 
Sbe'»  B  vessel  aa  tighi  lo  my  foney 

Ax  ever  sailM  on  tbe  mU  sea«> 
So,  adieu  <  to  the  white  clIfTa  of  BrilOo.  ] 

Our  ^rla,  aad  our  dear  native  shore. 
For  if  tome  hard  rock  we  should  split  oi 

We  shall  never  see  them  any  in 
But  sailors  were  bom  for  all  weathers. 

Great  guQti  let  it  blow  high,  blow  lowJ 
Our  duty  keeps  us  to  our  tcthcra, 

And  where  the  gale  diivca  we  mutt  f 


■OHOII  or  ENGLAND  AND  IBBLAND.  ^35 

When  we  entered  the  f(ut  of  Gibraltar, 

I  Teiily  thought  she'd  have  luiik  ; 
For  the  tnnd  so  bepin  for  to  alter. 

She  y>Wd  just  as  thof  she  was  drunk. 
The  iqiiall  tore  the  mainsail  to  shivers,— 

Helm  a-weather,  the  hoarse  boatswain  cricft. 
Bnee  the  fore-sail  atbwarty  see  she  quivers, 

Ai  thro*  the  rude  tempest  she  flies. 

The  itorm  came  on  thicker  and  faster, 

Ai  black  just  as  pitch  was  the  sky : 
When  truly  a  doleful  disaster 

Befell  three  poor  sailors  and  I : 
Ben  Buntline,  Sam  Shroud,  and  Dick  Handsail, 

By  a  blast  that  came  furious  and  hani, 
Juit  while  we  were  furling  the  mainsail, 

Were  every  soul  swept  from  the  yard. 

Poor  Ben,  Sam,  and  Dick  cried  Ptccnvi ; 

Aa  for  I,  at  the  risk  of  my  neck. 
While  they  sunk  down  in  peace  to  old  Davy, 

Caught  a  rope  and  so  landed  on  dei-k. 
Well,  what  would  you  have  ?  we  were  stranded, 

And  out  of  a  fine  jolly  crew, 
Of  three  hundred  that  saird  never  landed. 

But  I,  and  1  think  twenty-two. 

After  thus  we  at  sea  had  miscarried, 

Another  guess-way  sat  the  wind. 
For  to  England  I  came  and  got  married. 

To  a  lass  that  wns  comely  and  kind  : 
But  whether  for  joy  or  vexation. 

We  know  not  for  what  we  were  born ; 
Perhaps  I  may  find  a  kind  station, 

Perhaps  1  may  touch  at  Cape  Horn. 


BONOS  or  SNGLAND  A 


For  Bailors  were  bom  for  all  weathers, 
Great  guD«  let  it  blow  high,  blow  low. 

Our  duty  keeps  us  to  our  tethers. 
And  where  the  gtie  drives  we  must  i;o. 


YE  FLOWERS  THAT  BLOOM, 
CBABt.B8  DIBDIN. 

Ye  flowers  that  blooro  in  yonder  mead, 

Where  flows  the  crystal  tide. 
And  nibling  kmbkios  sportive  feed. 

Along  tUe  curreDl'B  side, 
Ye  oft  have  seen,  and  amii'd  to  see. 
My  love  to  him,  bis  love  to  me. 

WitncsB,  ye  flocks,  ye  herds,  ye  faivni. 

That  o'er  the  pastures  stray. 
Witness  ye  moimtiunB,  groves,  and  lawna,^ 

Each  painted  child  of  May : 
The  greatest  bliss  1  e'er  can  prove 
Is  to  return  my  shepherd's  love. 


f  E  G  G  Y    PERKINS. 


Let  bards  elate 

Of  Sue  and  Kate. 
And  Moggy  take  their  Gil  0 

And  pleas'd  rehearse. 

In  jingliag  verse 
The  lass  of  Richmond  Hill  fl 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^     ^^^^^^1 

KOntl  or  UKOLAKO  MVB  IHEL&MD.             237    ^^H 

A  Uu  more  bright                                   ^H 
^m                 My  .murou.                                             ^H 
^^H          ImpellM  by  Inve'a  fond  workingH,                   ^^^| 
^H                 SlislI  lou<lIy  ling.                                     ^H 
^^1                   Like                                                                 ^^H 
^^H          Tit  eharniing  Peggy  Pcrkia«.                         ^^^| 

^^H                  Some           coiDpwe                                    ^^^H 
^^H                  The  hraurite                                     ^^^^^^H 
^^M         To  every                                             ^^^^^^| 
^H                 Her  eyea                                     ^^^^^1 
^^M                 Are  tuns  (hut                               ^^^^^H 
^^H           And  EO  on  nitb  each  feature.                  ^^^^^^| 

^^H                   Leave,  leave  ye  foola                                    ^^^| 
^^M                These  hackoeyed  ruUe.                            ^^| 
^^H          And  all  «acb  subtle  quirkiiif[»,                        ^^^| 
^^M                 Sun,  mooD,  Bod  stars                               ^^M 
^^H                   Are  all  a  farce —                                           ^^^| 
^^1          Oumpar'd  to  Pe^gy  Perkiae.                           ^^H 

^^H                    CRAZY                                '^^^^^^1 

^H       Why  fur               every  feature              ^^^^H 
^^H           Arc  iueh  BignB  of  fi:ar  eipreaa'd  i                   ^^^H 
^^H       Can  a  wand'ring  wretched  creature                      ^^^| 
^^1         With  tuch  terror  liU  thy  breast  >         ^^^^H 

Do  my  frenzied  looks  alarm  thee  ! 

Trust  me,  sweol,  thy  fears  are  vtua; 
Not  for  kingdoms  would  I  btu-m  Ihec  i 

ShuD  not  theu  poor  Crazy  June  [ 

Dost  thou  weep  to  see  my  anguiah  I 

Mark  me,  and  avuid  my  woe : 
When  men  flatter,  sigh,  and  lan^uisli, 

Think  them  false — 1  found  them  so : 
For  1  loved,  oh  I   so  sincerely. 

None  ean  cier  love  again  j 
But  the  youth  I  loved  so  dearly 

Stole  the  wiis  of  Crazy  Jane  I 

Fondly  ray  young  heart  reeei^ed  him, 

Which  ivaa  doonied  to  love  but  one ; 
He  sighed,  he  vowed,  and  I  believed  hiu 

He  was  false,  and  I  undone  i 
From  that  hour  has  reason  never 

Held  her  empire  o'er  mjr  brun, 
Henry  fled  (  ivith  hini,  for  ever, 

Hed  the  wits  of  Crazy  Jane  t 

Now  forlorn  and  broken-hearted. 

And  with  frenzied  thoug'hte  beset. 
On  that  spot  where  lust  we  pnrted. 

On  tbat  spot  where  first  we  met, 
Still  1  sing  my  love-lorn  ditty. 

Still  I  slowly  puce  the  plain ; 
While  each  pa^aer-tiy,  in  pity. 

Cries — God  help  llicc,  Crazy  Jauc  '■ 
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WILLIAM  AND  SUSAN. 


M.  O.  LEWIS. 

When  forc'd  to  quit  his  native  land, 

Yoiuif(  William  bade  farewell, 
Ab  Snian  fondly  wrung  his  hand 

Her  tears  in  torrents  fell ; 
And  soft  she  sigh'd,  her  anxious  heart, 

WHYk  many  a  fear  beset. 
Oh !  would  we  were  not  now  to  part. 

Or  that  we  ne'er  had  met. 

Dame  Fortune  smil'd  on  William's  painn. 

And  blest  his  nfrowing  store. 
Now  gone  three  years,  his  honest  gains. 

To  Susan's  feet  he  bore, 
"  Nor  think,"  he  said,  "  that  William's  heart. 

Can  e'er  its  vows  forget. 
Dismiss  your  fears,  no  more  we'll  part, 

Since  we  once  more  have  met." 

Ah !  ere  the  honey-moon  was  flown, 

They  curs'd  the  marriage  life, 
A  very  husband  Will  was  grown. 

And  Sue  a  very  wife. 
She  tud  that  he  was  false  at  heart. 

Re  call'd  her  light  coquette, 
^^^  both  exclaim'd  next  week  we'll  part, 

'  wish  we  ne'er  had  met. 


NANINE,  OR  THE  EMIGRANT 


On  the  waves  the  wind  was  sleeping. 

Swift  the  boat  approack'd  the  land; 
There  a  iovely  maid  was  weeping, 

Who  can  female  tears  withstand! 
Hush'd  at  once  the  boatswain's  ditty. 

Gently  dipp'd  his  silent  oar,- 
While  be  said  in  sounds  of  pity. 

Prithee,  street-heart,  weep  no  more. 

Then  on  land  he  sprung  so  lightly. 

While  with  mingled  hopes  and  fears. 
Rais'd  her  bead  and  heaming  brightly. 

Shone  her  blue  eyes  tbro'  her  tears. 
Left  exposed  to  want  and  dauber. 

Friendless  on  a  foreign  shore; 
Ah  !  she  said,  you  Tainly,  stranger, 

Kindly  tell  me,  weep  no  more. 

Far  from  hooie  in  exile  roring, 

Who  shall  now  my  shelter  be. 
Lost  each  friend,  so  loved,  so  loving. 

Now  what  heart  shall  feel  for  me? 
Poor  Nanine,  thy  brain  is  turning, 

Poor  Nanine,  thy  heart  is  sore. 
Poor  Nanine,  thy  tears  ore  burning. 

Die  Nanine,  and  weep  no  more. 


«(nic«  Qr  EVOtAKEi  «9iD 


Mark,  he  cried,  yaa  ilUtaiit  city, 

Tbert  my  Bbeli«r,  thine  nhall  be, 
Mark  my  buiom  s weird  by  pity, 

Tiiere'i  a  heart  whiet  feels  for  ihee  i 
All  my  wcaltU  I  bere  Borrender, 

Th  DOl  eeiriB  or  thining  ore, 
Tts  a  heart,  warm,  honest,  lender. 

Take  it,  'Sweet,  and  weep  no  more. 

Gently  tow'rda  his  boat  he  led  her, 

Sooo  it  touch'd  hie  native  strand. 
There  his  labour  cloth'd  and  fed  her. 

There  be  ^ain'it  her  heart  and  hand. 
Still  witb  love  his  eyes  behold  her, 

Still  tho'  many  a  year  U  o'er. 
Does  he  bless  the  hour  ho  told  her. 

Prithee,  eweetheart,  weep  no  more  ! 


L  Slow  spreads  the  glooui  my  soul  deairei, 
Tht  iUQ  from  India's  shore  retires  : 
To  Evan  banks  with  lenip'rate  ray. 
Home  of  my  youth,  he  leadj  the  day. 
Oh  banks  to  me  for  ever  dear ! 
Oh  stream,  whose  murinnre  still  t  hear 
All,  all  my  hopes  of  bliss  reside 
ffhere  Evan  mingles  ivith  the  Clyde. 


r 


And  she,  in  limple  beauty  drest. 
Whose  image  Ihet  within  my  breast; 
Who  trctnhliDg  heard  ray  parting  sigh. 
And  long  pursued  me  with  her  eye: 
Does  she,  with  heart  unchang'd  at  mine, 
Oft  in  the  vocul  botrere  recline! 
Or,  where  yon  grot  o'crhungs  the  tide, 
Mum,  while  the  Evan  geeks  the  Clyde  ! 

Yc  lofty  banks  that  Evan  bound  ! 

Ye  laviBh  woods  that  wave  wound. 

And  o'er  the  slreain  your  shadows  throw, 

Whifh  sweetly  winds  so  far  below  j 

What  secret  cbarm  to  mem'ry  brings, 

All  that  on  Evan's  border  springs ; 

Sweet  banks !  ye  bloom  by  Mary's  side : 

Blest  stream  I  she  views  thee  basic  ti>  Clyde  ! 

Can  all  the  wealth  of  India's  coast 

Alone  for  years  in  absence  lostf 

Return  ye  mumcuts  of  delight, 

With  richer  treasures  bless  my  sight! 

iSwift  from  Ibis  desert  let  me  part. 

And  %to  meet  a  kindred  heart  I 

Nor  more  may  ought  my  steps  divide 

Prom  tbut  dear  Blreum  which  llowii  to  Clyde. 


r  »tOI,lXl»  JIND  IRBLAND. 


AH  f  EVAN  BY  THY  WINBING  STREAM. 


All,  Evan,  by  ihy  windiDji  Htreun 

How  once  1  IdtM  to  (tr«y, 
And  view  the  rooming's  rediJening  beim. 

Or  chariD  of  closing  day 

To  yon  dear  grot  by  Evan's  «idc, 

How  oft  ray  steps  were  led. 
Where  far  beneath  the  wdieni  glide. 

And  tbirli  the  ivoodit  arc  spread  ! 
But  I  no  more  a  charm  can  see 

Id  Evan's  lovely  glades  ; 
And  drear  and  dcaolatc  to  me 

Are  those  enchanting  shades. 

While  far — how  far  from  Evan's  bowers, 

My  wandering  lover  flies ; 
Where  dark  the  angry  tempest  lowers 

And  high  the  billows  rUe  I 

And  0,  where'er  the  wanderer  goes 

Is  that  poor  mourner  dear. 
Who  gives,  while  soft  tlie  Evan  flows, 

Each  passing  wave  a  tear ! 
And  does  he  now  that  grotto  view  I 

On  those  steep  banks  still  »aze  i 
'i  fancy  does  he  still  pursue 

The  Evan's  lovely  mue  I 
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O  come !  repasa  the  stormy  wave, 

O  toil  for  gold  BO  morel 
Oiir  love  a  dearer  pleasure  gave 

On  Evan's  peaceful  shore. 

Leave  not  my  breaking  teart  to  mourn 

The  joys  so  long  denied  j 
Ah  i  Buon  to  those  green  hanks  return 

Where  Evjin  meets  the  Clyde. 


Let  [lie  ivander  iviicre  I  will. 
By  shady  wood,  or  wicdiuj;  rili  i 
Where  ihe  sweetest  May-bom  flowers 
Point  the  meadows,  deck  the  bowers ; 
Where  the  linnet's  early  son^ 
Echoes  sweet  the  woods  among : 
Let  me  wander  where  I  will, 
LaurtL  haunts  luy  fancy  still. 

If  at  rosy  dawn  1  chuse 
To  indulge  the  smiling  muse  ; 
If  I  court  Bom  e  cool  reireai. 
To  avoid  the  noon-tide  heat ; 
If  beneath  the  moou's  pale  ray. 
Thro'  unfreijuented  wilds  I  stray  ; 
Let  me  wander  where  I  will, 
Laura  haunts  my  fancy  ititl. 
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When  tt  night  the  drowsy  god 
Wsvet  his  sleep-compelling  rod, 
And  to  fancy's  wakeful  eyes 
Bids- celestial  visions  rise ; 
While  vrith  boundless  joy  I  rove 
Thro'  the  fairy  land  of  love : 
Let  me  wander  where  I  will, 
Laura  haunts  my  fancy  still. 


THE  NIGHTINGALE. 
O.  TURNBULL. 

Thou  sweetest  minstrel  of  the  grove. 
That  ever  tried  the  plaintive  strain ; 

Awake  thy  tender  tale  of  love. 
And  soothe  a  poor  forsaken  swain. 

For  tho'  the  muses  deign  to  aid. 
And  teach  him  smoothly  to  complain ; 

Yet  Delia,  charming,  cruel  maid. 
Is  deaf  to  her  forsaken  swain. 

All  day,  with  fashion's  gaudy  sons. 
In  sport  she  wanders  o'er  the  plain ; 

Their  tales  approves,  and  still  she  shuns 
The  notes  of  her  forsaken  swain. 

When  evening  shades  obscure  the  sky. 
And  bring  the  solemn  hours  again, 

Begin,  sweet  bird,  thy  melody. 
And  soothe  a  poor  forsaken  swain. 


I  LIK-D  BIJT  N 


I  LOVD  BEFORE. 


I  lik'd  but  never  lov'd  before 

1  iaw  Ihjr  chariuiag  face ; 
Now  every  feature  I  adore. 

And  dote  on  every  ^race. 

She  ne'er  shall  know  the  kind  desire, 
Which  her  eold  look  denies, 

Unless  my  heart  tUiit's  all  on  lire, 
Cihould  spurkle  through  my  eyeh. 

Then  if  no  gentle  glance  return 

A  silent  Icuic  to  speak. 
My  heurt,  whicL  would  for  ever  burn. 

Must  sigh,  alasl  and  bre&k. 


OH !  THE  MOMENT  WAS  SAD  ! 

Oh !  the  moment  was  sad  when  my  love  und  I  ported, 

Savouriia  Delish  Shiffhan  Oh 
As  I  kisi'd  ofTher  tuiini,  I  ww  nigh  bruken-buMted, 
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Wm  wmt  Iter  chrcb,  which    hung  on  iny  (boulder, 
Dmp  wai  her  hand— no  m»rl>Ie  wat  colder ; 
I  fell  that  1  never  again  ehould  behold  her, 
Swoiima,  &c. 

When  the  word  of  command  piii  uur  nen  into  motii 

SaTonma,  &c. 
I  bitcUed  on  my  knapaack  lo  cruet  tli        de  u  eao 

Sarouraa,  &c. 
B^riak  were  oar  troops,  all  ruuring  I  Le  hundc 
I'leM'il  with  the  voyage,  impatient  to   plun  !e 
While  my  Uoioin  with  grief  w^e  oigh  orn  asuu  le 

Sarouraa,  &c. 

Long  I  fought  for  ray  country,  far,  far  from  my  irui?  love, 

Savourna,  &c. 
All  my  pay  and  my  booty  I  hoarded  for  you  love, 

Savouma,  &c. 
Peace  wu  proclaimed  ;  escap'd  from  the  slaughter. 
Landed  ai  home,  my  «\veet  girl  1  sought  her ; 
But  aorrow,  ala»  !  to  the  cold  grave  had  brought  her, 

Savouraa,  &c. 


KITTY  OF  COLERAINE. 

As  beautiful  Kilty  one  morning  was  tripping 

With  a  pitcher  of  milk  from  the  fair  of  Coleriiine, 
^Vheo  she  «aw  me  she  stumbled,  the  pitcher  it  tumble)], 

And  all  the  aweet  butter-milk  watcr'd  the  plain. 
•'  0  what  shall  I  do  noivi— 'twa*  looking  at  you  nov 

Sure  sure,  such  a  pitcher  I'll  ne'er  loeet  again ; 
Twas  the  pride  of  my  dearie  ;  O  Barney  M'Cleary  ! 

Vou're  aevt  u  ■  plague  to  the  girls  of  Coleraine." 


1  da!  down  beside  bet,  and  gently  did  i'ki<k  her 
TbitI  such  »  luiarortune  should  (five  licr  such  piuo  j 

A  ki>G  then  I  ^ve  her,  and  beforu  I  did  leave  hvr, 
She  vow'd  fur  such  pleasure  she'd  lircak  it  Kgain. 


'TwuE  hay-muklug'  ieaion,  I  can't  tell  the  reason, 
Miiifortune  will  never  come  Kingle,  'tis  plain; 

For  very  aoon  after  poor  Kitty's  disaster, 
Tlic  devil  a  pitcher  was  whole  in  Coleraine. 


I 


COME,  ANNA!  COME.  THE  MORNING  DAWNS. 


Botn  iTat-nieil  IMNI. 

Come,  Anna!  ct>me,  the  morning'  daivne, 

Fairl  Btreaka  of  radianec  linj^  llie  «kie» ; 
Comr,  let  iia  seeli  the  dewy  lawns, 
And  waleh  the  early  lark  arise ; 
While  nature,  elad  in  vesliire  gay. 
Hails  the  loved  return  of  day. 

Our  floeks,  that  nip  the  scanty  liladc. 
Upon  the  noon  shnll  seek  the  vale ; 
And  then,  secure  lieneath  the  Bhade, 
We'll  listen  to  the  throstle's  tolcj 
And  watch  the  silver  clouds  above. 
As  o'er  the  Azure  vault  thtjTOn- 
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Come,  Anns  !  cume,  and  bring'  ihy  lute, 

Tbu  irilb  it!  tonn,  ao  »oftly  iweei, 
la  cwlence  witb  my  mellow  flute, 
Wc  may  heguile  the  Doontidc  heat ; 
While  atur  ilie  roelloiv  bee  shall  join, 
To  rum  a  hArmooy  divine. 

And  then  at  ere,  when  silence  r^ns. 

Except  wlicu  heard  the  beetle's  hum. 
We'll  Icnrc  the  sober  tinted  plains. 
To  theie  eweet  hcighia  again  we'll  come ; 
And  ihon  tu  thy  soft  lute  shall  play, 
A  lolemn  vesper  to  departing  day. 


B  HUSH'D,  BE  HUSH'D,  YE  BITTER  WINDS, 


Be  bush'd,  be  hush'd,  ye  bitter  winds. 
Ye  peltinff  rains,  a  little  rest ; 

Ue  iiiU,  lie  still,  ye  busy  thoughts, 
Hiat  wring  with  grief  my  aching-  breabl. 

Oh  j  cmd  was  my  faithless  love. 
To  triumph  o'er  an  artless  maid; 

Oh !  cruel  wa*  my  faithlesB  love, 
To  leave  the  breast  by  biin  betmy'd. 

L  TVheo  exiled  from  my  native  home. 
He  should  have  wiped  the  hitler  tear ; 

[  Nor  left  me  faint  and  lone  to  roum, 
A  heart-sick  weary  wanderer  here. 


My  diUd  moune  aadly  in  my  armt. 
The  winds  ihey  will  not  let  it  sleep  : 

Ab,  little  knows  the  liaplcss  babe 
What  inskee  ila  wretched  mother  neep! 

Now  lie  thee  etill  my  iiifunt  dear, 
1  cnnnoi  bear  Iby  sobs  to  sec. 

Harsh  ii  thy  father,  little  one. 
And  never  will  he  shelter  thee. 

Ob,  that  1  were  but  in  mf  grave. 
And  wiodg  were  piping  o'er  me  loud. 

And  tbiiu,  my  poor,  my  orphan  babe, 
Were  nestling  in  tby  mother's  shroud. 


THE   ARETHUSA. 


Come  all  you  jolly  sailors  hold, 

Whose  hearts  are  oasi  in  honour's  mould. 

While  English  glory  I  unfold. 

Huzza  to  the  Arethuaal 
She  is  a  1  rigiLte  tight  and  brave. 
As  ever  slemm'd  the  dabbing  wave  : 

Her  men  are  staunch, 

To  their  favourite  launch. 
And  when  the  foe  shall  meet  our  fin 
Sooner  thau  strike  we'll  ull  eKpirc, 

Od  board  of  the  Arethuia. 
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Twu  nilh  ihe  spring-fleet  the  went  dui, 
)B  EoglUh  cbanoel  to  cruize  abuut, 

n  four  French  sail  ia  shew  lo  stout, 
I   Bore  dowD  on  the  Arethuea, 
C  fua'd  Belle  Poole  «traight-EL-head  did  lir, 
He  Aretliiiia  »e«in'd  to  fly. 

Not  Ji  sheet  or  a  tack. 

Or  >  braee  did  the  alack , 
Though  the  Frenchmen  laug'h'd  and  thought  it  ituf 
But  they  knew  not,  a  handfuJ  of  men  how  tough, 

On  hoard  of  the  ArethuHa. 
On  r]«k  five  hundred  men  did  dance. 
The  alniiteal  they  could  And  in  FrnDCC, 
We  with  two  hundred  did  advance. 

On  hoard  of  Ihe  ArethuBtu 
Our  captain  hail'd  the  Frenchman,  ho ! 
The  Frenchmen  they  cried  out,  hullo  i 

Bear  down,  d'ye  ice. 

To  our  admiral's  lee. 
No,  no,  layg  the  Frenchman,  that  can't  be; 
Then  I  must  lug  you  along  with  me. 

Say*  the  saucy  Arethusa. 
The  fight  was  off  the  FreDchriien'a  land. 
We  forc'd  them  back  upon  their  strand. 
For  we  fought  till  not  a  plank  would  elaod, 

OF  the  gallant  Arethusa, 
And  now  we've  driven  the  foe  ashore. 
Never  to  fight  with  Britons  more. 

Let  each  fiU  a  glass. 

Til  his  favourite  lass ! 
A  bealib  to  our  captuu  and  olficers  true, 
And  all  tiisi  belong  to  the  jovial  crew, 

Oq  bonrd  of  the  Aretbusa. 


WILLY  FOUND  MALVINA  MOURNING.. 

Willy  found  Malvma  mouraing, 

Bath'd  her  oheeltg  ivith  pearly  tl^a^s, 
Hia  food  lips,  Ihe  fair  one's  sorrow, 

KUa'd  awfty  and  etayM  her  fears. 
Could  Malrina  ibink  her  Willy 

Ever  lender,  ever  true. 
When  ber  cheek  should  ihus  be  droopiDg, 

Tears  and  lips  he'd  kiss  ibem  too. 
The«e  fond  arms  should  oflen  prew  lier. 

To  this  bosom's  home  of  love. 
These  fond  lips  should  oft  caress  her— 

Like  as  an^'els  kiss  aborc. 
Could  Malvloa  tbiuk  ber  Willy, 

Tender,  constan  t,  just  and  true — 
Wlten  bis  sweet  oac  ihus  should  sorrow. 

Tears  and  lips  be'd  kiss  ihcin  too. 


MY  NATIVE  LAND,  ADIEU  I 

Adieu  1  my  nnlive  land,  wlicu  I 

The  vessel  spreads  her  swelling;  aaiti. 
Perhaps  I  never  more  may  view 

Your  fertile  fields  and  flowery  dales. 
Delusive  hope  can  chariD  no  more: 

Par  from  the  faithless  maid  I  roam  ; 
Unfrieuded  seek  some  foreign  shore, 

t.'npity'd  leave  my  peaceful  home. 
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Fwewdly  dear  village.  Oh,  farewell ! 

Soft  on  the  gale  the  murmur  dies ; 
I  hear  thy  solemn  evening  bell ; 

Thy  spires  yet  glad  mine  aching  eyes, 
Hio'  frequent  falls  the  dazzling  tear, 

Pd  scorn  to  shrink  at  fate's  decree ; 
Yet  think  not  cruel  maid  that  e'er 

111  breathe  another  sigh  for  thee. 

In  vain  thro'  shades  of  frowning  nighty 

Mine  eyes  thy  rocky  coast  explore ; 
Deep  sinks  the  fiery  orb  of  light ; 

I  view  thy  beacons  now  no  more. 
Rise  billows,  rise !  blow  hollow  wind  ! 

Nor  night,  nor  storms,  nor  death  I  fear ; 
Ye  friendly  bear  me  hence  to  find 

That  peace  which  fate  denies  me  here. 


THE  GIRL  OF  CADIZ. 

LORD  BYRON. 

Born  1788— Died  1824. 

Oh  never  talk  again  to  me 

Of  northern  climes  and  British  ladies ; 
It  has  not  been  your  lot  to  see. 

Like  me,  the  lovely  Girl  of  Cadiz. 
Although  her  eye  be  not  of  blue. 

Nor  fair  her  locks  like  English  lasses. 
Row  far  its  own  expressive  hue. 

The  languid  azure  eye  surpasses  I 


Prometfaeua-likc,  from  heaven  she  stole 

The  lire,  that  [Lrough  those  ailken  laahe* 
In  darkest  glances  seems  to  roll. 

From  eyes  thu.t  cannot  hide  their  flusbea: 
And  09  along  her  bosom  ileal 

In  lengthen'd  flow  her  raven  tre«se«. 
You'd  swear  eaclt  clusteriug  lock  conld  feel 

And  curl'd  to  give  her  neck  csreiscB. 

Our  English  muds  are  long  to  woo, 

And  frigid  even  in  posusiiion ; 
And  if  their  charms  be  fur  to  view. 

Their  lipg  urc  slow  at  love's  coufeseion  i 
But  horn  beneath  a  brighter  sun. 

For  love  ordain'd  the  Spanish  mud  is, 
And  wLo, — when  fondly,  fairly  won — 

Encbuuls  you  like  the  girl  of  Cadiz  -' 

The  Spanish  maid  is  no  coquette. 

Nor  joys  to  see  a  lover  tremble. 
And  if  she  love,  or  if  she  hule. 

Alike  she  knows  not  to  disaemlile. 
Her  heart  can  ne'er  be  bought  or  sold — 

Howe'er  it  beats,  it  beats  aiuccrcly; 
And,  though  it  iviU  not  bend  to  gold, 

'Twill  love  you  long  and  love  you  dearly.  ,| 

The  Spanish  girl  that  meets  your  love 

Ne'er  taunts  you  with  a  mock  denial. 
For  every  thought  is  bent  to  profc 

tier  passion  in  the  hour  of  trial. 
When  thronging  foemcn  menncc  Spain, 

She  dures  llie  deed  and  shares  the  danger ; 
And  should  her  lover  press  the  plain. 

She  hurls  the  Bpear,  her  love's  avenger. 
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Aadi  wImo,  beneath  the  evening  star, 

8kt  minglet  in  the  gay  Bolero, 
Or  lii^^  to  her  attuned  guitar, 

Of  Chriatian  knight  or  Moorish  hero. 
Or  eonnts  her  beads  with  fairy  hand 

Benealh  the  twinkling  rays  of  Hesper, 
Or  joins  derotions  choral  band. 

To  channt  the  sweet  and  hallow'd  Vesper ; — 

In  each  her  charms  the  heart  must  move. 

Of  all  who  venture  to  behold  her ; 
Then  let  not  maids  less  fair  reprove 

Becaose  her  bosom  is  not  colder : 
Tlirongh  many  a  clime  'tis  mine  to  roam 

Where  many  a  soft  and  melting  maid  is. 
But  none  abroad,  and  few  at  home. 

May  match  the  dark-eyed  girl  of  Cadiz. 


["  The  girl  of  Cadis'*  wa^  found  in  tbe  original  MS.  of  the  flrnt 
Cuto  of  ChUde  Harold,  in  place  of  the  long  *'  To  Inez.'*] 


SHE  WALKS  IN  BEAUTY. 
LORD  BYRON. 

She  walks  in  beauty,  like  the  night 
Of  cloudless  climes  and  starry  skies ; 

And  all  that's  best  of  dark  and  bright 
Meet  in  her  aspect  and  her  eyes : 

Thus  mellow'd  to  that  tender  light 
Which  heaven  to  gaudy  day  denies. 


One  ihiulc  the  more,  one  ray  ihc  ess. 
Had  half  impBir'd  ibe  oatneless  grace 

Whidi  wnves  in  every  roren  tress, 
Or  softly  liKhteDS  o'er  her  face; 

Wlierc  thoughts  serenely  sweet  express 
How  pure,  hoiv  dear  their  dwelliug-plsce. 

And  on  thst  i:heck  and  o'er  that  brow. 

So  soft,  so  calm,  yet  eloquent, 
The  smik'ii  ilia.(  win,  the  lints  that  glow. 

But  tell  of  days  in  goodness  ipeoi, 
A  mind  at  peace  with  all  below, 

A  buort  whose  love  is  ini 


appeared  ta  laoumint* 


THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  SENNACHERIB, 


I 


The  Assyrian  came  down  like  ihe  wolf  in  the  fold; 
And  his  cohorts  were  gleaming  in  purple  and  gold 
And  the  sheen  of  their  spears  wius  like  stars  on  the  sea. 
When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly  on  dciip  Galilee. 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  fu  rest  when  summer  is  ^reen. 
That  host  with  their  banners  ot  snn&el  were  seen  : 
Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  autumn  hath  blown, 
Thkt  holt  on  tUe  roorraw  lay  withcr'd  utd  atruwn.      '■ 
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For  the  Angel  of  Death  spread  his  wings  on  the  blast. 
And  bretlih'd  in  the  face  of  the  foe  as  he  passM ; 
And  the  eyes  of  the  sleepers  waxed  deadly  and  chill, 
And  their  hearts  but  once  heav'd  and  for  ever  grew  still ! 

• 

And  there  lay  the  steed  with  his  nostril  all  wide, 
But  through  it  there  roll'd  not  the  breath  of  his  pride  : 
And  the  foam  of  his  gasping  lay  white  on  the  turf. 
And  eold  as  the  spray  of  the  rock-beating  surf. 

And  there  lay  the  rider  distorted  and  pale. 
With  the  dew  on  his  brow,  and  the  rust  on  his  mail ; 
And  the  tents  were  all  silent,  the  banners  alone, 
The  lances  unlifted,  the  trumpet  unblown. 

And  the  widows  of  Ashur  are  loud  in  their  wail. 
And  the  idols  are  broke  in  the  temple  of  Baal ; 
And  the  might  of  the  Gentile,  unsmote  by  the  swdnl, 
Hath  melted  like  snow  in  the  glance  of  the  Lord  I 


[From  the  Hebrew  Melodies.] 

KNOW  YE  THE  LAND  ? 
LORD  BYRON. 

Know  ye  the  land  where  the  cypress  and  myrtle 
Are  emblems  of  deeds  that  are  done  in  their  clime. 

Where  the  rage  of  the  vulture,  the  love  of  the  turtle. 
Now  mejt  into  sorrow,  now  madden  to  crime  r 

Know  ye  the  land  of  the  cedar  and  rine. 

Where  the  flowers  ever  blossom,  the  beams  ever  shine ; 

VOL.  I.  * 


AND  imtLANn. 

Where  the  light  wings  of  Zejihyr,  opprest'd  «iih  pcr- 

Wux  fuim  o'er  the  j^Brdeni  of  Gdl  in  her  bloom  ;     ^^H 
Where  the  citron  und  olive  arc  fure«t  of  fruit,         ^^H 
Aud  the  mice  iif  th«  iiigbiiiieulc  never  u  mule :         ^H 
Wlierc  the  tints  nf  the  earth  and  the  hues  of  the  sky,        ' 
In  colour  thtKigli  varied,  in  beauty  may  vie, 
And  the  purple  of  oeean  ie  deepest  iu  dye  j 
Where  the  vir^oi  ore  safe  a»  the  rosci  Ibcy  twine, 
Aud  all,  save  the  tplric  of  man,  is  divine ! 
'Tis  the  L-limc  of  the  Ea^l,  'tia  the  land  of  the  sun— 
Can  he  smile  on  auch  deeds  a$  hu  children  linve  dime .' 
Oh  I  wild  ta  the  acccnta  of  lover's  farewell. 
Arc  the  hearts  which  they  bear,  and  the  toles  which 
they  tell. 


ON    PARTING. 

I.OBO  BVHON. 

The  km,  dear  maid !  thy  lip  has  left, 
ShuU  never  part  from  mine. 

Till  happier  hours  restore  the  gift 
Untainted  back  to  thine. 

Thy  parting  glan-cc,  which  fondly  ln'aii 

An  equal  loTe  may  nee  : 
The  tear  that  from  thine  eyelid  striMmi 

Con  weep  no  ehange  in  me. 
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I  Mk  ■•  pledge  to  make  me  blett 

!■  gasriaf  wImii  alone ; 
Ner  one  memorial  for  a  breaet, 

Whoie  thoogkts  are  all  thiae  own. 

Ner  seed  I  write— to  tell  the  tale 

M 7  pen  were  doubly  weak : 
Ok !  what  can  idle  words  avail. 

Unlets  the  heart  could  speak  ? 

By  day  or  ni^t,  in  weal  or  woe. 

That  heart,  no  longer  free. 
Must  bear  the  loye  it  cannot  show. 

And  silent  ache  for  thee. 


I  SPEAK  NOT,  I  TRACE  NOT! 

LORD  BYRON. 

I  speak  not,  I  trace  not,  I  breathe  not  thy  name. 
There  is  grief  in  the  sound,  there  is  guilt  in  the  fame  : 
But  the  tear  which  now  burns  on  my  cheek  may  impart 
The  deep  thoughts  that  dwell  in  that  silence  of  heart. 

Too  brief  for  our  passion,  too  long  for  our  peace 
Were  those  hours — can  their  joy  or  their  bitterness 

cease? 
We  repent— we  abjure— we  will  break  from  our  chain, — 
We  will  part,— we  will  fly  to— unite  it  agun  I 


"  ^m  SONCm  OP  ENOLAND  AND 

Oil  <  thine  be  the  gladness,  and  mine  be  the  ||riiiltl 
Fori;ive  me,  adored  one  I— forsake  if  thou  wilt ; — 
Bui  the  heart  which  is  thine  shall  expire  unilehftsed. 
And  mail  Elioll  noi  hreuk  it — whatever  thou  inavsi. 

And  stem  l«  the  haughty  but  humble  to  Ihee, 
This  soul  in  its  bitterest  blackness  ehull  i)ei 
An'l  our  days  seem  aa  swift,  and  i 


With  tbee  by  ray  side,  than  with  worlds  at  our  fe 

One  sigh  of  thy  boitow,  one  look  of  thy  love. 
Shall  turn  me  or  lix,  shuJl  reward  or  reprove  j 
And  the  heartless  may  wonder  at  all  I  resign — 
Thy  lip  ahull  reply,  not  to  ihem,  but  to  mine. 


[■■' 


GENEVIEVE. 


Maid  of  my  Love,  awect  Genevieve ! 
In  beauty's  light  you  glide  along: 
Your  eye  is  like  the  star  of  eve, 
Aud  sweet  your  voice  as  seraph's  song. 
Yet  not  your  heavenly  beauty  ipves 
This  heart  with  passions  soft  to  glow : 
Within  your  soul  a  voice  there  Uvea  '. 
It  bids  YOU  hefu-  the  talc  of  woe. 
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Wlwa  aii^ing  low  the  sufferer  wan 

Behoidi  DO  hand  outstretcht  to  save. 

Fair  as  the  bosom  of  the  swan 

That  rises  gracefiil  o'er  the  wave, 

IVe  seen  your  breast  with  pity  heave 

And  therefore  love  I  you,  sweet  Genevieve  ! 


CATHERINE  ORKNEY. 

CHARLES  LAIIB. 

Canadia  I  boast  no  more  the  toils 
Of  hunters  for  the  furry  spoils  ; 
Your  whitest  ermines  are  but  foils 

To  brighter  Catherine  Orkney. 

That  such  a  flower  should  ever  burst 
From  climes  with  rigorous  winter  curst ! — 
We  bless  you,  that  so  kindly  nurst 

This  flower,  this  Catherine  Orkney. 

We  envy  not  your  proud  display 

Of  lake — ^^vood — vast  Niagara : 

Your  greatest  pride  we've  borne  away. 

How  spared  you  Catherine  Orkney  ? 

That  Wolfe  on  Heights  of  Abraham  fell. 
To  your  reproach  no  more  we  tell : 
Canadia,  you  repaid  us  well 

With  rearing  Catherine  Orkney. 


O  Btitsia,  guard  with  lenderut  care 
Tbe  charge  alloiied  lo  your  Bhare  : 
You've  strarce  a  native  maid  to  fur. 

So  good,  as  Catherine  Orkney. 


LOVE'S    PHILOSOPHY. 


Bon  1^— DlRl  leti. 


The  fountain!  mingle  ivith  the  river. 

And  the  river  with  the  ocean  j 
The  winds  of  Heaven  mix  for  ever 

With  a  sweet  emotion  ; 
Nothing  in  the  world  it  single  i 

All  things,  hy  a  law  divine. 
In  another's  being  mini^le ;— - 

Why  not  I  vrith  thine  i 

See  the  monntainB  kias  high  Heaven, 

And  the  waves  clasp  one  another ! 
No  leaf  or  flower  would  he  forgiven. 

If  it  disdain'd  to  kiis  its  brother ) 
And  the  eunlij^hi  clospB  ihu  earth. 

And  the  nrnonbeams  kill  the  aeai 
What  are  all  those  kistingi  worth, 

If  thoukUs  not  me} 


r  KKRI.A.1II>  AHlt  II 


UNE8  TO  AN  INDIAN  Alft, 


I  r'lie  from  dresinc  of  thee 

In  the  fint  sweet  sleep  of  oi^ht, 
When  the  winds  are  breAthiog  low. 

And  the  stars  are  Bhining  bright ; 
t  rite  from  dreams  of  thee. 

And  A  f*pirit  in  my  feet 
Has  led  me — who  knowB  how( 

To  thy  ehamhei'  wiiidow  siveel, 

Tlie  wandering  airs  Ihey  faint 

Od  the  dark  and  silent  Htreiim, 
The  Champak  odnura  fall 

Like  sweet  thou){btB  io  a  dream. 
The  nig^htiDgale's  camplaint. 

It  dies  upon  her  heart. 
As  I  must  upon  Ihiae, 

BcloTed  aa  thou  art ! 

0  lift  me  from  ihc  praaa  1 

I  die,  I  fuiiit.  I  fail ; 
Let  thy  love  in  kisses  rain 

On  my  lips  and  cyelida  pale, 
My  cheek  is  cold  aiid  white  alua  ! 

My  heart  beats  loud  and  fast ; 
f^h!  press  ll  flose  to  thine  again, 

^"heie  U  will  break  at  last. 


aoMos  or  ■moi.amv  axd  iexlamd. 


TO    ELLEN. 


Though  time  hm  not  wreathed 
My  It: m plea  ivith  snow. 

Though  age  hath  not  breathed 
A  spell  o'er  my  brow. 

Yet  care's  wither*!!  fingers 
Press  on  lae  with  pain  ; 

The  fleeting  pulse  lingers, 

Aai  liu^rs  ia  Yam. 

The  eyes  which  behold  thee. 

Their  brightness  is  flown; 
The  arms  wliieh  enfold  thee. 

Enfeebled  ore  grown  : 
And  friendship  hath  left  me. 

By  fortune  estranged  j 
All,  all  is  beriifl  uic, — 

For  thou,  too,  art  changed ! 

Yes,  dark  IIU  have  clouded 

The  dawning  in  tears ; 
Adrernity  shrouded 

By  ripening  years. 
Life's  path  wild  and  dreary. 

Draws  nigh  to  its  elosej — 
Heart-broken  and  weury 

1  ligli  for  repose. 


MMfMov  wnouan  un  tni 


Tlie  world  aliiJl  coreta  ibce 

When  I  ceiue  to  be  ; 
And  SUD8  rue  lu  bless  liiee 

Which  imile  aot  fur  me  : 
And  hean«  shall  adore  thee, 

And  bend  Ht  tby  ihriiie. 
But  nunc  bow  before  ibec 

So  tnjly  as  mine. 


I 
I 


AN   ITALIAN   SONG. 

BANUEL  ROCEHS. 

Dw  ii  my  Utile  native  rale,  _ 

The  ria^-dove  builde  and  murmurs  there, 

Cloie  by  my  col  she  telle  her  tale 
To  every  passing  villager. 

The  e<|uirrel  leaps  from  tree  to  tree, 

And  shells  his  nuts  at  liberty. 

In  orange-groves  and  myrtle  bowers. 
That  breathe  a  gale  of  frugraace  round, 

I  ehann  the  fairy  fooled  hours 
With  my  loved  lute's  romantic  sound; 

'^r  crowns  of  living  laurel  weave, 

for  ihuse  that  win  the  race  at  eve. 

^e  shepherd's  hum  at  break  of  day. 
The  ballet  danced  in  twilight  glade, 

''T'c  canzonet  and  roundelay 
Sung  in  the  silent  greeti-wnod  shade; 

These  gimple  joys,  that  neifer  fail, 

Shut  bind  no*  *"  "7  native  »ale.  


Mine  be  a  cot  beside  the  hill ; 
A  l>ee-hivc'i  bum  «hitU  tooibe  my  esrj 
A  willuwy  brook,  that  turns  s  mill. 
With  many  a  fall  shall  linger  Dcur. 

The  Bwullow  oft  beneath  my  thatch, 
Sh&ll  tivitter  froni  her  I'luy-built  nesl  i 
Oft  eball  the  pilgrim  lift  the  latch, 
AJid  share  my  meal,  a  welcome  guest. 

Around  my  ivy'd  porch  shall  spring 
Each  fragrant  floiver  that  drinks  the  dctrffl 
And  Lucy,  nt  her  wheel,  shall  sing 
In  russet  gown  and  apron  blue. 

'Hie  village-fhnrch  among  the  trees. 
Where  first  our  cnarriagc-vows  were  gi 
With  merry  peals  shall  sivell  the  breeze. 
And  point  with  taper  ipire  to  heArao. 


A    FAREWELL. 
BAN17KL,  HOtlKM. 

Once  more,  encli&niing  mud,  adieu! 
I  miut  be  gone  while  yet  I  may. 
Oft  shal)  ]  weep  to  thinli  of  you; 
Sul  here  I  will  not,  uannol  stay. 


I 


RNnLUVD  *tm  IBItLitND. 

The  nrert  ezpreatioD  of  thai  race, 
For  ever  eliUDCing.  yet  *he  »»mc. 
Ah  DO,  I  dare  not  tnni  to  trace. 
It  mdt*  m^  «oul,  it  Gree  m;'  tnme  I 

Yet  give  me,  give  me,  ere  I  go. 
One  little  luek  of  llioee  so  lileit. 
Thai  lend  your  cheek  a  warmer  ([low. 
And  on  your  white  neck  love  to  real, 

—Say,  when,  to  kiodle  u>h  delight. 
That  hand  h3«  chanced  with  raiae  to  meet. 
How  could  its  IhriUini;  touch  excite 
A  ligh  (o  ahort,  and  ycl  ao  aweel  ? 

O  14^ — but  no,  it  raust  uot  be; 
Adieu  !  a  long,  a  lung  sdieu  I 
—Yet  «tU),  meihinki,  you  frown  on  me; 
Of  never  could  I  fly  from  you. 


TRUE  LOVE. 


Thou  art  lovelier  than  the  uuuiiuK 

Of  the  faireat  floH-ern  of  spring. 
When  the  wild  bee  wanilurs  humming. 

Like  a  blessed  fairy  thing ; 
Thou  art  lovelier  than  tbe  breaking 

Of  the  orient  crimeon'd  morn. 
When  the  gentlest  ninds  are  shaking, 

Tbc  dewdrops  from  tlie  thorn. 


SONOS  OF  ENGLAND  AND  ULELAND. 

I  have  Been  the  wild-flowers  springiag' 

In  ivood,  and  field,  and  glen, 
Where  a  tfaouaand  birde  vreie  sinfpng. 

And  ray  tboiigbta  were  of  thee  then  ; 
For  there's  nothing  gladsome  round  une, 

Nathiu){  bcauliful  to  see. 
Since  thy  beauty's  spell  biu  bound  me, 

Bui  is  eloquent  of  thee. 


SHE  IS  NOT  FAIR? 


COLEftlDOE. 


She  is  not  fair  to  outward  Tkw, 

Ab  many  maidens  be ; 
Her  luveliuess  ]  never  knew 

Until  she  amilcd  on  me: 
Oh,  then  I  saw  ber  eye  was  bright — 
A  veil  of  tuve,  a  epring  of  light. 

But  now  her  looka  are  coy  and  cold, 
To  mine  they  ne'er  reply ; 

And  yet  I  cease  not  to  behold. 
The  lore-light  in  her  eye : 

Her  rery  frowns  arc  belter  far 

Than  smiles  of  other  maidens  ve  ! 
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SYLVIA  TO  ROMANZO. 
GEOBGE  DARLEY. 

The  Streams  that  wind  amid  the  hills. 

And  lost  in  pleasure  slowly  roam. 
While  their  deep  joy  the  valley  fills, — 
Ev'n  these  will  leave  their  mountain-home 
So  may  it,  love  I  with  others  be. 
But  I  will  never  wend  from  thee. 

The  leaf  forsakes  the  parent  spray. 

The  blossom  quits  the  stem  as  fast. 
The  rose-enamour'd  bird  will  stray 
And  leave  his  eglantine  at  last ; 
So  may  it  love !  with  others  be 
But — I  will  never  wend  from  thee. 


SYLVIA  TO  ROMANZO. 
GEORGE  DARLEY. 

I've  plockM  the  woodbine,  and  lilac  so  pale. 
And  the  sweetest  young  cowslips  that  grew  in  the  dale. 
The  bud  from  the  flower,  and  the  leaf  from  the  tree, 
To  bind  a  rich  garland,  young  shepherd !  for  thee. 

'O  look  how  the  rose  blushes  deeper  with  pride. 
And  how  pretty  forget-me-not  peeps  by  its  side ; 
How  the  high-crested  pink  in  brave  plumage  doth  fall. 
And  look  how  the  lily  looks  sweeter  than  all. 


My  beautiful  myrtle ! — I  think  Ihou  dost  kai 
Upou  whom  this  rich  ga.rland  1  mean  to  beelow; 
For  thou  seems'l  with  a  voice  full  of  fra^rranee  to  aigli — 
"  Should  I  wreath  that  voung  shepherd  huw  happv 

were  I!" 
Come,  bend  me  thy  lirow,  gentle  youth!  nnd  I'll  twine 
Round  thy  temples  so  pure  this  rich  garlaud  of  mine; 

0  thou  louk'st  such  a  prince !  from  this  day,  from  this 

1  will  cull  thee  uought  else  but  the  Lord  of  uiy  Bower. 


THE  QUEEN  OF  THE  MAY. 


Here's  a  bunk  with  rich  cowslips  aud  cuckoo-buds 

To  exalt  your  bright  looks,  gentle  Queen  of  the  May! 
Here's  a  cushion  of  moss  for  your  delicate  shoe 
And  a  woodbine  to  weave  you  a  canopy  gay  ! 

Here's  a  garland  of  red- m aide n-roacs  for  you. 
Such  a  beautiful  wreath  is  for  be«uty  alunel 

Here's  a  fjoldeu  king-cup,  brimming  over  with' 
To  be  kiss'd  by  a  lip  just  as  aweel  as  its  own 

Here  are  bracelets  of  pearl  from  the  fount  in  tl 
That  the  nympb  of  the  wove  on  your  wri 
beatow ; 
Here's  a  I'Jy-wrought  scarf,  your  i 


Orti 


D  that  boiioni  like  si 


*  dmh 

.vdi. 
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Here's  m  myrtle  eawreatVd  with  a  jessamine  band. 
To  expfcn  die  fond  twining  of  beauty  and  youth ; 

Take  thk  amMem  of  lore  in  thy  exquisite  hand, 
Aad  4o  tkom  sway  the  evergreen  sceptre  of  Truth ! 

Then  around  yo«  well  dance,  and  around  you  we'll 
•tug! 

To  soft  pipe,  and  sweet  tabor  we'll  foot  it  away ! 
And  the  hills,  and  the  yales,  and  the  forests  shall  rin^ 
While  we  hul  you  our  lovely  young  Queen  of  the 
May. 


THE  CALL. 


GEORGE  DARLEY. 


Awake  thee,  my  lady-love  1 

Wake  thee  and  rise  I 
The  sun  through  the  bower  peeps 

Into  thine  eyes ! 

Behold  how  the  early  lark 

Springs  from  the  corn  I 
Haik,  hark  how  the  flower-bird 

Winds  her  wee  horn ! 

The  swallow's  glad  shriek  is  heard 

All  through  the  air! 
The  stock-dove  is  murmuring 

Loud  as  she  dare ! 


soNiu  er  muoLum  and  irxuitb. 

Apollo'e  wing'd  hugteman 

Cannot  contain , 
But  pekls  his  loud  trumpet-call 

Once  and  agun ! 

Then  wake  thee,  my  lady-love  ! 

Bird  of  my  bower  '. 
The  sweclest  and  aleepieat 

Bird  at  thia  hour. 


SONG  OF  A  GREEK  ISLANDER  IN  EXILE.  I 


Where  ia  the  sea! — I  knjfuish  here — 

Where  U  my  own  blue  sea! 
Wih  all  its  barks  of  fleet  career. 

And  (lags  and  breezes  free  1 

I  raisB  the  voice  of  waves — the  first 

That  woke  my  childish  glee : 
The  measur'd  i:hinie,  the  thundering  buf 

Where  is  my  own  blue  aea  ? 

Oh  !  with  your  myrtles  breath  may  rii 
Soft,  Eofl,  your  ivinds  may  be ; 

Yet  my  sick  heart  wilhiu  me  diet — 
Where  U  my  own  blue  sck  ? 
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I  hear  the  ahepherdi  mountain  flute, 

I  hear  the  whispering  tree— 
The  edioet  of  my  soul  are  mute — 

Where  is  my  own  blue  sea. 


["*  A  Gnck  Uand«r  beinf  taken  to  the  Vale  of  Tempe,  aad  called 
■pan  to  adodie  tts  bcantifal  scenery,  replied  '  Yes,  all  is  ficdr »  bat 
thena   wtereiilt."*  Mrs.  Hemans.] 


ARE  OTHER  EYES. 


L>  £■   L« 

Are  other  eyes  beguiling.  Love  ? 
Are  other  rose-lips  smiling.  Love  ? 
Ah,  heed  them  not ;  you  will  not  find 
Lips  more  true  or  eyes  more  kind. 
Than  mine^  Love. 

Are  other  white  arms  wreathing.  Love  ? 
Are  other  fond  sighs  breathing.  Love  ? 
Ah,  heed  them  not ;  but  call  to  mind 
The  arms,  the  sighs,  you  leave  l)ehind— 
All  thine.  Love. 

Then  gaze  not  on  other  eyes.  Love ; 
Breathe  not  other  sighs.  Love ; 
You  may  find  many  a  brighter  one 
"^an  your  own  rose,  but  there  are  none 
So  true  to  thee.  Love. 


SONQB  or  tiiaiMib  AxD  ikKt,utr>. 

All  thiae  own,  'mid  vladnciis,  Love  ; 
Fouder  Mill,  'mid  sadness.  Love; 
Tboufth  chan^d  from  all  that  now  thou  a: 
In  shame  and  gorniw,  still  thy  heart 
Would  be  the  world  to  me.  Love. 


TO  MARY, 

O  Mary,  1  love  thee  with  purest  devotion. 
No  pnssioQ  more  holy  in  mortal  eiut  be. 

The  wind  (o  the  hill,  and  the  ware  to  the  ocean. 
Are  true,  but  not  truer — thau  1  am  to  thee. 

Wherever  ray  footsteps  by  fnnty  are  taken — 
1  hear  thee,  1  see  ihee,  thiae  image  is  there. 

Though  far  from  thy  bosom  my  love  la  unshaken, 
I'm  atill  the  true  WtLly  to  Mary  the  fiur. 

Though  round  mc  the  wild  ivintry  waters  ore  fuaminir 
And  Mary  aud  Heaven  are  hid  from  my  view, 

My  heart  and  my  mind  they  are  never  n  roaming— 
I  knon  thou  art  beauteous,  believe  thou  art  true. 

Though    wafted    far   from    thee,  think    not    thou'ri 
-  forsaken — 

I  pray  with  the  tempest, — send  sighs  with  the  air — 
But  live  on  believing  thjit  distance  will  wakeu — 

Even  higher  love  in  me  for  Mary  the  fur. 
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THE  FISHER'S  WELCOME. 


THOMAS  DOI7BLEDAT. 


We  twa  hae  fiih'd  the  Kale  sae  clear. 

An'  streams  o'  mossy  Reed, 
We've  tried  the  Wansbeck  an'  the  Wear, 

The  Teviot  an'  the  Tweed ; 
An'  we  will  try  them  ance  agfun 

When  summer  suns  are  fine. 
An'  well  thraw  the  flie  thegither  yet 

For  the  days  o'  lang  syne. 

lis  mony  years  sin'  first  we  met 

On  Coquet's  bonny  braes. 
An'  mony  a  brither  fisher's  gane. 

An'  clad  in  his  last  claes ; 
An'  we  maun  follow  wi'  the  lave, 

Grim  Death  he  heucks  us  a'. 
But  we'll  hae  anither  fishing  bout 

Afore  we're  ta'en  awa'. 

For  we  are  hale  an'  hearty  baith, 

Tho'  frosty  are  our  pows. 
We  still  can  guide  our  fishing  graith. 

An'  climb  the  dykes  and  knowes ; 
We'll  mount  our  creels  an'  grip  our  gads. 

An  thraw  a  sweeping  line ; 
An  we'U  hae  a  plash  among  the  lads. 

For  the  days  o'  lang  syne. 


KONOB  OP  BNGLAND  AND  IBBLAKD. 

Tho'  Cheviot's  top  lie  frosty  still, 

He's  green  below  the  knee. 
Sac  don  your  plaid  on'  tnk  your  gad. 

An'  gttng  8w«'  m'  tne. 
Come  busk  your  dies,  my  auld  compeer,  i 

We're  fidgin*  a'  fu'  fain. 
We've  fiah'd  the  Coquel  mony  a  year. 

An  we'll  lish  her  owrc  again, 

Au'  hameivard  when  we  toddle  back. 

An'  night  begini  to  fa', 
Wlien  ilka  chid  maun  tell  his  crack. 

We'll  craek  Rboon  Ihein  a' : — 
When  jugs  are  toom'd  an'  coggins  wet, 

I'll  lay  my  loof  in  thine, 
We've  shown  we're  gude  at  water 

An'  we're  little  warse  at  wine. 

We'll  crack  ho^v  mony  a  creel  we've  fiU'J 

How  mony  a  line  we've  flung. 
How  mony  a  gcd  an'  sawmon  kill'd 

In  days  when  we  were  young. 
We'll  gar  the  CAllaiits  a'  look  blue. 

An'  sing  anitber  tune ; 
They're  bleeding  aye  o'  what  they'll  do-— 

We'll  tell  them  what  we've  dune. 


r  i^Mtn  Of  ■»ct.«!(B  A 


THE  ANOEL'S  WHISPEH. 


A  batiy  wu  sleeping, 

lu  mother  wai  weeping. 
For  her  hutband  wm  far  on  the  wild  rnging'  sea ; 

And  )he  teiDpeit  was  iwelling 

Round  tlie  figherman'e  dweJIiD)^, 
And  the  erkd,  '  Dermui,  durlinff '.  Oh,  come  hack 


H«r  beadH  while  she  nunber'd 

The  bahy  still  Blumber'd, 
And  imiled  in  her  face  as  ihe  bended  U«r  knee. 

'  Oh,  blesi'd  be  (hat  wamiD^'. 

Uy  child,  thy  deep  Hduruiag — 
For  I  know  (hat  the  angeU  are  wbiapcrinR  with  theE, 

'  And  while  they  are  keeping 

Bright  watcli  o'er  thy  slaeping, 
Oil,  pray  to  them  softly,  uiy  baby,  with  ine — 

And  say  thuu  would'at  rather 

They'd  watcb  o'er  thy  fwher, 
Pur  I  know  ihut  ibe  angels  are  whispering  with  ihee.' 

The  dawn  of  the  morning 

Suw  Dermot  returning, 
Aud  the  wife  wupt  with'joy  her  babe'H  father  lo  see ; 

And  dusi'ly  carceeing 

Her  ehild  with  b  blenBing, 
Said, '  I  knew  thai  the  angels  were  whispering  with 


THE  RING  AND  THE  WTNDINO  SHKCT, 


Why  came  you  doc  at  ovoninf;  hour, 

Wliy  came  you  oot  to  me  I 
Say,  does  that  bean  beat  eulder  now — 

Oh !  tell  me,  truly  tell— 
Than  when  you  kiaaM  my  burning  brow. 

When  last  you  said  '  farewell  i' 


Ai  late  my  Up«r  1  illumed, 

To  aigh  and  watch  for  thee. 
It  soon  the  mystic  form  aeium'd 

Which  lovers  smite  to  ice ; 
But  fondly  ivhile  I  g»i'd  upon 

And  trimm'd  the  flame  with  eare, 
The  jiladge  of  plighted  love  wai  gone— 

Tlie  sign  of  death  vm*  Ibere  I 

Oh,  say,  was  thii  foreboding  truth. 

And  will  thou  break  thy  vow. 
And  wilt  thou  tligbt  my  opemng  youth ) 


1 


And  ui 


I  1— m 


I  In 


Meet  de»th'>  embrace  for  (bat  chaste  ktHi 

That  holy  kisB  j'ou  vow'd  I 
And  must  I  for  my  bridal  dreu 

D«  mantled  in  tlu;  t>broiid  i 


VDVnl  or  BXGLJbKD  AHl^m 


.e !— (be  ttarrjf  midnight  huur 
Htagt  ctwm'il,  null  pauaetb  Ju  ill  flight: 
In  iu  own  sweelneu)  elceps  the  flower, 
And  the  dorci  lie  bu&hcd  in  dclighi ! 
Awake !  awake  ] 
iMuk  forth,  Qif  loie,  for  Lovc'»  iweet  sake 

IjHwakt  I — Kift  dew«  will  eoon  ariee 
[   From  daisied  mead,  and  thorny  brake  j 
I,  Bwe«t,  uiicluud  tboa«  eastern  eyei, 
id  like  the  lender  moraiun  break ! 
Aw)d(e  I  awake  1 
Dawn  forth,  my  love,  for  Love's  iweei  sake. 

Uwake  I — within  the  miisk-roie  bower 
I    I  WBIeb,  pale  flower  uf  love,  for  thee : 
:,  and  obew  the  elarry  hoar 
What  wealth  of  love  ibou  hid'at  from  me ! 
Aivake !  awake ! 
Shew  all  thy  love,  for  Love's  sweet  sake : 

lllrake !— ne'er  heed,  though  liBtcninir  niglil 
:   Steal  music  from  thy  ail  ver  voice  : 
Uncloud  thy  beauty,  rare  end  briuht. 
And  bid  the  world,  and  me,  rejoice  '. 
Awake  1  awake  1 
She  comes,— at  lait,  for  Love'B  sweet  sake  1 


INDIAN  LOVE. 


Tell  tne  not  that  thou  doat  love  me. 
Though  it  thrill  me  with  delig^hl ; 

Thou  art,  like  the  stars,  above  me ; 
I — the  lowly  earth  at  night, 

Hnst  thou  llkow  from  kingt  descended) 
Loved  the  Indian  cotta^-bom; 

And  shall  she,  whom  Lore  befriended. 
Darken  nil  tby  hopeful  morn  1 

Go, — and  for  thy  father's  glory. 
Wed  the  blood  thut's  pure  and  free  .- 

Tis  enough  to  gild  my  slory, 
That  I  once  w»b  loved  by  thee  I 


Spirit  of  the  sommer  breeze  ! 
Wherefore  ileep'st  thou  in  the  tree*' 
Come,  and  ki«3  the  maiden  rote. 
Thai  on  .Marian's  bosom  blows ! 


savot  or  sholahd  akp  Ireland. 


981 


Come  and  fiiwn  about  her  hair ! 

Kiis  the  fringes  of  her  eyes ! 
Aak  her  why  she  looks  so  fair, 

When  she  heedeth  not  my  sighs  ? 

Tell  her,  mnrmnring  summer  air. 
That  her  beauty's  all  untrue ; 

Tell  her,  she  should  not  seem  fair 
Unlets  she  be  gentle  too ! 


IS  MY  LOVER  ON  THE  SEA  f 


BARRY  CORNWALL. 


Is  my  loTer  on  the  sea. 
Sidling  east  or  sailing  west  ? 

Nightly  ocean,  gentle  be. 
Rock  him  into  rest ! 

Let  no  angry  wind  arise. 

Nor  a  wave  with  whitened  crest 
All  be  gentle  as  his  eyes 

When  he  is  caressed ! 

Bear  him  (as  the  breeze  above 
Bears  the  bird  unto  its  nest,) 

Here, — unto  his  home  of  love. 
And  there  bid  him  rest ! 


L  DRINKING  SONG, 


BABDV  COnNW 


Drink,  and  fill  the  niglit  wiih  mirib  I 

Let  UH  huve  u  mighty  meiuure. 
Till  we  <|Uile  for([et  the  earth. 

And  SD&r  into  the  world  of  pleaaure. 
Drink,  and  let  &  health  ^a  niund, 

(Tis  the  driuker'ii  noble  duty,) 
To  the  eyes  that  shine  and  wound. 

To  the  mouths  thai  bud  in  licauty  I 

Here's  to  Helen  I  why,  ah  I  why 

Doth  the  fly  from  my  pursuing  > 
Here's  to  Hari&n.  cold  and  shy  I 

May  she  warm  before  ihy  wooing  1 
Here's  to  Janet  !  I've  been  e'er. 

Boy  and  man,  her  staunch  defender. 
Alwayij  sworn  tliat  chc  was  fair. 

Always  known  that  she  was  tender ! 

Fill  the  deep-mautfaed  glasses  high 

Let  them  with  the  champaign  tremble,    j 
Like  the  loose  wmek  in  the  (>ky. 

When  the  four  wild  winds  assemble ! 
Here's  to  all  the  love  on  earth, 

(Love,  the  young  man's,  wise  man's  treasure  r) 
Drink,  and  till  your  throats  with  mirth! 

Drink,  and  drown  the  world  in  pleorare  I 


■1  ^  ■ 

HABSV                                                         ^^^^^H 

C-unie  agvn  1  cuiue  uguiii  I 

Sunshine  eoiiiMh  after  miu. 

A«  «  Ump  fed  aewh  burnutb, 

PleMwe,  who  doth  fly,  reliirntMli, 

.Scattering  every  cloud  of  pain, 

Ai  the  year,  wUch  dica  ici  showers. 

Riaeih  in  a  H-orld  of  6oiv«rs, 

Cali'd  by  many  a  vernal  mrmii. 

Come  lho«,— for  whom  tears  were  fEaiiii«. 

And  tt  thousand  tongues  are  colliug : 

Come  again,  0  come  again, 

Uke  the  nmshine  after  rain. 

DRINKING  SONG. 

Pour  u-ouod  the  ipnrklinK  wine. 
Quaff  the  howl  of  juicy  grape, 

Give  the  fair  ones  face  divine 
Beauty,  ni^e»ly.  and  nhaiie. 

Wine  it  \e  the  mUk  of  Veuiu. 

Honour  then  the  queen  of  love— 
Bt»Uty  in  your  bosom  screen  u*. 

While  your  coraJ  teat  wq  prove. 

Wliu  but  lovcB  a  rosy  lip, 

Moialea'd  with  the  morning  dew — 
Such  a  lip  where  bees  would  sip — 

Were  they  bleat  like  those  that  do. 

Who  but  luvcs  a  houndles!  sea — 
Where  the  hoaey'd  milk  is  rife, 

In  the  fair  will  lind  agree, 
All  ibe  neetar'd  sweets  of  life. 

Drain— ah  then  the  tparkling  bowl. 

Tit  the  fair  one  whom  you  lore, 
Koii  with  her  ■□  heart  aaA  eoul, 

Joy  sJiall  round  your  circle  move  I 


APPENDIX. 
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APPENDIX. 


See  page  6. 


The  copy  here  given  of  Marlowe's  Song,  is  printed 
from  England's  Helicon,  1600;  the  letters  W.  E.  P.  & 
R,,  specify  the  variations  as  printed  by  Isaak  Walton, 
George  Ellis,  Bishop  Percy,  and  Ritson. 


THE  PASSIONATE  SHEPHERD. 

Come  live  with  ine,  and  be  my  love. 
And  We  will  all  the  pleasures  prove, 
That  vallics,  groves,*  hills  and  fields. 
Woods,  or  steepie  mountaines  yields. 

Andf  we  will  sit  vpon  the  rockes. 
Seeing^  the  shepheards  feede  their  fluckes§ 
By  shallow  riuers,  to  whose  falls 
Melodious  birds  sings  |{  madrigalls. 


*  That  hiUs  and  valleys,  dale  and  field, 
And  all  the  craggy  mountains  yield.— 'Bllis  and  Prbcv. 

Itiat  rallies,  groves  or  hills  and  fields, 

And  all  the  steepy  mountain  yields. — Ritson. 

That  valleys,  groves,  or  hills  or  field. 

Or  woods,  and  steepy  moon  tains  yield.-  Walton. 

t  There,  E.  &  p.    Where,  Walton.  t  And  see,  E.  &  P.  &  W. 

§  Our,  W.  I  Sing,  R.  E.  &  P. 


Aod  I  will'  make  thee  beds  of  roses. 

Andt  a  ihousand  fragraot  poesies, 
A  cap  of  flowcre  and  a  kirtle 
Intbroydered  all  with  leuvee  of  minle. 

A  gowae  made  of  the  fineiit  wooll. 
Which  from  our  pretty  lambs  we  pull, 
Fajre  lined  slippers^  for  the  cold, 
With  buckles  of  the  purest  gold : 

A  belt  of  alraw  and  iuie  buds. 
With  corall  clasps  and  amber  studs. 
Aod  if  these  plmsures  naay  thee  mouc, 
Come$  lire  with  me  and  be  my  loue.|{ 

llie  Shcpbcard  swtuocs  shall  dance  and  »ia^ 
For  thy  delights  IT  each  May-morning ;        ^h 
If  these  delights  thy  mind  may  inoue,        ^H 
Then  iiuc  with  me  and  be  my  louc.  ^H 

Fi»is.  Chr.  MAitsM 


a  p.    wtiton  nu,  ■ 

dcbolce]r.E.&P.a:K 
ID  utda  tblt  tt 


^  Dellihl.  R.  E.  F 


APPJBNDIX.  ^2S<> 


THE  NYMPH'S  REPLY  TO  THE  SHEPHERD. 
FROM  *<  ENGLAND'S  HEUCON,**  lOOO. 

If  all*  the  world  and  loue  were  young. 
And  truth  in  every  Shepheards  tongue. 
These  pretty  pleasures  might  me  moue 
To  live  with  thee  and  be  thy  loue. 

Time  drives  the  flocks  from  field  to  foldf 
The  riuers  rage  and  rockes  grow  cold. 
And  Philomell^  becometh  dombe 
The  re8t§  complaines  of  cares  to  come. 

The  flowers  doe  fade  and  wanton  fields 
To  wayward  winter  reckoning  yeelds 
A  hony  tongue  a  heart  of  gall. 
Is  fancies  spring,  but  sorrowes  fall. 

Thy  gownes,  thy  shoocs,  thy  beds  of  roses. 
Thy  cap,  thy  kirtle  and  (!iy  posies, 
Soonc  break,  soone  wither,  soone  forgotten. 
In  folly  ripe,  in  reason  rotten. 

Thy  belt  of  straw,  and  iuic  buds. 
Thy  corall  clasps,  and  amber  studs. 
All  these  in  me  no  meanes  can  moue 
To  come  to  thee,  and  be  thy  loue.  || 

*  If  that,  p.         t  Bat  time  drives  flocks  from  fleld  to  fold,  W.  ft  p. 

^  Then,  W.  I  And  age,  W.    And  aU  complain,  P. 

I  Here  Isaak  Walton  adds  this  verse  :— 

What  should  we  talk  of  dainties  then. 

Of  better  meat  thanks  fit  for  men ) 

These  are  bat  vain :  that's  only  good 

Wliich  God  hath  blest,  and  sent  for  food. 


But  could  youth  Idei,  au<i  love  still  lireede, 
Had  joyea  do  dale,  liiul*  Uf^a  no  mcde, 
Tht'D  tlioae  delishia  my  mind  mighi  uioue, 
To  live  wiiL  ibee  and  lie  lliy  louc. 


Finis 


Ig»o 


e  p.  70. 

The  idea  of  Herrick'g  beautiful  Song  "  To  ihe 
Vir);iD3  to  mikke  tuucli  of  Hmc,"  the  Editor  haa  stmted 
is  taken  from  Spcuscr.  Since  then  he  has  found  that 
the  hint  may  have  been  Just  as  likely  taken  from  the 


ivin^  paEsagc  in  Taeeo's  Jerusalem,  thus  translated 


liy  Fairfax. 

The  joyous  birds,  hid  under  green-wood  sUuh^^^^H 
SuD^  mcny  notes  on  every  brauub  and  liougii,  ^^H 
The  wind,  that  in  the  leaves  and  waters  plny'd, 
With  murmurs  siveet  now  sun^,  and  whistled  now : 
Censed  the  birds,  the  wind  loud  answer  made. 
And  while  they  snng,  it  rumbled  soft  and  low; 
Thus,  were  it  liap  or  cunning,  chance  or  art. 
The  wind  in  this  EtroDge  musie  bore  it's  part. 

'  A  wondrous  bird  with  parly  coloured  plumes,'  *iM^S__ 
this  love  lay :  HH 

The  gentle  budding  rose,  quoth  she,  behold^  ..^^^| 
That  first  scant  peeping  forth  ivilb  virgin  beUH^^^I 
Half  ope,  half  shut,  lior  beauties  doth  unfold 
In  it's  fair  leaves,  and,  less  seen,  fairer  seems, 


i 


APPEXDIZ. 


And  after  ipttads  ihsm  foriK  more  liro»d  and  bol<!, 
TheD  Iftngiiiabeili,  and  dice  in  \a»t  extremu; 

Nor  teems  the  »anie,  ibat  decked  bed  and  bou'r 

Of  many  a  lady  late,  aod  paramour. 

So,  in  the  passing  of  a  dny,  doth  paid 
The  bod  and  blossom  of  the  life  of  iiinn, 
Nor  ere  doth  dourisb  more  j  but,  like  the  gtntr, 
Cut  doivti,  becometh  witbcr'd,  pale,  and  wan  : 
Oil,  gtUher  then  thf  rote,  triiitr  ttmr  l/iau  luut; 
Short  M  Ihir  dai/,  door  toAtrn  il  teani  irgan  i 
Gather  Ike  ntr  e/ hoe,  wMle  yei  lAou  mii/ii 
Lvning  lie  lav'H,  fmbracing  be  emiiritc'd. 

She  ceat'd;  and  as  agiproriiig  all  ahc  ?poke. 

The  choir  of  birUa  (heir  beavuly  tunut  renew,  &c. 


Spenser  is  well  known  to  hare  traniilaled  and  Irant- J 
ferred  into  bii  Faerie  Queen«  utiny  of  Tasso's 
beautiful  pmsages  j  the  foUo\rmj(  Hues  from  ttie  Bower  4 
of  BliM,  Fiurfax  bad  before  h.lin  when  he  rendered  the  \ 
■juotatlun  just  given  : — 

The  ioyoua  birdes,  shrouded  in  cbearefull  sbadi-, 
Their  notes  unto  the  v-oic«  attempred  BWeeIc; 
Th'  angelicall  soft  trembling  voyrea  made 
To  ih'  inslniments  divine  respondence  rncci ; 
The  silrer-sounding  instrutneiils  did  meet 
MTith  the  base  murmure  of  the  ivatcrs  Call  ( 
The  waters  fall  with  difference  discreet. 
Now  soft,  now  loud,  unto  the  wind  did  call ; 
The  gentle  warbling  wind  low  answered  to  all. 


Htrc,  wlier^  this  deliKhtrul   mUBic  u-as  beiird,  the 
nir  witch  Ac rasia,' WI1&  sulaciag  herself  wit li  : 
■er,— she  eDgajfed  in  "  wanton  joys,"— 

The  whiles  some  one  did  chaunt  this  lovely  l»y 
'  Ah !  SLi-,  whoBO  favre  thing  doest  fuinc  to  » 
In  gpring^Dg  flowre  tlie  image  of  thy  day ! 
Ah  I  see  the  virgin  rose,  how  sweetly  ihce 
Doth  lint  peepe  foorth  with  baabfult  modestee. 
That  furer  seemes  the  lease  yc  see  her  may ! 
Lo !  see  snone  after  how  more  bold  and  fr«e 
Her  linred  bosome  she  duth  broad  display ; 
Lo  !  see  soone  aflcr  liow  she  fades  and  falls  awfty. 

.^o  puescth,  in  the  piicsing  of  a  day, 

Of  inortsU  life,  the  l«afe,  the  bud,  the  flowrc : 

Nc  more  doth  flourish  after  first  decay. 

That  erst  was  sought  lo  deck  both  bed  and  boM 

or  many  a  ludy,  and  many  a  paramoure  1  1 

(iaihfr  thfrr/itrf  the  rote  lehifrtt  yet  itprimr. 

For  toQne  comti  tigv  that  will  her  priile  drfiinrrf  .- 

(iat&er  the  rote  o/latv  irhileil yet  it  limf, 

tf'hileit  loting  Mom  tnnytl  loeeJ  be  teilk  rqvallcriii 


4 


Spcnscrs  Faerie  Queenc  «bb 
previous  lo  the  Tatso  of  Fnirfn; 


D.  2,  Con.  XII.  rer. 

printed  only  u 


APPRNDIX.  293 


LOVE. 


REN  J0N80X. 


Though  I  am  young  and  cannot  tell 
Either  what  Death,  or  Love,  is  well. 
Yet  I  have  heard  they  both  bear  darts. 
And  both  do  aim  at  human  hearts  : 
And  then  again,  I  have  been  told. 
Love  wounds  with  heat,  as  Death  with  cold ; 
So  that  I  fear  they  do  but  bring 
Extremes  to  touch  and  mean  one  thing, 

As  in  a  ruin  wc  it  call 
One  thing  to  be  blown  up,  or  fall ; 
Or  to  our  end,  like  way  may  have. 
By  flash  of  lightning,  or  a  wave ; 
So  Love's  inflamed  shaft  or  brand 
May  kill  as  soon  as  Death's  cold  hand. 
Except  Love's  Ares  the  virtue  have 
To  fright  the  frost  out  of  the  grave. 


[San;  bf  Karolin  in  the  Sad  Shepherd.] 


THE  TRIUMPH  OF  CHABIS. 


le  chariot  at  hantt  here  of  Love, 
Wlicrein  my  Lady  ridcth ! 
Carh  ihat  draws  ia  a  sn-an  or  a  dove. 

And  well  the  ear  Love  guideih. 
As  she  gaes,  all  hearU  do  duty 

Unto  her  beauty ; 
And  cnamour'd,  do  uisli.Ba  they  migbt 

But  rnjoy  sueh  a  sight. 
That  they  still  were  to  run  by  her  side. 
Through  swords,  through  seas,  whither  she  would  tide. 

Do  hut  look  on  her  eyes,  they  do  tight 

All  that  Lore's  irorld  compriselh  '. 
Do  hut  look  on  her  hiur  it  is  bright 

Aa  Love's  star  when  li  riseth  ! 
Do  but  mark,  her  forehead's  smoother 

Than  words  that  sooth  her ; 
And  from  her  arched  brows,  sueh  a  grace 

Sheds  itseirthro'  her  face, 
Alt  alone  there  trium|)hs  to  the  life 
All  the  gain,  all  the  good  of  the  elements  sirife. 

Have  you  seen  but  a  bright  lily  grow. 

Before  rude  hands  hove  Eoiu'h'd  It  I 
Have  you  mark'd  but  the  fall  of  the  sno' 

Before  the  soil  luth  BmutcVd  U  i 
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Hare  you  fdt  the  wool  of  the  bever  ? 

Or  swan's  down  ever  ? 
Or  have  smelt  o'  the  bud  of  the  briar  ? 

Or  the  nard  in  the  fire  ? 
Or  have  tasted  the  bag  of  the  bee  ? 
O  to  white !  O  so  soft !  O  so  sweet  is  she ! 


BEGGING  ANOTHER  KISS. 
BEN  JONSON. 

For  love's  sake,  kiss  me  once  again, 
I  long, — and  should  not  beg  in  vain. 

Here's  none  to  spy,  or  see ; 
Why  do  you  doubt  or  stay  ? 

I'll  taste  as  lightly  as  the  bee. 
That  doth  but  touch  his  flower  and  flies  away. 

Once  more,  and,  faith,  I  will  be  gone. 
Can  he  that  loves  ask  less  than  one  ? 

Nay,  you  may  err  in  this. 
And  all  your  bounty  wrong  : 

This  could  be  called  but  half  a  kiss ; 
What  we're  but  once  to  do,  we  should  do  long. 

I  will  but  mend  the  last,  and  tell 
Where,  how,  it  would  have  relished  well ; 

Join  lip  to  lip,  and  try. 

Each  suck  the  others  breath. 

And  whilst  our  tongues  perplexed  lie. 
Let  who  will  think  us  dead,  or  wish  our  death 


[From  the  Celebration  of  Chails.] 


GO,  TELL  AMYNTA. 


Go,  tell  Amynta,  gentle  swain, 

would  not  die,  nor  dure  cumpluin  ; 
Thy  tuneful  voice  willi  numbers  join, 
Tiiy  voice  will  more  prevail  tban  minej 
For  Bouls  uppreas'd,  and  dumb  vrilh  Rrief,1 
The  Goda  orduin'd  this  kind  relief. 
That  music  should  in  sounds  convey 
Whitt  dying  lovers  dare  not  say. 

A  iigli,  or  tear,  perhaps,  she'll  give, 

But  Inve  un  pity  cunnol  live. 

Tell  her,  that  hcarie  for  hearts  were  mudc^^ 

And  lave  ivith  love  is  only  paid. 

Tell  her,  my  paina  bo  fiiEt  encrease. 

That  soon  tliey  will  be  past  redress; 

For  ah  !  the  wreCcli  that  apeecliIeE*  lie 

Attends  buf  death  to  close  his  eyes. 


ADDRESS  TO  BKITATN. 


Fairest  ialc,  all  isles  excelling. 
Sent  of  pleasure  and  of  love, 

Venus  here  will  i-linose  lier  dwelling. 
And  fursake  her  Cyprian  grove. 
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Cupid,  from  hii  fav'rite  nation, 

Cmre  and  envy  will  remove, 
Jealotuy  that  poitons  passion, 

And  despair  that  dies  for  love 

Gentle  murmurs,  sweet  complaininj,% 

Sighs  that  blow  the  fire  of  love, 
Soft  repulses,  kind  di&dainin<f. 

Shall  be  all  the  pains  you  prove. 

Every  swain  shall  pay  his  duty. 
Grateful  every  nymph  shall  prove ; 

And  as  these  excel  in  beautv. 
Those  shall  be  renowned  for  love. 


LOVE  IN  WORD  AND  ACTION. 
APHRA  BEnX. 

Tis  not  your  saying  that  you  love. 

Can  case  me  of  mv  smart : 
Your  actions  must  your  words  approve' 

Or  else  you  break  my  heart. 

In  vain  you  bid  my  psuision  cease, 
And  ease  my  troubled  breast, 

Your  love  alone  muat  give  me  peace. 
Restore  my  wonted  rest. 

But  if  I  fail  your  heart  to  move, 

And  'tis  not  yours  to  i>[ive, 
I  cannot,  will  not  cease  to  love, 

But  1  will  cease  to  live. 


Wlien  Phillie  ivfttch'd  ber  harnilcEa  sheep 
Not  one  poor  lamb  was  mads  a  prey  j 
Yel  she  bad  cause  cuougb  to  weej). 

Her  silly  Leurt  did  go  astray, 
Then  flying  to  the  neighbouring  grove, 
She  left  the  leuder  flock  to  rove. 
And  to  the  winds  did  brcatbe  ber  love. 
She  goujtht  ia  rain 
To  ease  her  pnin  ; 
The  hcedlcsB  winds  did  fan  her  Gre ; 
Venting  her  grief. 
Gave  no  relieP, 
But  ralher  did  increase  deMre, 
Then  titling  with  ber  arms  across. 

Her  Borrows  utrcaining  from  each  eye  j 
She  lix'd  her  thoughts  upon  her  loss, 
And  in  despair  resolv'd  to  die. 


[In  tbe  Comedr  □! 


TO  A  LADY  READING  SHERLOCK  DPON  DEAtj 

I.OHD  C SB BTEH FIELD. 

Mistaken  fair,  lay  Sherlock  by. 

His  doctriua  ia  deceiving, 
for  whilit  he  teachcB  us  to  die. 

He  cheats  us  of  onr  living. 


APPBNDIX.  '299 

To  die's  a  lesson  we  shall  know« 

Too  soon  without  a  master ; 
Then  let  us  only  study  now 

How  we  may  live  the  faster. 

To  live's  to  love,  to  bless  be  blest^ 

ll^th  mutual  inclination ; 
Share  then  my  ardour  in  your  breast. 

And  kindly  meet  my  passion. 

But  if  thus  blest,  I  may  not  live. 

And  pity  you  deny. 
To  me  at  least  your  Sherlock  give, 

Tis  I  must  learn  to  die. 


LOUISA'S  LIP. 


DAVID  OARRICK. 


For  me  my  fair  a  wreath  has  wove 
Where  rival  flowers  in  union  meet. 

As  oft  she  kiss'd  this  gift  of  love. 
Her  breath  gave  sweetness  to  the  sweet, 

A  bee  within  a  damask  rose 
Had  crept  the  nectar'd  dew  to  sip. 

But  lesser  sweets  the  thief  foregoes. 
And  fixes  on  Louisa's  lip. 
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There  tastitig  all  the  bloom  of  Sprin|^, 
Wak'd  by  the  ripenini^  breath  of  May, 

Th'  ungrateful  spoiler  left  his  sting. 
And  with  the  honey  fled  away. 


(ThU  is  imitated  we  are  told  from  a  Spaaish  Madrigal.    Garrick 
wrote  maDf  aoofa,  but  thejr  have  littte  merit  to  reconuneod  them.  1 
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F. 


fUr,  and  loft,  and  gaj  and  7oaBg 

fUmt  iale,  all  islet  ezcellingr 

Mm  thoofh  she  be  to  me  and  love 

ftattariDg  qiread  thj  purple  pinion 

KDaw  a  shadow,  it  itiU  flies  70a 

Hot  Lore's  sake  kiss  me  once  again 

Wot  me  mj  fail  a  wreath  has  wove 

Itoom  an  oneasj  Passions  free 

FRMn  Oberon,  in  fairye  land 

FRMn  the  coart  to  the  cotta^  convey  me  away 

0. 

Oather  ye  rosebuds,  while  ye  may     . 

Oazingr  on  my  idol  treasure 

Oire  me  more  love,  or  more  disdain 

Go,  lovely  Rose 

Good  madam  when  ladies  are  willing 

Go,  rose,  my  Chloe's  bosom  grace 

60  tell  Amynta  gentle  swain 
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Bad  I  a  heart  for  falsehood  fram'd 
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Hence  away,  thou  syren,  leave  me    . 
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Her  eyes  are  like  the  morning  bright 

He  that  loves  a  rosy  cheek 

How  happy  is  he  bom  or  Uugbt 

How  hardly  I  conccal*d  my  tears 

How  pleas'd  within  my  native  bowers 
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'  cannot  change  as  others  do 

1  cannot  eat  but  little  meat 

'fall  the  world  and  love  were  young 

^lore  be  life,  I  long  to  die 

^f  wine  and  moslc  have  the  power 

^  ^Te  been  in  loTe,  in  debt,  and  in  drink 
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M. 

Maid  of  mj  Lore,  nrcet  Generieve 
MTcUaw  lore,  whom  Nature  hath  denied 
Mfaie  be  a  cot  beaide  the  hUl 
Mlitekeii  taint,  lay  Sherlock  by 
If  y  days  have  been  ao  wondroos  fine 
My  goddeaa  Lydla»  heavenly  fair 
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No  longer.  Daphne  I  admire 

Mo  more  ahaH  meada  be  deck'd  with  flowers 

Mot.  Celia,  that  I  Joster  am 

MM  tile  soft  sighs  of  Temal  galea 
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Of  an  the  girls  that  are  so  smart 

Of  all  the  torments  all  the  pains 

O  ftnr  a  bowl  of  fat  Canary    . 

O  forbear  to  bid  me  slight  her 

Oh !  do  not  wanton  with  those  eyes 
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O  Mary,  I  love  thee  with  pnrest  devotion 

O  Nancy,  wilt  thou  go  with  me 
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On  BelTidera's  bosom  lying 
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Once  more,  enchanting  maid,  adieu ! 
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The  f  loriM  of  our  blood  and  itate 

Hie  groTCs,  the  plaint 

Hm  lieaTj  honra  are  almost  paas'd 

IPbm  Idas*  dear  maid  I  thy  lip  has  left 

The  larka  awake  the  drowtj  morn 

Tiw  lovely  DeUa  smiles  again 

Ike  pride  of  every  grove  I  chose 

He  rose  had  been  wa8h*d,  Jnst  wash'd  in  a 

Hie  shape  alone  let  othen  prize 

The  sflver  moon's  enamoar'd  beam    . 

The  son  was  sank  beneath  the  hill 

The  streams  that  wind  amid  the  hills 

Tht  world  was  hnsh'd  and  nature  lay 

file  wretch  condemn'd  with  life  to  part 

mnk  not  my  love  when  secret  grief 

Hkmi  canst  not  boast  of  fortune's  store 

Thon  sweetest  minstrel  of  the  grove 

llKNigfa  crael  you  seem  to  my  pain   . 

lliODgh  I  am  young  and  cannot  tell 

nwagh  time  has  not  wreathed 

Thon  art  lovelier  than  the  coming 

Thyrris,  unjuirtly  you  complain 

Tb  evening,  my  sweet 

Tls  mirth  that  fills  the  veins  with  blood 

*Tls  not  your  saying  that  yon  love 

*ns  not  the  liquid  brightness  of  those  eyes 

Tb  all  yon  ladies  now  at  land 

Tb  be  gazing  on  those  charms 

To  charming  Celia's  arms  I  flew 

To  fair  Fidele's  grassy  tomb 

Tb  Fimny  fair  could  1  impart 

To  the  brook  and  the  willow  that  heard  him 

Twas  on  a  summer's  evening 

Twas  when  the  seas  were  roaring 

Tom,  lovely  Owen,  be  good  and  kind 


shower 


oMnidaln 


u. 


Upbraid  me  not,  caprieioas  ftdr 


V. 


Vainly  now  ye  strive  to  charm  me 
Vaican  contrive  me  such  a  cap 
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^P            INTRODUCTION, 

1 

If  England  has  found  few   to  collect  her  Sungs^  ^^M 
de«cribe  their  characters,   and   enrich    them   with  ^^H 
historical  notices,  the  same  cannot  be  said  of  Scot-  ^^^| 
land.     Her  Poets  and  her  ilntiquaries  have  entered  ^^^| 
with  an  uopanJleled  enthusiasm  into  the  subject    ^^^ 
of  Song,  collecting  whatever  was  curious,  and  ex- 
plaining what  was  obscure  about  the  lyrics  of  their 
country.     Little  is  left  for   me,    but  to  copy  the     ^J 
researches  and  echo  the  sentiments  of  others.              ^^H 
According  to  Lcyden  (though  he  does  not  stale  at  ^^H 
what  period  these  changes  were  made),  the  Mbiri-   ^^H 
CAi,  RouANcGS  chanted  by  the  Ancient  Minstrels,              1 
gradually  gave  way  in  popularity  to  the  Ballad, 
and  the   Ballad   in   its   turn  was   succeeded  by   the                i 
SuNo;   thai  is.ascivihzation  and  literature  advanced,   ^^H 

the  chanting  of  Talus  or  Romances,  to  shorter  nar<  ^^M 
ratives  or  Ballads,  and  next  to  what  we  now  cafl     ^^ 
SoNos,  or   short   lyrical  pieces   of  senliraent   and 
description. 

The  various  kinds  of  Song  then  of  our  ancestors,     ^^J 
have  been   designated   by  their  descendants   as —  ^^^| 
I.MstricalRomanccs;  II.  Ballads  ;  III,  Sonob;  ^^^| 
and  the  latter  only  retained  for  their  own  singing  ^^H 

r 


IKTBOPUCTIUS, 

and  amusemept.  Tbis  (tistinctit 
first  acknowledged,  tbougii  not  perhupa  first  maib,* 
in  tbe  early  part  of  the  seventeenth  century.  About 
tills  period,  wt!  litid  Hiiiue  of  liodscrofl,  in  his  His- 
tory of  the  House  of  Douglas,*  alluding  to  a  popu- 
lur  bidlad  on  Ihe  murder  of  the  Lord  of  Liddesdale, 
in  1353,  which  he  speaks  of  as  an  '  OW  Song  t 
lifter  quoting  a  verse,  he  coiitinues,  '  Ihe  iong  also 
declareih  how  she  did  write  her  love-letters  to  Lid- 
desdole,  to  dissuade  him  from  that  hunting.  It 
lells  likewise  the  manner  of  the  taking  of  his  men, 
and  his  own  killing  at  Galscwood,  and  how  he  was 
carried  the  first  night  to  Linden  Kirk,  a  mile  from 
Selkirk,  and  was  buried  within  the  Abbatie  of  Mel- 
rose;'  but  to  liave  don>^  with  instancing  the  uses, 
wbicb  we  would  now  Bt;ylc  abuses  of  tbe  old  song  j 

Iwbat  stirred  up  the  blood  of  the  heroic  Sir  Philip 
Sidney,  more  tliun  did  the  sound  of  a  trumpet,  was 
Ihe  ballad  of  Chevy  Chace,  called  by  him, '  the  old 
tOHg  of  Percie  and  Douglas,  t 
I'l]  pursue  the  stream  of  song  through  its  nume- 
rous channels,  would  require  a  work  of  greater 
extent  than  these  little  volumes,  and  of  greater  pre- 
tensiona  :  tbe  subject,  however  inviting,  is  very 
barren  of  incident,  and  of  what  we  now  call  Songs 
few  friigmenls  of  any  great  antiquity  can  be  found, 
and  those  for  Ihe  most  part  evil-apparelled  in  (he 


t  Dean«»(P0M; 


in  lite 

1 


dust  and  cobwebs  of  an  uncivil  sra.  In  Scotland, 
the  diatinction  between  Ballad  and  SoDg,  never  bas 
attained  that  nicety  of  limit  h8  it  has  done  in  Eng- 
land ;  English  Songs  bein^  almost  wholly  of  seii' 
timent  and  description,  the  majority  of  liicottisb 
Song;a  down  to  the  present  day,  of  atorj-  mingled 
with  sentiment.* 

To  discriminate  exuctly  the  line  between  Song 
and  Ballad  in  Scotland,  would  be  a  difficult,  if  not 
&n  impossible  undertaking;  the  country  girl,  or 
the  ploughman  Ind,  would  as  soon  sing  you  Chevy 
Chace  or  Williun  and  Margaret,  tis  any  of  Barns' 
shorter  lyrics  ;  indeed,  if  there  is  equal  beauty  of 
stoiy  and  sentiment  contiuDed  throughout  both,  stie 
wonld  prefer  the  longer  narrative,  never  for  a  mo- 
ment wanting  heart  or  dreading  the  power  of  her 
iDDgfl  to  carry  her  on.  In  England  this  boundary  line 
is  very  jwrceptible ;  the  story  of  the  ballad  being 
Hsily  distinguished  from  th«  epigraminatic  force  of 
tbeir  songs,  which  are  generally  better  to  read  than 
to  ring  i  for  how  few  have  the  voice  or  the  feeling 
■uitsble  to  increase  the  beauty  of  a  lovely  thought, 
compared  to  those  that  can  give  animation  to  a 
■tery?  Narrative  or  dramatic  lyrics  will  always 
bo  the  favourites  of  the  people,  and  constitute  the 
popular  poetry  of  the  land. 


bj  Iki  BpuilBnl)."    Euan  mt  EnglM  Saot.. — Ri 


M 


IMTBODOOTION. 


Whit  soogB  ahall  we  find  sung  in  Ihe  o 


Kngland ;  whoever 


Marlowe's 
any  of  Jonson's  exquisite  lyrics, 

'  aunt  tq  Ow  •heel  BUI  nug  onto  the  p^  '— 
Hall. 

9t  Withers  admirable  ballads,  or  any  of  the  elegant 
And  fanciful  conceits  of  Mr.  Moore.  Uay  and  Dibdin 
Hr«  papular,  and  why  are  they  popular !  because 
incident  and  sentiment  are  blended  in  their  songs  ; 
•  the  Siorm"  and  "  Savourna  Delish,'  are  also  of  the 
same  cosl,  and  are  equally  popular.  The  good 
popular  songs  of  England  would  fill  a  very  few 
pages,  and  the  majority  of  even  the  mediocre  ones, 
are  unwonhy  of  being  set  up  in  a  ballad  type. 

The  pastoral  lyrics  of  Lodge,  Drayton.  Davuou 
and  others,  certainly  considered  by  their  authors  as 
songs,  and  intended  to  be  sung,  have  now  lefi  the 
rank  of  songs  to  be  classed  us  ballads.  Pastoral 
Lyrics  of  the  same  kind  in  Scotland,  are  considered 
as  songs,  such  as  Tweedside  and  the  Broom  of 
Cowdenknowes  :  we  may  account  for  this  diSereuce 
by  the  English  pastorals  being  written  to  no  popular 
ur,  and  the  Scottish  being  wedded  to  the  music  of 
their  own  nation. 

Metkical  ItoMANCBS. — The  remarks  made  in 
the  former  Introduction  on  our  old  Metrical  Ro- 
ntances,  are  equally  applicable  to  Scotland.  IJhe 
most  celebrated  Romance  the  work  of  a  Northern 
Minstrel,  ia  Sir  Tristrem  ;  '  if,"  says  Scott, '  Thomas 
of  Ercetdoune  did  not  Iraaslate  from  the'  Frencli, 


IWTBOnrCTlON, 

hut  composed  an  origjna.)  poem,  founded  i 
Okie  tradition,  it  will  follow  that  the  hrat  cla»  I 
sicai  English  Romance  wa»  written  la  part  of  wbatf 
is  now  called  fjcotland.'* 

Ballad  and  Song. — The  most  ancient  ballad  il 
is  generally  allowed,  of  which  wi;  are  in  possessioBr'l 
whether  it  relates  to  the  Maid  of  Norway  or  not,  {■] 
'  Sir  Patrick  Spens'.     It  would  be  unfair  to  quote  Itl 
as  a  specimen  of  the  language  of  King  Alexander 
HI'k  reign  )  for  in  descending  the  stream  of  trodi- 
lion,  it  has  lost  much  of  the  bue  of  that  jieriod,  and 
the  old  tbougbis  have  beco'me  clothed  in  a  modem 
language.     In  shewing  the  garb  worn  by  our  musas 
in  former  years,  we  must  not  quote  sentiments  of 
one  period,  and  language  of  another,  at  a  distance 
of  centuries  ;  for  we  owe  the  ballad  of  Sir  Patrick 
Spens  to  the  lips  of  spinsters  and  kaitters  in 
sun  who  chanted  it  but  a  few  years  back.t 
the  old  rhyming  chronicler  Andrew  Wynlown,  nc 
theless,  we  are    indebted    for  the  preservatior 


a  stanzn  giving  ub  some  insight  into  song :— on 
the  death  of  Alesand-er  III.  in  1386,  'ibis  long 
was  made' 


The  fate  of  Wallace  was,  as  we  may  well  sup- 
pose, (he  subject  of  several  songs,  some  of  which 
are  referred  to  by  Fordiin  j  and  the  Battle  of  Ban- 
nockbuni  was  sung  of  in  a  strain,  pronounced  by 
Ritson,  '  not  inelegant  for  the  time:'  according  to 
Fabyan,  '  the  Scottos  euRamyd  with  pride,  in  dery- 
ayonofEnglyshemen,  made  this  ryme  as  folio weth  :' 


W;tli  nuDli)ilowe. 

'  Thys  song,'  the  old  chronicler  c 
after  many  daies  song  in  daunces,  in  tlie  carolee  of 
ye  maydens  and  mynslrellys  of  Scotland,  to  the 
reproofe  and  dysdayne  of  Englysliemen,  with  dyuerse 
other  whych  1  ouerpasse.'  Mr.  Motherwell  sup- 
poses these  lines  to  form  oil  that  ever  existed  of  Ae 
■ong.* 


k'Barbour  in  his  Life  of  Brufe,  refmins  from  lell^J 
ing  H  victory  guined  by  Sir  John  de  Soulis 
English,  for — 

^m  Stag  It  uiuuie  tbalin  Ilk  diy.— Book  in. 

^  The  two  ballads  of  the  Batik-  of  Otterboiirne, 
~  the  English  and  Scottish  copies,  and  the  fttmous 
Chevy  Chase,  belong  to  tht  reign  of  King  James, 
the  first  of  that  name.  Godscroft  speaking  of  the 
halind  on  the  Battle  of  Otterbourne,  says,  '  the  Scobf 
long  made  of  Otterbourne,  bt'ginneth  thus' — 


*  James  Ihe  First,  himself  ad  author  of  line  genius, 
and  a  writer  of  eongs  (nil  unhappily  lost),  hod  in 
his  '  Peblis  to  the  Play,'  mnde  several  allusions  to 
song,  and  ([uoled  the  starting  tinea  of  '  two  songs 
well-known^  perhaps,'  aays  Geo.  Chalmers,  '  in  the 
authors  lime," — n  young  man — 


I 


'  Wat  Alkin  said  to  fair  Alice' 


orPBbU*  Is  tbe  FUr. 


In  B  curious  medley  of  nonsense  called  Ccdkelbie 
Sow,  we  find  the  nnmes  of  aeverol  airs  popular 
before  ibc  middle  of  tbe  fifteenth  century.  Witb 
'  Btok  hornis,'  pipea  made  of  'borit  boutre,*  and 
'  bngpype's,'  'Copyn  Call,"  wid  his  folio  were — 


m  FrrAiay  mni  Trnltf  Inllg 


Gawain  Douglas,  in  the  Prologue  to  the  IVelflli 
Book,  of  his  Virgil  ('  trimalated  out  of  Latyne  Vei- 
ses  into  Scoltish  Metir,')  tells  us  of  Nymphs  and 

Naiads 

Sic  as  we  clepc  -wcoch™  ui6  lUnioHli. 

that  wonder  among  flowers  of  white  and  red  b) 
spring  wells  plaiting  '  lusty  chapleta'  for  tlieir  heads, 


aDbca  Tkrli  bank  wn  blnmrt  brrsbt. 


IMTIIODDCTIOM. 


and  singing  '  ring  sangs,  dances,  l«des  and  rounds,'  'i 
till  ftU  the  dale  re-echoes  tlieir  music  i  one  nympk  1 
iiingB— 


Myb. 

In  ihe  Thirteenth  Prologue,  allusion  is  made  by  ' 
Douglas  to  a  song  called  '  The  jolf  day  now  dawis,' 
which  we  learn  from  Diinbar  and  others,  was  popu> 
)ur  at  that  period.  The  following  verses  preserved 
in  the  Fairfax  MS.  (A.  D.  1500),  are  supposed  to  be 
I  he  origioal. 


I 


Thli  tontU  dar  di 


«  fflorloDi  Birden 


■  The  GnbcrluDzie  Man,'  and  the  '  JoLy  Beggar,* 
are  generally  allowed  to  be  the  productions  of  King 
James  V.  (Ob.  1549), 'he  was  naturally  given  1 
poesie,'  says  Drununond  of  Hawthornden, '  as  many  1 
of  hia  works  yel  extant  teatiiie.'t     We  owe  these  J 


•  '  ttet  the  dir  diaU,"  li  On  ant  line  of  ■  so 
Poenu  tir  lAlDS,  p.  119. 
t  Hlitorr  otScollHid, 


f 


INTBOHtlCriO!*. 

two  popular,  clever,  and  ludicrons  eon^  U 
they  have  lived  npon  the  tongues  of  the  peoplefl 
three  centuries,  and  judging  from  ihe  songs  of  e»-en 
a  luter  jieriod,  dad  they  been  preserved  in  the  MS. 
of  the  period  ihey  would  have  little  interest,  aave  to 
antiquarians,  they  certoialy  would  not  have  their 
present  popularity.  Their  humour  no  one  need 
think  to  exceed. 

In  a  curious  and  valuuble  little  book  printed  at 
St.  Andrews  in  1519,  called  '  'ITie  fomplaj-ni  of 
Scotland,'  the  author  g:ives  us  the  names  of '  sum 
of  the  sueit  eangis'  that  he  heard  a  band  of  shep- 
herdH  sing  in  tbe  wholesome  green  fields.  '  I  herd 
amang  Ihcm  as  eftir  followis  :  in  the  first  Pastance 
vitht  gude  cumpanye ;  The  breir  hyndis  me  soir, 
Siil  under  the  leyuia  grene,*  Cou  thou  me  the 
raschis  grene,  Allace  I  vyit  zour  twa  fayr  ene,  (iode 
zon  gudc  day  vil  boy.  Lady  help  lour  presoneir, 
Kyng  Villznmis  note.  The  lange  noune  nou  ,  .  . 
The  Afatrdenis  nou,  Brume  brume  on  bil,  Allone 
I  veip  in  grit  diatres,  Trolee  lolee  lemmendou  .  . 
The  frog  cam  to  the  mjl  dur  ...  0  lusty  Maye  Vitht 
Flnrit  Quene..  .The  battel  of  the  Hayrlau,  Thekuntii 
ofCheuel,  Sal  I  go  vitht  zou  to  Rumbcio  fayr,  (ireuit 
is  my  sorrow,  Turne  the  eueit  Ville  to  me,  My  lufe 
is  lyand  seik.  Send  hitn  ioy  send  him  ioy,  Fayr  luf 


IKTBODUCTION. 

lent  ihou  me  thy  maotil  ioy,  Tht  Penee  and 
MongumTije  met,  that  day,  that  gentil  day.  My 
is  laid  upoti  aoe  Kaycbt,  Allace  that  samyn  aueit 
face.  In  ane  myrthful  morau.  My  hart  is  '  leinit'  on 
the  land.  Thir  scbeiphirdia  ande  there  vyuis  sang 
mony  vther  inelodius  Sangis,  the  quilkis  i  hef  nocht 
in  memorie :  than  efter  this  sueit  celest  armonyc 
tha  b«:gan  to  dance,'  &c. 

Ritson  and  Leyden,  with  great  industry  searched 
for  these  songs,  and  the  result  of  tlieir  gleanings  i« 
very  litlle ;  to  copy  their  evtracls,  snatches  of  lines, 
and  half  chorusses,  would  be  next  to  useless  :  they 
have  no  beauty  to  recommend  them,  and  throw  little 
light  on  the  subject  of  song.  The  song  commencing 
'  ()  lusty  Maye  vitht  Flora  quene,'  has  been  pub- 
lished entire  ;  I  would  assign  it  lo  Alexander  Scott. 

O.  iDiUl  Mtrc  oitb  >1on  qncnc, 
Tbc  ImUot  flmpB  from  Pbvbiu  itaecnc 


i 


The  BaUada  of  Chevy  Chace  and  Otterboame,  were 
among  the  '  swbit  sangis  sung  by  the  Schdp' 
hirdis' ! 

Mr.  David  Laing  hns  preserved  the  following 
Lament  made  by  some  young  lady  about  this  period 
for  the  lo^B  of  what  King  James  calls  "  her  yellow 
lokkis  i"  ns  it  stands  it  is  hut  a  fragment,  having 
aome  lines  eked  out  by  the  hand  of  Mr.  Kirkpatrick 
Sharpe,  but  it  is  a  pathetic  fragment. 


'  AUUM I '  thU  (Tar  It  gnw 


Mr  Una\  «■>  or  Unculn  tntu,' 


I 


Tlmcb  (ittilDca  of  thli  liutf  M 


li  mr  yellow  hill. 


Alexauder  Scott,  vailed  by  Pinkerton,  '  the  Ana- 
creoii  of  old  Scottish  Foetrjf,'  fluurisbed  during  the 
sixteenth  century  (born  1520).  Tliefollowingstiinzaa 
are  considered  by  David  Laing  to  be  in  his  best  nun- 
ner-  Scott  has  certainly  sacrificed  thought  for  the 
suke  of  rhyme. 

■  HENCE  HAIRT/ 


Ilia  illTpUnioiiiililuilr  ^^1 

Addreu  Ihe  now,  lot  thov  nU  (■□(  ^H 

Aim  bclr  mr  UrtT  cnmpmir  :  ^H 

Scolfi  Pocmt  br  Uinj.  P^4IH 

It  is  right  to  nutic-e  here  that  the  '  ballads'  of 
'  AIIane-a''Maut,'  and  *  the  Wyf  of  Atichtcrmufhty,' 
were  both  sung  in  the  middle  of  the  sixteenth  cen- 
tury,  iind  are  preserved  in  the  Bannatyne  MS. 
I56H  :  from  whence  i  extract  as  a  good  specimen 
of  old  song,  the  popular  story  of 

THE  WOWING  OF  JOK  AND  JTNNY.  ^H 

KobcrBi  Jok  come  to  wow  onr  JxaDT,  ^^H 

AndmtldblrclcUuoDjclok;  ^^| 

Tbu  iiok  Ur  >]cmr.  uid  ■■til.  I  trow,  ^^1 

y>  come  to  woo  ouc  Jrnuy,  Jok.  ^H 

Mr  IwtaiB  be*  tocher.pid  to  ft  ja*.  ^H 

To  he,  quoth  Ijbbj,  kelk,  kelk,  I  le  ^w .  ^H 

MuM-,  IBM  mu  mikl*  ro"  >  iddV.  ^^I 

I  Kbra  Ilie.  iTU- 1  full  leli  ne  fon.  ^H 

t  come  (o  wo*  jtMt  J;ni>r.  quDtli  Jok.  ^^H 

Uy  iKnw.  uho  HTli,  he>  of  hU  kvln,  ^H 

Ane  tun.  ue  rryee.  »■«  ™k,  ue  ben.  ^H 

L  Aoe  kirn,  HiBuLa,  (hut  re  Weill  li,to.  ^^H 


IMTBOOUCTIOII.  xr 

Am  piff,  ui«  pot,  ftM  nip  tlwlr  ban. 
Am  fork,  MM  flalk,  mm  rtUI,  •■•  rak, 
MKhte  tmd  dabterls  njnm  or  tarn  t 
OooM  y  to  wow  oar  Jfmkj,  Jck  i 

Aim  btaaktty  aod  um  wtcht  also, 
ADC  Mliakip  ui«  idMit,  and  aiM  laag  tall. 
Aim  ark,  aoa  alaur,  and  laldillte  two. 
Aim  milkajtii,  with  ano  •wjrno  taill 
Am  rowvtr  qohittU  to  achdr  tlM  kaill. 
Aim  qubcill,  aaa  mail  tha  b«ir  to  knok. 
Aim  eolf ,  ana  calrd  waofaad  aaa  aaOls 
Coma  f  *  to  wow  oor  Jjnuj,  Jck  i ' 

Aim  forma,  ana  fortct,  aoa  pott,  aaa  p^ 

Aae  tub,  ana  barrow,  with  aoa  qahaUband, 

Ana  tora,  aac  troeh,  and  ana  maU>aak, 

Ana  apoitUi  braid,  and  ana  dwaad. 

Jok  tok  Jfnnjr  be  tha  hand. 

And  cryd.  Ana  faiat  i  and  slaw  aoa  ook. 

And  maid  a  Inrydell  rp  alland ; 

Now  hai/ 1  gottin  jroor  Jynnjr,  qooth  Jok. 

Now,  dame,  I  haif  your  baima  mardt  ^ 
SoppoU  ye  mak  it  nerer  m  twchc, 
I  lat  70W  wit  adioa  noeht  mtakarait. 
It  U  welU  kend  I  haif  annwch  : 
Ane  cf  nkit  ffieyd  fell  oor  aoc  bach, 
Ane  apaSd,  ana  tpelt,  aue  apnr,  ana  tok. 
Without  oxln  I  haif  a  plocha 
To  gaof  to  f  idder  Jyunj  and  Jok. 

I  haif  ane  haltar,  aoa  dk,  ana  hak. 

Ana  coird,  ana  ordll,  and  ala  ana  cradiO* 

Pjrra  Udder  of  racfia  to  atuir  ana  Jak, 

Ana  anld  pannell  of  ane  laid  aadiU, 

Ana  pepper-polk  maid  of  a  padUl, 

Ana  apoooce,  ane  aplndill  wantand  ana  nok« 

Twa  loaty  lippia  to  lik  aoe  laftddUl, 

To  faof  to  fidder  Jfnnj  and  Jok. 

Ana  brachama,  and  twa  brodiia  fyna 
Weill  buklit  with  a  brydiU  renjre, 
Ane  tark  maid  of  the  liolwme  twyne, 
Ane  raty  frcoc  dokc  ibat  will  nocht  atanjra 


mraoDrcTioN. 


wrfBHtd.Spelit.  tl 


STDnpiliI  toiMdcr  IwrCh.  Jjvn; 


'  The  wowing  of  Jok  and  Jynny' — Lord  Hailes 
observes,  lins  '  by  frequent  publications,  been  much 
corrupled.  Every  pablisber  took  tbe  liberty  of 
adding  or  altering  just  as  hia  fancy  led  him.'+  1 
have  followed  Mr.  Laing's  very  accurate  copy  in  the 
Ancient  Popular  Poetry  of  Scotland  [4to.  19M]. 
In  this  singular  ballad  the  reader  will  perceive  ranch 
similarity  of  style  to  the  song  printed  in  the  former 


1  Duc  C1«lb«.  DOC  at  fardpi  BmbfMof  in 


volume,  [p.  63],  caUed  '  Phi Uidn  flouts  me,'  and  the  ] 
absurd  stall-copy  rhymes  of  '  Arthur  O  Brad  ley. ' ' 

To  advance  the  Reformation  in  Scotland,  many 
pnris  of  Uie  popular  songs  were  mingled  with  ob- 
scene verses,  and  snng  by  the  mbble  to  the  tunes  i>f 
the  most  favourite  hymns  in  the  Latin  service.  In 
1590,  and  again  in  IfiSl,  a  curious  volume  of  these 
divine  songs  in  ridicule  of  Romisb  priests,  waa  pub* 
lisfaed  in  Edinburgh,  bearing  the  following  titJe, 
*  Ane  compendious  Booke  of  Godly  and  Spiritual 
Sangg,  colleetit  out  of  sundrie  parts  of  the  Scripture, 
with  sundrie  of  other  Ballatfi,  changed  out  of  pro- 
foine  Sanges,  for  avoyding  of  Stnne  and  Hnrlotrie.' 


Ot  the 


groasness  and  profu 


i)f  these 


sangs,'  the  render  will  judge  by  the  apecim 


godly 


TUt  Lord  Iby  Gd<I  I  mm. 


,  ■  The  folialti  Ions*  of  Bnfluul.' 


K  tiuiglimnUB  c'rasli>''r 'n  S«»™  DImU,  li 


Ml-  propbeU 
Jobnc  come  ) 


\j  preKbcn  err. 


The  popnlar  aoDg  before  alluded   to,  '  Fley  the 
day  dawis,' — ia  thus  rendered  for  tbe  service  of  n 


Zrm  onehlnf  Chriii'ubliid*  nor  bone, 
ADd  V  Die  woti  ol  God  bluphcnl*, 
TbcniebllinKICKonii. 

John  Anderaon  my  jo,  is  snid  (o  have  been  th» 
air  of  a  favotirile  h}>inD  with  the  Homisb  priests. 


tlislia(El«lriap>it, 


SQltsii,  qoluui  bi 


bairns,'  sdys  Percy. '  are  i 


iirrmoDDCTiun. 

the  Seven  Sacraments,  five  of  which  were  1 
rious  offspring  of  Molber  Church  ;  the  first  stanzsl 
contains  a  satirical  allusJoD  to  the  luxury  of  tha  T 
Popish  clergy.' 

1  will  conclude  these  specimens  of  '  godly  sanga,*  1 
by  a '  spiritual  version"  of  an  old  English  .song  quoted  I 
by  Fletcher  in  the  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pestle, 


It  was  an  unhiily  plan  of  advancing  true  religion  1 
by  means  uf  laativiousness  and  profan 
not  tbe  only  time  that  song  has  been  made  of  great  I 
service  in  reformalionB  and  revolutio 

Alexander  Montgomery  flourished  in  the  end  o 
the  sixleentlf  century,   and  shares  with  Scott  t 
honour  of  being  the  first  to  give  song  un  elegance  of  . 
thought  and  diction.     Had  not  tbe  lyrics  of  Mont- 
gomery fortunately  been  preserved  by  printing  and 
manuscript,  we  should  bave  known  little  of  cither  J 
his  beautiful  sentiments  or  name.     After  invoking! 
o  distil  her  streams  of  eloquence  in  praisa  f 
of  the  comeliness  of  his  n 


F 

^^9 

■  " 

^^^1 

Hie  curUnt  loki.  Irk  roMco  loc*.                   ^^^H 

About  hnhEtlnglr  biBHts  hlnp  i                   ^^^H 

BErbodriDDrc,                                              ^^^H 

amiom  1  iMlore                                              ^^^H 

Aboie  aU  Eliln^.                                       ^^^H 

^^^K 

BIi'DtdbU  mt  bnat;  im  tnlden  IhrcHlt,          ^^^H 

Hli  lUaer  ihrDliiE  1>teci :                               ^^^H 

m  bonr  bllnlu,  my  cnantfc  fcedi,                  ^^^H 

TnlnkllDgilluailDQui.                                         ^^^H 

quhaMa  lu  naJklt  boriiioon*,                      ^^^M 

^^^M 

vlihtmyllncchFir,                                           ^^^B 

Ai  tber  «UiI  >lie<[                                             ^^H 

^^H 

^^^^ 

Hli  comellB  chctkt  At  *!*«  eoKmr,                   ^^H 

Ofililui]chTiT>°l><t>                                  ^^^H 

Jlr  irk  the  ».>go<>ieIai>ct  Kniu                       ^^^H 

Htibr»U>inR»'mt>u..                                   ^^^H 

HlrroeleUppUmoitcmlDcnt.                          ^^^H 

Uir  teeth  Irk  p«ir1ii  of  oricnl                           ^^^H 

Hlrbalurnonibrl                                      ^^^H 

With  th*l  p^rlrt                                            ^^^H 

^^^M 

^^^M 

Blr  •eiUll  brdil  of                                        ^^^^M 

Tm  tulDi  dT  cloar  TlrilDitia,                            ^^^H 

LTk  bouUI,  or  ■tabul.                                   ^^^H 

Out  tbRM  tall-  «>mut>»klB,                                   ^^H 

^B    . 

Miiit  clelrllB  k»th<a  wllbln,                                 ^^H 

Hir  •■pbli  TiiD>.  Ifk  tbicAdi  of  >tlk                    ^^H 

^^^H 

k 

^^^H                   nil  iinnnu  long,  UribnUBTibrUa.                            ^^H 
M(iBt((n>a'r'»  Ponnj  br  Laln|;.  p.  IN. 

I  cannot  bid  adieu  to  Monigoinery  without  re- 
rommending  the  lovers  of  poetry  that  are  not  already 
acquainted  with  the  '  Cherrie  and  the  Sloe,'  and  the 
lyrics  of  the  same  author,  to  prot-ure  the  volume  of 
his  poems,  and  read  and  be  refreshed.    Montgomery 
always  thought  and  felt  as  a  poet. 

In  V'erstigan'G  Restitution  of  Decayed  lDl«Uig«nce, 
printed  at  Antwerp  in  1605,  Ititson  found  the  fol- 
lowing  interesting  paasage  so  highly  illustralive  of 
Scottish  song  :— '  So  fell  it  out  of  late  years,  that  an 
English  gentleman,  travelling  in  Palestine,  not  far     ^J 
from    JerusaTeni,  as  he  passed  through  a  country   ^^H 
town,  he  heard,  by  chance,  a  woman  silting  at  her    ^^M 
door,  dandling  her  child  to  sing,  Bothwel  bank  thou    ^H 
liliiomcut  fat/re.     The  gentleman  hereat  wondered,             1 
and  forthwith,  in  English,  saluted  the  woman,  who 
joyfully  answered  him  ;  and  said  she  was  right  glad 
there  to  see  a  gentleman  of  our  isle;  and  told  him 
that  she  was  a  Scottish  woman,  and  came  first  from 
Scotland  to  ^'enice.  and  from  \'enice  thither,  where             . 
her  fortune  was  to  he  the  wife  of  an  officer  under    ^^ 
the  Turk  ;  who,  being  at  that  instant  absent,  and    ^H 
lery  soon  to  return,  she  entreated  the  gentlemnn  to  ^^H 

k^BanMr.CDDninthuii-iiaodeniiBMcoiTaftlioellnnatii.  ii.     ^^^| 

atay  there  until  his  return.  The  which  he  did  ;  and 
she,  for  country  sake,  to  shew  herself  the  more  kind 
and  bountiful  unto  him,  lold  her  husband  at  hia 
home  coming,  that  the  gentleman  was  her  kiosinan  ^ 
whereupon  her  husband  vntertuincd  him  very  kindly  ; 
and,  at  his  departure  gave  him  divers  things  of  good 
value.'  The  following  is  supposed  to  be  ihe  plain- 
live  strain  that  soothed  despair  od  '  the  date  crown  d 
ihore'  of  Syria. 


B,  and  Autatng  cbSIn, 


Ctm  orllher  loi 


Bb  lariat  ID  thy  IB 


'B  with  bin  dnlli  limit) 


To  fiYDliiK  ((1>  thine  lii>n  tui 
Be  ToTKl  to  CtaT  lii»>  trcw. 


The  Lament  for  'the  bonny  Earl  ofMurray't  h 
been  enlilled  by  Percy  '  a  Scottish  song' — I  cannot  3 
!et  sUp  tbis  opportunity  of  priating  in  these  pagea  a  I 
ballad  of  so  much  simplicity  and  beauty. 


beLrif  dlAsppolnted,  hul 
fatmt  Bottivell  Md  bl 


m  ^^m 

m 

r 

^^^V  XXIV                                     ISTMODrCTIOK. 

1 

^^H                               TTtB  BONNT  EARt.  OF  IfirUAr. 

^H                               re  Biehlu.ll.,  ud  ft  L.»l«rfi, 

i^^^^^^^H 

^H                                        Olll4<d»itllHT<lw«l                 ^ 

^H                               -ni^f  I..C  >Uli»  Uit  Bin  of  llarW 

^^H                                  Ann  bu  tall  hlB  OD  Iht  cnn.    ^ 

^^^^^^^^1 

^^K                                            «.c  l»  Id  th«.  Hootl^l 

^^^^^^^H 

^^H                                 BalteibtdtTonUmtoiUr. 

^^^H 

^^K                             Hc«u.l>n*s*Uut. 

^^^1 

^^^V                                Ad«  h<  ltd  uid  IliD  rim  -. 

^^M                                 AD<lthrlK>D>.TfUcln(Mgn<r 

^^H                                 Oh  1  ta«  mlebt  bu  been  ft  klnc 

^^^H 

^^H                             Re  wu.bnir  reliant, 

^^^^1 

^^H                                And  be  pitfi  t  (be  ba-  ^ 

^^H                             And  Ihc  boimr  Earl  df  Momr 

^^m                                WiL.  the  aoma  ouftDg  Ibem  .-- 

^^^^1 

^H                             Me™.br..,C-U«t, 

^^^1 

^^B                                And  I.e  pl.r'd  at  the  glaTii 

^^H                             And  tbe  bounj  Eul  ot  Varnr. 

^^M                               Obl  he*uthtUueeDe*la». 

^^^1 

^^^                                  1  Unc         hL*  Mr. 

^^^1 

^^^f-                              Lodk  own  tbc  c&vtle  downe.* 

^^H                             Bre  Bbe  »e  tbe  Eul  of  Manmr, 

^^H                                Cum  uiiuidliig  Ihnm  tbe  Uiiiiie. 

^^1 

■  pilma  qnuTelhE  bad  (jcBlnU:  Jimci  Stewut.  Baj 

n  or  Morrsf,  > 

IS01.  be  bn<l 

Mnrrni'i  kaiue.  bntiit  it  to  tbe  p'ouod.  and  ilew  If  n 

mrhlDiKlf^  ■ 

yaiintiiobknUB»ftbciiiHtp>i>mi>[i>e  virtaei.udt 

he  Teiy  duUnc 

or.h,i«.He- 

Klnir  J«me»,  who  look  no  cue  to  ponlth  tbe  mmtb. 

?reti,  U  Hid  br 

•nme  to  htva  lUtnloly  cmlntciiuicKl  ud  abened  tbem.  beinc  MUau. 

UMod  by  Jedouir  Hit  eonie  InillKreci  pntKi  which  hU 

•  OulfiifMwbersbubeetithDiicbttoDeuiaieCMUeDf  Downe, 

•  teM  bclantlDt  to  the  funUr  ot  Hun»T.— P«*cr. 

^ 

INTRODUCTION, 


■  A  great  chtmge  was  wrought  ia  the  literature  of 
Scotland  in  the  early  part  of  the  seventeenth  cen- 
tury by  Drummond  of  Hn-wihornden  and  William 
Alexander,  (afterwards  Earl  of  Slerling)  ;  Drum- 
mond has  not  only  the  merit  of  leaching  his  nation 
a  purer  and  more  classical  iityle  of  writing  in  the 
themes  which  he  so  poetically  handled,  but  is  now 
genemlly  and  justly  considered  as  one  of  the  early 
refiners  of  English  versification.  On  comparing 
Drummond's  and  his  friend  Atextinder's  piiema  with 
those  of  Scott  and  Montgomery,  it  is  easily  perceived 
how  much  those  poets  did  for  the  literature  of  their 
country: — wearing  the  cloallis  not  the  garb  of  Eng- 
lish writers,  Drummond  Bjipeared  as  tlic  first  poet 
whowrote  sonnets  strictly  and  elegantly.  King  James  J 
to  his  last  hour  never  could  throw  off  his  Scottish  I 


BODUCTIOW. 

•ccent,  or  rid  his  miod  of  Dorthera  phrnaes,  tuid  lii; 
letters  written  in  the  latter  part  of  lus  reign,  are  full 
of  the  language  of  his  native  country.  Few  English 
poeta  of  that  [icriod  arc  so  free  from  obsolete  ex- 
pressions as  DruDQUiond  and  Sterling  :  the  former,  I 
think,  has  but  two  words  of  northern  birth,  he 
speaks  of  the  blackbird  as  the  '  merle."  and  the  eyes 
as  the  '  een,'  nnd  even  these  two  are  found  both  in 
Shakspeurc  and  Ben  Jonson.  The  following  pas- 
toral Bong  by  Drutnmond,  will  fully  bear  out  all  I 
have  said,  it  seems  to  Tiave  been  written  ns  a  com- 
panion piece  to  Raleigh's  beautiful  little  poem, 
'  The  Shepherd's  description  of  Love,"  printed  in 
that  curious  miscelkn)',  '  The  Phoenix  Nest,'  1593, 


t,  eood  ibrphcrd,  trnf  t 


The  few  pieces  of  poetry  tbat  remmn  of  Sir' 
Robert  Ayton's,  shew  be  possessed  not  oaly  correcl- 
s  and  elegance  of  language,  but  simplicity  and 
originality  of  thought.  Had  Ayton  been  born 
fill  a  leas  prominent  situation  in  the  court  of  bis' 
Sovereign,  the  fancy  and  taste  he  possessed  might 
have  been  more  largely  and  more  beneticiolly  cuN 
tivated.  His  genius  bad  tlicn  been  colled  upon  to 
support  bim  as  well  as  to  atford  him  amusement 
and  delight.  The  little  be  wrote  excites  pleasure 
and  regret — pleasure  that  be  wrote  so  sweetly  und 
so  well — and  regret  that  the  gift  of  poesy  he  had 
from  Nature,  wus  suffered  so  seldom  to  shew  forth 
its  sunny  rays. 

'  The  ewe-bughts  Marion,'  '  Tak  yonr  auld  cloak' 
about  ye,'  and  '  Waly,  waly  up  yon  bank,'  are  song* 


1 


of  ^eal  merit ;  all  three  i>rubably  belong  i 
reign  of  Queen  Mary. 

Whatever  lady  was  the  love  of  Montrose,  she 
is  miule  glorioua  through  hie  sword  and  famous  by 
his  pet). 

If  tradition  Ih  right  in  ascribing  to  Francis  Sera- 
,   pie  '  'File  blythesome  bridoJ,' '  She  rose  and  loot  me 

,'  and  '  Maggy  Lauder,'  bis  nanrie  may  safely  be 
placed  in  the  first  rank  of  lyric  poets.  Those  songs, 
serious  and  witty,  are  alike  tlei'cr. 

'  Katberlne  Ogie,'  '  Bessy  Bell  and  Mary  Grey,' 
'  Muiriand  Willie,'  '  The  Country  Lass,'  '  The  Brisk 
young  lad,' '  Androand  liis  culty  gun,' '  My  wifeha* 
taen  the  gee,'  '  Clout  the  Cnnldron/  '  Get  up  and  bta 
the  door,'  '  Ettrick  banks,'  '  Saw  ye  Johnie  coming  ?' 
'  An  thou  wert  my  uin  thing,' '  Our  gudeman  came 
hame  at  een:'  arc  all  first-rate  songs,  of  variou* 
deecriptions,  and  nearly  all  of  ibe  same  merit; 
^uid  no  one  knows  who  are  their  authors  !  "  their 
very  nnmea,"  writes  Burns',  "  (O,  how  roortilying  to 
abard's  vanity  !)  are  now  '  buried  among  the  wreck 
of  things  which  were.'  "  There  is  what  Scott  calls 
"  a  bold,  rude,  original  cast  of  thinking"  about  totot 

Iof  the  above  mentioned  comic  songs. 
"  Whoever,"  says  Allan  Cunningham,  "'  waa  the 
author  of  ■  Willie  was  a  wanton  wag,' — no  one  ever 
sanceived  a  more  original  lyric,  or  filled  up  the 
outlines  of  his  conception  with  more  lucky  drollery, 
more  lively  flashes  of  native  humour,  or  brighter 
touches  of  human  character.  Willie,  is  indeed,  the 
L 


MTIIODl/CriON. 


first  and  la«I  of  bis  race  :  na  one  has  imitated  him, 
and  he  imitated  none."*' 

In  AlLtn  Ramsay  we  see  the  restorer  and  reviver 
uf  our  songs,  and  a  poet  full  of  naturoJ  ouiburslH  of 
fancy  and  feeling.  If  we  except  Bishop  I'erey,  no 
poetical  nntiquary  has  done  as  much  for  the  .Songs 
and  Ballads  of  his  country  as  Ramsay  ;  if  be  had 
not  the  fiiiilifiJneas  of  Ritson,  his  taste  and  hia 
judgment  were  more  eminently  Gnc,  to  Ramsay's 
Tea  Table  Miscellany,  we  stand  indebted  for  tbe 
preservation  of  many  an  excellent  song  ;  tbat  work 
introduced  to  the  world  (Familton,  Crawford  a 
Mallet. 

No  writer  has  happier  and  more  frequent  touches 
of  deliciicy  and  pnatortil  sweetness  than  Ramsay : 
no  poet  has  blended  together  more  than  he  baa 
done  of  absurdity  and  beauty.  Few  of  his  songs, 
taken  upon  the  whole,  are  good  ;  but  not  even 
Burns  himself  has  paid  luckier  compliments  to  1 
beauty,  or  thought  oftener  as  a  poet  more  Bnely; 
ihan  .Ulan  Ramsay. 

Who  is  there  that  doe^  not  admire  the  pastoral    . 
beauty  and  sweeiness  of  Crawford,  and  the  elegance 
and  refinement  of  Hamilton  ?    "  It  may  be  ques- 
tioned," says  Ritson,  "  whether  an  English  w 
has  produced  so  beautiful  a  pastoral  as  Tweedside. 
Crawford  is  in  the  first  rank  of  lyric  poets.'t 


I 


In  Tbumsdti's  lilile  l)Tie9  we  perceive  tbe  ati- 
tlior  of  lUii  SfHBons  and  tbe  Citstle  of  Indolciice. 
Churchill  aaid— 

Thcte  who  ironld  mikc  ui  tet]  mnit  r«1  tbemKlTO. 

Tliomson  bus  felt,  and  imparted  his  fine  feeling-  to 

I^rd  Binniog's  '  Ungrateful  NaDoy,'  Ritson  pro- 
nounces '  the  beautiful  pastoral  of  a  promising 
young  nobleman.'  If  we  look  at  this  song  as  so 
imitationof  the  true  pus  toralwhnt  shepherds  tbuiighl 
on  the  braes  of  Yarrow,  and  among  tile  broom  of 
Cowdenknuwes — then  it  is  n  silly,  frivolous  per- 
formance. Look  at  in  the  same  light  &»  Gaj'» 
Pastoral  Week— it  is  witty  and  clever,  smart  and 

•'  The  general  charocter  of  the  Jacobite  Songs," 
flays  Hogg, "  is  that  of  a  rude  energetic  humour, 
and  amongst  them  are  specimens  of  sly  and  beau- 
tiful allegory."* 

Few  of  our  gcnlleman  auiliors  hiive  written  • 
song  of  the  same  merit  as  ^ir  Gilbert  Elliot's  '  Am- 
bition is  no  cure  for  love,'  there  is  a  softness  nnd  * 
grace  about  it  not  easily  attained. 
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I  the  spirit  and  beauty  of  the  old  balloda.  Miss 
Kliot  threw  into  'The  Flowers  of  the  Forent ;'  though 
Miss  Rulfaerford's  song  on  the  same  subject,  has 
little  of  the  olden  grai:e  about  it.  it  ia  equally  touch- 
iDg  and  sweet. 

Burns  bos  spoken  of  Skinners  two  songs  '  Tul- 
lochgorum'  and  'John  of  Hade  ny  on/  in  raptiirea  not 
easily  accounted  for,  if  we  believe  the  poet  wrote  what 
he  felt,  "  The  first,"  saya  Cunningham,  with  justice, 
"  is  gay  and  sprightly  ;  the  second  belongs  to  that 
monitory  class,  which  tn  ihe  interest  of  a  pleasant 
story  adds  two  or  three  words  of  good  counsel." 

'  Bess  the  Gawkie,"  and  '  There's  nae  luck  about 
the  houae,'  ar«  tiro  most  admirable  songa.  The 
latfer  speaks  strongly  to  the  heart. 

'  Mary's  dream,"  by  Lowe,  is  a  song  full  of  pnthoa 
and  sweetness  j  it  has  an  additional  merit,  the 
thought  is  both  beautiful  and  new. 

Scoihind  has  reason  to  be  proud  of  her  lady 
authors  ;  they  have  contributed  largely  and  ably  to 
her  collection  of  songs.  In  magnanimity  of  soul 
and  feeling,  there  is  nothing  in  our  language  to  sur- 
pass the  Cherokee  Indian's  dcnth  song, — the  true 
pathos  and  sublime  of  sorrow  Mrs.  Stewart  threw 
inw  that  "  song  of  genius,'" — as  Burns  calls  it — 


'lendemess  and  beauty  were  hapi)ily  mingled  hy 
Lady  Lindsay  in '  Auld  Robin  Gray,'  by  Miss  Ruther- 
ford  iiDd  Miss  Elliot  in  '  The  llowera  of  the  forest.' 


I 
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Lady  Biiillie,  and  a  far  greater  poet«s8  of  the  snow 
name,  Jomina  BaiUie.have  likewise  given  tlieir  sfaori' 
uf  golden  song  to  the  same  overflowing  abundaoce. 
Tbe  difTerent  excetlenries  observedHn  the  songs 
klreudy  noticed,  are  found  beautifitUy  united  in  the 
lyrics  of  Robert  Bums.  In  him,  the  humour  and 
almost  pecuhar  excellencies  of  Ramsay,  the  pnatonl 
swcclncBs  of  Crawford,  the  tender  elegancies  of 
Hamilton  and  Thomson,  and  the  rustic  sprightli> 
ness  and  merriment  of  King  James,  are  decked  out 
in  more  Ihnn  their  native  graces,  and  blended  with  a 
fervour,  a  hcauty,  and  a  reality  belonging  solely  to 
himself.  Whether  he  was  sublimely  addressing  Ihe 
lingering  star  again  ushering  in  the  day  when  tu.* 
Highland  Mary  was  torn  from  his  breast,  where 
pathos  of  sentiment,  and  an  exquisitely  imrivalled 
beauty  of  description  excite  our  utmost  admimlion 
and  cause  our  bosoms  to  thrill  with  the  same  fad- 
inga  as  vibrated  through  his  own.  Whether  he 
sioga  of  '  Bonnie  Jean,'  Ihe  '  Lass  of  Bollochmyle.' 
or  celebrates  in  words  and  thoughts  more  aweet 
than  music,  the  '  Banks  and  braea  of  bonnie  DouD,' 
or  gets  his  death 


Whether  he  is  changed  from  an  idolization  of 
beauty,  and  forces  upon  us,  or  as  Johnson  eays, 
'  sinlcs  upon  us,'  the  belief  that  he  really  cared  for 
nought  hot  big-bellied  bottles  and  lasses  wi'  lump* 
of  land.     Whether  he  sings  of  himsdf  oa  one  of  Utf 


'  blytlicst  tienrta  in  Christendie,'  and  outstrips  the 
former  bounds  of  humour  (but  not  the  proper  pitle 
of  humour)  in  '  Tam  Glen,'  and  '  Duncan  Gray,' 
Whether  he  is  in  love  or  in  drink,  we  are  with  him; 
we  Inve  those  whom  he  loves,  and  delight  in  those 
things  be  delights  in  ;  if  'tis  beauty  he  admires, 
we  are  iu  love  with  something  even  more  divine 
thai)  woman,  and  if  'tis  the  wine-tup  he  endears,  it 
Sows  over  with  the  nectar  of  the  gods.  Mis  match- 
less line  of  beauties,  work  upon  us  the  same  en- 
chantment as  they  did  within  the  breast  of  the 
heaven -in  spired  poet  on  the  banks  of  the  Doon,  or 
behind  ihc  hills  where  flow  the  Lugnr  and  Cliiden. 
Ilis  loves  are  of  no  age ;  with  tliem  it  will  be  oon. 
tinual  spring,  embalmed  in  the  beauty  and  griu.'e  of 
song. 

Hector  Macneill  has  sinnplilied  simplicity,  and 
mingled  silliness  with  prettiness.  He  is  never 
strong,  seldom  pretty,  but  always  musiea]. 

The  tenderness  and  sweetness  of  Tannahill,  would 
be  more  admired  wore  his  Inngnuge  more  strong 
and  bis  thoughts  more  original.  He  saw  objects  in 
nonew  light,  what  he  has  seen,  others  saw  before  him 
with  the  same  charms  of  bloom  and  elegance.  The 
music  of  his  numbers  should  have  beauliiied  beau- 
ties of  his  own. 

The  aptness  of  ilKistration,  the  vividness  of  colour- 
ing, and  the  vehemence  of  diction  conltiined  in  ^ir 
Walter  Scott's  popular  ballads  of*  Jock  of  Uazle- 
dean'  and  '  Young  Lochinvar,'  cannot  be  too  much 
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admired.  They  are  lyrics  stamped  with  the  sjNtil 
of  the  minstrel  of  Flodden  Field.  Sir  ^Valier's  sm- 
timentiil  songs  are  next  to  worthless. 

There  are  not  many  Scottish  songs  of  superiut 

merit  to  thi!  '  Hills  of  Gnilowa,'  by  Thomas  Cun- 

ninghiun.     Few  songs  aire  stamped  with  tlie  samn 

beauty,  and  the  same  originality. 

'  1  will  now  string  together  some  encomiums  on 

^^H  the  songs  of  Scotland. 

^^H  "  The  Rongs  of  Scotland,"  said  Sir  Walter  Scott, 
^^V  "  are  a  part  of  our  national  inheritance,  and  some- 
'  thing  that  we  may  truly  call  our  own.     'i'hey  have 

no  foreign  taint  [  they  have  the  pure  breath  of  the 
heather  and  the  mountain  breeze.  All  ibe  genuine 
egitimate  races  that  have  descended  from  the  ancient 
Britons — such  as  the  Scotch,  the  Welsh,  and  the 
Irishj — ^ve  national  airs.  The  English  have  none ; 
because  they  are  not  natives  of  the  soil,  or,  at  least 
are  mongrels.  Their  music  is  all  made  up  of  foreign 
scraps,  like  a  harlequin's  jacket,  or  n  jiiece  of  mosaic. 
Even  in  Scotland,  we  bave  comparatively  few  na- 
tional songs  in  the  eastern  part,  where  we  have  had 
most  influx  of  strangers.  A  real  old  Scottish  song 
is  a  cairngorm,  a  gem  of  our  own  mountains }  or 

I  rather,  it  is  a  precious  relique  of  old  times,  thai 
bears  ihe  national  character  stamped  upon  it,  like  a 
cameo,  that  shows  what  (he  national  visage  was  in 
former  days,  before  the  breed  was  crossed." 


^  was  in 
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"  The  character  of  our  soags, "  says  Allan  Cun  I 
nioghiun,  "  ia  peculiar.  They  arc  more  simple 
their  language,  more  natural  in  their  sentiments  and 
wider  in  their  range  than  the  lyrics  of  the  south : 
tbey  unite  sentiment  with  atory,  and  Ihe  scenery  of 
nature  with  both  :  tbey  are  not  surpassed  in  pathos, 
and  they  are  unequalled  for  humour,  for  sarcastic 
sallies,  and  happy  delineation  of  manners.  They 
are  all  stamped  with  the  spirit  and  feeUng  of  old 
Scotland,  whether  they  are  the  work  of  the  rustic  or 
the  scholar,  the  man  of  rank,  or  the  mechanic  j  nor 
is  It  the  lea^t  remarkable  part  of  their  history  that 
i>onie  of  the  happiest  and  the  most  impassioned  were 
written  by  a  ploughman  in  huDour  of  the  country 
Icisses  oruund  him." 

Speaking  of  English  and  Scottish  Songs,  Ititson 
says,  "  Ihe  truth  is,  there  is  more  of  art  than  of 
nature  in  the  English  songs ;  at  idl  events  they 
possess  very  httle  of  that  pastoral  simplicity  for 
which  the  Scoltisli  are  bo  much  admired ;  and  which 
will  be  frequently  found  to  give  them  the  advan- 
tages which  the  beautiful  peasant  in  her  home- 
spun russet,  has  over  tbi;  line  town  lady,  patched, 
powdered,  and  dressed  out,  for  the  ball  or  opera  in 
all  the  frippery  of  fashion."* 

"  The  Scottish  songs,"  writes  Washington  Irving^  I 
"  in  general  have  something  intrinsically  melancholy  I 
in  them,  owing,  in  all  probability,  to  the  pastoral,! 


aiiJ  luDely  life  of  those  who  composed  them,  who 
were  often  mere  shepherds,  tending  their  flocks  in 
ihe  solitary  glens,  or  folding  tbem  among  the  naked 
hilla.  Many  of  these  rustic  barda  have  passed  away 
without  leaving  a  nanxe  behind  them  ;  nothing  re- 
mains of  them  but  these  sweet  and  touching  little 
sungs,  which  live  like  echoes  about  the  places  they 
once  inhabited.  Most  of  these  simple  elTusiong  are 
linked  with  some  favourite  haunt  of  Ilie  poet ;  and 
in  this  way,  not  u  mountain  or  valley,  or  town  or 
tower,  green  shade  or  running  stream,  in  Scotlnnd, 
but  has  some  popular  air  connected  with  it,  tlial 


very  n 


delirious  fa 

•■  Although 
say,  "  that  o 
variety  of  mu 
and  natural 


a  key-note  to  a  whole  train  of 
a  and  feelings."* 

t  Ik  acknowledged,"  says  Allan  Ram- 
r  Scot  a  tnnes  have  not  lengthened 
c,  yet  they  have  an  agreeable  gaiety 
eetness,  that  make  them  acceptable 
wherever  they  are  known,  not  only  among  ourselves, 
but  in  other  countries.  They  are  for  the  most  part 
so  cheerful,  that  on  hearing  them  well  played  or 
sung,  w^e  find  u  dillicully  to  keep  ourselves  from 
dancing,"  t 

What  does  Burns  say  in  praise  of  his  country's 
lyrics — "  Those  who  think,"  says  the  great  po«, 
"  that  composing  a  Scotch  song  is  a  trifle  should 
set  themselves  down  and  try."  f 


Ed  Tm  T*bl«  Mliddlur- 


("The  genuine  and  pecaltui  natural  soug  of  Scot* 

iMid,"  Rit9on  justly  remarks,  "  is  to  be  fouod  nnt 
in  the  works  of  Mamilton,  Tfanmaiin,  Smtillelt,  nr 
even  Ramsay,  but  in  the  productions  of  obscure 
anonymoiia  authors,  of  shepherds  and  milkmnids, 
who  actually  felt  the  seuBations  they  describe — in 
this  i>oint  of  view  the  English  have  nothing  equal 
in  merit,  nor  in  fact  auy  thing  of  the  kintl."*  'ITub 
is  one  of  the  traest  observations  Ititson  ever  made, 
the  songs  of  England  and  Ireland  are  the  produc- 
rtons,  almost  without  exception,  of  their  poets,  the 
authors  of  volumes,  but  many  of  the  very  best 
Scottish  songs  ore  the  compositions  of  country  lada 
und  lasses ;  every  district  being  rich  ia  sentimental, 
humorous  and  descriptive  songs.  The  Scotch  are 
a  nation  of  songsters,  king  and  statesman,  warrior 
and  titled  lady,  poet,  gentleman,  herd- boy  and 
Hhepherd-loss  alike  contributing  to  the  lyrical  stores 
of  their  country.  Cowley  writes  that  '  poetry  WM  I 
born  among  the  shepherds': — in  Scotland,  it  still 
bves  among  the  shepherds  ? 

Critics  have  objected  to  the  songs  of  Scotland  oa 
account  of  their  rhymes,  sometimes  they  are  correct,    i 
oftencr    otherwise,  and  frequently  their  verses  are 
bare  of  rhyme  aJtogether, — let  these  critics,  if  there   | 
itill  be  any,  remember  that  Dr.  Johnson  objec 
(he  Lycidas  of  Milton  !  because  '  the  rhymes  are  J 
uncertain.'    The  majority  of  the  songs  thus  ol^ected  1 
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to,  crilks  Ebuuld  recollect  were  never  composed  for 
n  printer's  type, — the  thoughts  were  strung  logelhci 
for  the  lips  nf  maidens,  who  by  a  skilful  void; 
melted  the  rhymes  into  order  and  beauty.  "  I  some- 
times imagine,"  said  £urns,  "  that  it  might  be  pos' 
Btble  for  n  Scotch  jiaet  with  a  nice  judicious  ear; 
to  set  compositions  ta  many  of  our  most  favourite 
airs,  independent  of  rhyme  altogether !"  *  One 
ebould  look  rather  to  the  sentiment  than  tbe  rhyme. 
These  little  volumes  are  sent  forib  by  one,  con- 
scious of  the  numerous  beaulies  they  contain,  and 
not  i^ornnt  of  the  Editorial  faults  they  aboimd  in. 
AH  who  love  simplicity  and  pntbos,  sprigbtliness 
RDd  true  humour,  the  tender  nod  tlie  beautiful, 
music  and  song,  (for  there  is  na  much  melody  in 
true  poetry,  as  there  is  in  the  strings  of  a  harp  or 
lute),  all  who  love  the  tunefiil  harmony  of  verse 
with  the  complaints  and  adorations  of  the  loving 
and  the  loved,  cannot  fad  to  be  delighted  with  tbe 
natural  outbursts  of  true  feeling  and  true  poetry 
stamped  on  these  pages  : — 
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THE  GABERI.UNZIE  MAN. 


I 


The  pawky  auld  carle  came  o'er  the  lea, 
Wi'  many  good  c'eos  and  daye  to  me. 
Saying,  Goodtvife,  for  your  courteaie. 

Will  ye  lodge  a  silly  poor  mub? 
The  night  wag  cauld,  the  carl  was  wol. 
And  down  ayont  the  ingle  he  sat ; 
My  daughter's  Bhoulders  he  'gan  to  clap, 

And  cadgily  ranted  and  sang. 

0  wow!  quo'  he,  were  1  as  free 
As  firsl  when  I  aaw  thia  L-ountrie, 
How  blylh  and  roerry  wad  I  be  L 

And  1  wad  ne'er  think  lang. 
He  grew  canty,  and  she  ffrew  fun ; 
But  little  did  her  uuld  niinny  keu 
What  these  slee  twa  together  were  say'ng, 

When  wooing  they  were  sae  thrang. 


And  O I  i]uo*  he,  an  j-e  were  lu  block 
Ab  eVr  tlie  crown  nf  my  daddy't  hat, 
Ti»  1  wad  I»y  lliee  by  my  bak. 

And  awn'  wi'  me  thnu  shnu'd  ^ang. 
And  O !  quo'  »be,  an  I  were  m  whyte. 
As  e'er  Ilic  «naw  lay  on  the  dike, 
I'd  cleid  me  braw,  and  lady  like. 

And  Bwa'  wUh  thee  I'd  gang. 
Between  the  twa  was  made  a  plot; 
They  raise  awee  hetkire  the  cock, 
And  witily  they  Hhot  the  lock. 

And  faat  lo  the  bent  are  ibey  gane. 
Upon  the  morn  the  auld  wife  raige, 
And  at  her  leisure  put  on  her  clu«e  i 
Syne  to  the  servuDt's  bed  i\\e  gaex. 

To  Bpeer  fur  the  eilly  poor  man. 

She  gaei  to  the  bed  where  the  beggar  lay. 
The  Btrac  was  cauld,  be  was  away. 
She  clapt  her  hand,  cry'd,  dulefuday. 

For  Kome  of  our  gear  will  be  gane. 
Some  run  lo  coffer,  and  some  to  kial. 
But  nought  was  etawn,  that  cou'd  he  iniei, 
-She  danc'd  her  lane,  cry'd,  praise  he  btesE, 

I  have  lodg'd  a  Icil  pour  man. 

Since  naething"*  awa',  as  wc  can  learn, 

The  kirn's  to  kim,  and  milk  to  oam. 

Gae  buti  the  bouse,  last,  and  waken  my  bairq 

And  bid  her  come  (]uickly  bcnn. 
The  servant  gade  where  the  daughter  lay, 
Tlie  sheets  were  cauld,  ahe  was  away. 
And  fan  to  her  goodwlfe  'gan  say, 

Ske'i  aff  with  th«  Gaberluuiie-nian. 


0  fy !  gar  ride,  and  Fy  gar  rin. 

And  haste  ye  find  ilicse  traiturs  aguaj 

Fur  «hc's  be  burnt,  nud  L«'s  be  alain. 

The  weorifu'  Guberlunzie-man. 
Some  Fade  upo'  lioree,  Bomc  ran  a  fuut, 
The  wife  waA  wude,  and  uut  o'  ker  wit. 
She  cuu'd  na  gaDg,  nor  yel  cou'd  ahe  sit, 

Rut  ay  did  curse  and  did  bun. 
Meaotime  far  hind  out  o'er  the  lea, 
Fu'  snug  in  a  glen  where  nane  could  see. 
The  twa,  with  kiiidly  sport  and  glee. 

Cut  frae  a  new  cheese  a  whang. 
The  priving  was  good  ;  it  pleased  theiu  b-kith  ( 
To  Id'«  lier  fur  uy,  be  ^ae  her  hit  uitU : 
Quo'  ihe,  lu  leave  thee  I  will  be  Uiih, 

My  winsome  Gaberi  uuzie-niaii. 
O  kend,  my  minnie,  1  were  wi'  you. 
Ill-fardly  wad  »lie  crtiok  her  mou', 
Sic  a  poor  man  ahe'd  neret  trow. 

After  the  Gaberluneie-man. 
My  dear,  quo'  he,  ye're  yet  o'er  younj^. 
And  ha'  une  learned  the  beggar's  tongue. 
To  follow  me  frae  town  lu  town. 

And  I'urry  the  gaberlunzie  on. 
Wi'  cauk  and  keel  I'll  ivin  your  bread. 
And  apindles  and  wborlea  for  them  wha  need, 
Wbilk  ia  a  gentle  trade  indeed. 

To  carry  the  gaberluniie  ou. 
I'll  bow  my  leg,  and  crook  my  knee. 
And  draw  a  black  clout  o'er  ray  ee ; 
A  cri|iple,  or  blind,  they  will  c»'  me. 


we  S0I90B  OP  8caTt>AMD. 

,        [Thli  TcrTETEptatc  »nef*  pTtBtod  uOlCi 

of  BfldtUmd— ■■  a,  prince,"  «T»  Percy,  "  wbOK  duuuln  fur  wtt  a 
UMntDiiiD  ban  K  fT«I  rcicmbtiuice  lo  (bU  of  hit  r*T  (occs 
ChKlM  II,    He  i™i  noted,"  the  Wiliop  aildi,  "  for  stroUiot  •Ijont 


IKD,  Tli,  Id  the  aBberlauilo-niui.  und  Tlie  Jollr  Bfctmr." 

Fonie  KcnutDa  of  the  BcoUiih  Kln^.  isii. 

"  I  know  not  where  •  mine  Urclr  picture  or  Uvinp  life,  or  >  AoitbL 
ruitle  tiitrt[iie.  told  with  neh  umlTetii  md  diacrettoa  is  t«  Ik  fa 


THE  JOLLY  BEGGAR. 


There  was  a  jolly  beggor, 

Aud  a  begging  be  was  baun'. 
And  he  took  up  hiK  ifuortera, 

Tntu  a  landart  town ; 
He  wadnn  lie  into  the  barn. 

Nor  wad  he  in  the  byre. 
But  in  ahint  the  ha'  door. 
Or  else  afore  the  lire. 
And  we'll  ^ng  uae  mair  a  raring , 

A  roving  iii  the  night; 
We'll  gnng  aoe  moir  a  roviog, 
I<et  the  moon  shine  e'er  so  bright. 

The  beggar's  bed  iras  made  at  e'en, 
Wi'  gude  eleaii  straw  and  hay. 

And  in  ahiul  the  ba'  door 
Tmti  there  the  beggar  lay. 


BCOTLAKK, 


Up  rDKC  the  frudtraaa'v  daughter, 

AU  far  to  bar  the  door, 
And  there  she  saw  tlie  beggar-man 

ScandiDg  DU  the  flvor. 
He  took  the  lassie  in  his  arms, 

Fast  to  the  bed  be  ran— 
O  hooliu,  hoolie  wi'  ine.  Sir, 

Ye'll  wauken  our  gudemau. 
The  beggar  was  a  cimninjt  loon, 

And  ne'er  a  word  he  spat — 
But  long  afore  the  cock  had  crawn 

Thus  he  began  to  crack. 
Is  there  any  dogs  into  this  town  i 

Maiden  tell  me  true — 
And  what  wad  ye  do  wi'  thcin 

My  hiuny  and  my  dowf 
They'll  rive  a'  my  roeal-powka. 

And  do  me  mickle  wrB:ig. — 

0  dool  for  the  doing"  o'l. 
Are  ye  the  puir  man  I 

I'hen  she  took  up  the  meal'powkii, 
And  ftang  them  o'er  tlie  wa', 

llie  deil  gae  wi'  the  meal-powks 
My  maiden  fame  and  a' ; — 

1  took  ye  for  aome  geuCleman, 
At  Icaal  the  Laird  o'  Brodie — 

O  dool  for  the  dooln.'  o'l. 
Are  ye  the  poor  bodie  I 


He  took  the  lassie  ii 


And  ^ae  her  khiee  three. 
And  four-aad-twenty  huoder  toerfc,^ 
To  pa;  ihe  narae'n  fee: 


He  lonk  n  wee  h-orn  frae  hii  ude, 
And  blew  baith  loud  and  ihriD, 

And  fnur-ond-lu'enty  beltit  koighlj, 
Came  tkippisR  o'er  the  hill. 

And  be  took  out  bis  little  knife. 


The  be^^  wu  ■  clerer  loon, 
And  he  Up  shouther  height. 


r.et  the  moon  shine  o'er  so  lirigbi. 


il  the  Swp  of  Scntlani 


we'll  r>  no  nMi'«  •  torlni, 
roilnelnllieoidit. 

id  tbe  Mu«  are  iblnloit  bilcdit. 


■r  nnt  or  MU1(  mM. 


I 


TAK  YOUR  ADLD  CJ.OAK  ABOUT  Y£. 

,  when  the  rain  nuo'd  cauld. 

And  frost  and  »aaw  on  ilka  hill, 
And  Boreas,  wV  bin  l)litalB  tac  bauld, 

Was  threat'ning  a'  oar  kye  to  kill ; 
Then  Bell,  my  wife,  wlia  Ici'eii  nnc  EtrlflE^|| 

She  BBJd  to  me  rij^ht  ha«tU}'. 
Get  up.  (fudemao,  save  Cruinie's  life, 

And  tok  your  auld  cloak  about  ye. 

My  Crumie  is  a  uaefu'  cow, 

And  ebe  is  ^■om^  of  a  gude  kin' t 
Aft  haa  she  wet  the  barns'  inou'. 

And  I  aiD  laitfa  that  sbc  should  tyoe. 
Get  lip,  gudeman,  ii  ia  fu'  lime. 

The  suD  shines  in  the  lift  sae  hie  j 
Sloth  never  made  a  grarloua  end, 

Oae  tsk  your  ktild  cl<wk  about  je. 


My  cloak  wis  anc-u  a  ^de  grey  cloak, 

WTien  it  WHS  fitting  for  my  wear; 
Bui  nuiT  il'a  scsncly  worth  a  groftt. 

For  I  hae  worn't  tliis  ihretly  year. 
Let's  speoil  the  ge^r  that  we  hae  woo. 

We  little  ken  the  day  we'll  die^ 
Theo  I'll  be  proud,  sitice  t  have  swani 

To  hae  a  new  cloak  about  me. 

In  days  when  our  Kinj^  Robert  rang. 

His  trews  they  cost  but  half-^-croun ; 
He  sud  they  were  a  groat  o'er  dear. 

And  ca'd  tbu  tailor  thief  aud  Ioud. 
He  was  the  king  lliat  wore  the  crown. 

And  thou  a  man  of  low  degree  j 
Tl's  pride  puts  a'  t\t  Country  down, 

Sse  tak  your  auH  cloak  about  ye. 
Uka  laud  ha«  its  ain  law. 

Ilk  kind  of  com  hae  its  uu  hool ; 
I  think  the  warld  ia  a'  run  wrang, 

Wheu  ilka  wifu  her  man  wad  rule. 
Do  ye  not  «ee  Rob,  Jock,  and  Hab, 

Ah  ibey  arc  girded  gallantly. 
While  t  sit  hurklin'  in  the  age  i 

I'll  hae  a  new  cloak  about  me. 
Gudeman,  I  wat  it's  thrctty  yean 

Since  we  did  aiic  anither  ken ; 
And  we  hae  had,  between  us  twa, 

O*  lads  and  bonnie  lasses,  ten. 
Now  they  are  ivomcn  grown  and  men, 

1  wsh  and  pray  weel  may  they  be  j 
And  if  you  prove  a  good  husband. 

E'en  tak  yonr  auld  cloak  about  ye. 


^^r                           SOHOS  or  SCOTUND.                               11 

^H^       Bell,  my  wUe,  the  lo'ee  na  «trife, 
^^m            But  she  wad  pruide  oie  if  she  can  ; 
^^H        Anit,  to  nnuutain  un  eu;  lifu, 
^^^J           I  aft  I0B1ID  yield,  tliough  I'm  >;udeiitiui. 
^^^1      Noughi's  tu  l>e  won  st  woman's  hun'. 
^^^1          Uolees  ye  ^e  her  a'  ihe  plea ; 
^H      Then  I'U  leave  aff  where  I  begui. 
^^P           .\iid  tak  my  auld  clotkk  about  me. 

{Thl*  TOr  OU  ballwl  it  cUimed  br  bolta  Entlud  uil  gMitluid- 
It  l>  DOW  btciDBlBg  to  be  onenllT  udmittal  tbat  tk«  EnilUb 
YenJooprtnteillirPerEyfrnqihUoUfaUo,  l»  nottba  ortdMl.  Tbc 
prMCDl  coirr  pmened  bf  fUmMy.  ^^  f*t  loperior  In  rocrll. 

The  tc«d«  wL!  rtcollKt  Iiigo'i  iloBin*:— 

King  StcphBB  WW  B  woitdT  peer, 

^^b                Hgh«ld«ien><iipa<»BUl«idau'.    '                                 J^| 
^^H                   WItliCliitbii  Ailed  the  Ollor—lawn.                                ^^H 
^^H                 He  wu  >  wieht  Dfhirh  renomi.                                          ^^H 
^^H                     ikndtboairt  botoflowderM,                                       ^^^1 
TUprtdBtliM  poll,  the  cooatrr  down,                               ^^H 

TODLIN   HAME.                                            ^^| 

When  1  hoe  a  saxpence  under  my  thumb,                 ^^| 
Then  I'U  get  credit  in  ilka  town  :                              ^H 
But  ay  when  I'm  poor  Ibey  bid  inc  yioc  by  ;               ^^| 
0:  poverty  purts  good  company.                               ^^| 
Todlin  bame,  todiiu  hame,                                     ^H 
Coudna  ray  love  como  todlin  hame  i                     ^^1 

Fikir  fu'  the  goodtrife,  and  Mtid  her  Eood  mJi 
Slic  gi'es  M  while  buintickt  to  ilrink  wi*  her  ale. 
Sync  if  her  lippeny  chanre  be  »mn'. 
We'll  tak  B  (rood  scour  n't,  and  ca'  it  aura'. 
Todlin  hame,  lodlin  bunie, 

round  ae  a  uecp  come  todlin  luune. 

My  itimmer  and  I  lay  doun  to  deep. 

And  Iwa  pintitoups  at  our  bed-fed ; 

And  ny  when  we  wakea'd,  wc  drank  Ihem  dry : 

What  think  ye  of  wee  kiminer  and  I  ? 

Todlin  but,  and  todliji  ben. 

Sae  round  as  my  love  comes  todlin  haine. 

Lee2e  me  on  liquor,  my  todlin  dow, 

!  By  gae  k"'"'  bumour'd  when  weetin^  ynur  m 
When  sober  sae  sour,  ye'll  fecht  wi'  a  flee, 
TliNt  'lis  a  blyth  sight  to  the  baimB  and  me. 
When  lodlin  hame.  todlin  hame. 
When  round  u  a  Deep  ye  come  lodlin  hanic 


■■  This  li  perb*|*  0» 


i 


THE  EWE.BUGHTS,  MARION 

Will  yc  gae  to  the  cwe-biiKiilE,  Marioa. 

And  wear  in  iho  sheep  w'l'  in«* 
The  sun  chines  iwwet,  my  Marion  j 

But  noe  half  sac  tweet  m  thee. 


^^r                 Ktntos  nv  senTLAxn. 

^H 

is^H 

^P  0,  Muion'i  a  bonnie  laii. 

H 

And  the  biytlie  blinks  in  lier  ev ; 

^H 

An<i  fain  wud  I  raarry  Marion. 

^H 

Gin  Marion  wad  marry  me. 

^1 

Tliere'it  gowd  in  your  garters.  Marion. 

^M 

And  Bilk  on  your  while  hnuae-bane ; 

Pu'  fain  wad  I  kiss  my  Marion, 

^M 

At  e'en  when  I  come  harae. 

^H 

^M    There'*  braw  lads  in  Garnslaw,  IMarioti 

^H 

^B       Wha  gape,  and  glowr  with  their  e'e. 

^M 

■  At  kirk,  when  they  see  my  Marion  j 

^1 

^^         Bui  nane  o'  them  lo'e»  like  me. 

^1 

I've  nine  milk-ewes,  my  Marion  j 

^1 

A  cow  and  a  browTiy  quey. 

^1 

^~.  Jse  gi'e  them  a'  to  my  Marion. 

^H 

^L       Just  on  her  bridal  day  ; 

^1 

^V  And  ye'»e  gel  a  green  »ey  apron. 

^1 

^H       And  waistcoat  o'  London  brown. 

^B.  And  vow  but  ye  will  be  vap'ring. 

^M 

^H       Whene'er  ye  gang  to  the  town. 

^M 

^E  I'm  young  and  alout,  my  Marion  t 

^M 

Nane  dances  like  me  on  the  green : 

^H 

And  gin  ye  forsake  me,  Marion. 

^H 

rU  e'en  gae  draw  up  wi'  Jean : 

^H 

^^    Sae  put  on  your  pearlinit,  Marion, 

^H 

^H 

^H    And  soon  as  my  chin  has  nae  hair  on, 

^1 

^P        1  shall  come  west,  and  see  ye. 

H 

ITlotprii.tailiitlioTmTH>H!Mi«ell.Dr.   TacrU.* 

OWdltlDhU         ^M 

IttoapUce       ^m 

h«ni."J 

J 

ftOVCS  Of  6C0TI.AK0. 


I  LOVED  THEE  ONCK. 

SIK   BOBEkT  AYTOM. 
DoiB  1170— Died  Idle. 

I  lor'd  thee  once.  I'll  love  no  more. 
Thine  be  ihe  grief,  as  is  the  liluoe  ; 

Thou  wi  uot  what  thou  wast  before, 
What  reason  I  Abould  be  the  utne  1 

He  UiHt  CMi  love,  unlov'd  Bgun, 

Hnib  better  store  of  love  than  brain. 
Gud  eCDd  me  Ivre  my  debts  to  [>»;, 
While  untbrifts  fool  tbe'ir  love  »wa». 

Nothing  could  h^ve  my  love  o'erthrowD 

If  thou  hadflt  ilill  continued  mine  j 
Yea,  if  thou  hadst  still  remun'd  thine  ovrn, 

I  might  perchance,  have  yet  been  thine. 
But  thou  tby  freedom  didst  rccal. 
That  it  thou  might'sl  elsewhere  eDlhr>], 

And  then,  how  could  I  but  disdain 

A  captive's  captive  Id  remain  f 

When  new  desires  had  cooquer'd  thee. 
And  cbant'i'd  the  object  of  tby  will, 

II  had  been  lethar^  in  mo. 
No  constancy,  to  love  thee  still : 

Yea,  it  bad  been  a  sin  to  go 

And  prostitute  aflcciion  so ; 
Since  we  are  taught  no  prayers  to  say 
To  tucli  u  moat  to  others  pray. 


Yet  do  thou  glory  in  thy  choice ; 

Thy  choice,  of  his  frood  fortane  boBBi  ( 
I'll  neither  grieve  nor  yet  rejoice. 

To  see  him  gain  what  I  have  lost : 
The  height  of  my  diadoJn  thall  be. 
To  Inugh  at  him,  to  blueli  for  thee; 

To  love  thee  still  but  go  no  more 

A  begging  at  a  beggar's  door. 


EiLfUih  Jamet.  Then  U  \ 
Dninunand  Chat  ■  8il  B.  Alio 
WctCmliuWr  Abbej  wbon  ( 


nlfc  of  tlw  Inl 


I 


DO  CONFESS  THOO'BT  SMOOTH  AND  FAIR. 


^^Th( 


do  confess  thou'rt  smooth  and  fair, 

And  I  might  have  gone  near  to  love  thee; 

Had  I  not  found  the  isligbtest  prayer 
That  lips  could  gpeuk  hod  power  to  n 

But  I  can  let  thee  now  alone, 

A»  worthy  to  be  loved  by  none. 

I  I  do  confess  thou'rt  sweet,  yet  Gad 

'      Thee  auch  an  unthrift  uf  thy  sweets. 

Thy  favours  are  but  like  the  wind, 

"That  kisses  every  thing  it  mcets- 

And  liace  thou  can  with  more  than  one 

Thou'rt  wotUiy  to  be  kUs'd  bj  none 


'llie  mominfr  ri>s«,  that  untouch'd  ataaflii, 
Anii'd  with  her  hrien,  how  tveetly  smell*! 

But  pluck 'd  aad  strua'd  ihrouf[h  rudtr  huidf. 
Her  aweet«  no  longer  ivith  her  dwella; 

But  icent  and  beauty  both  are  ifone. 

And  leaves  fall  rrom  her,  one  b;  OBe> 

Such  fale,  ere  lonjf,  will  thee  belide. 

Wlien  thou  haat  handled  been  awhile ; 
Like  Dcre  flowen  to  be  thrown  atide, 
,   Aud  I  will  sigh,  while  tome  will  smile. 
To  see  thy  love  for  tnore  than  une 
Hath  brought  thee  to  be  loved  by  none. 

It  BmaallT  prlau<  «tt 


RATTLIN  KOARING  WILLIE. 

0  raltUo  roarin  Willie, 

O  he  held  to  the  fair, 
And  for  to  sell  bU  eddic. 

And  buy  tame  otlie  r  wwe  i 
But  ptrtbg  wi'  \iii  fiddli:. 

The  «aut  tear  blin't  hie  ee ; 
And  rettliu  roarin  Willie, 

Ye' re  welcome  ha  me  to  me. 

0  Willie,  come  aeU  your  fiddle, 

0  sell  your  fiddle  eav  fine  i 
0"WUlie  come  »eilyuur  fiddle, 

And  buy  a  pint  o'  iviae. 
If  I  ihould  Bell  my  fiddle. 

The  ivarl'wad  ibink  t  wut  mad  ; 
For  mony  a  ranlitig  day 

My  fiddle  uiid  I  hue  bud. 

Ai  I  ram  iu  by  CrodMlku, 

1  cannily  keekit  ben ; 
Rattliu  roarin  Willie 

Was  sitting  at  yon  boord-en'  i 
Sitting  at  yon  boord-en'. 

And  aman^  g'ude  cumpanie ; 
Ratilin,  roarin  Willie.    . 

Ye're  ivelcoioe  bame  to  me. 


L 


•IMllHlUB,  Putll.  IJM. 


.anililra  (lie  liH  vine 
'    Ic  vu  tat  |>ilnteil  lu  John. 


SONOI  OP  SCOT  I.  AMU. 


PutBtoYnli-' 

D'  ths  ptiiih 


MONTGOMERY-S   MISTRESS. 


uoNrnouEHV. 


0  nBliire  lavished  on  my  love 

End)  charm  and  winning  grace- 
It  is  B  fflud  thing  to  «ad  eyet 

To  look  upon  her  face : 
Site's  jiveeler  than  the  sunny  tir 

In  which  the  lily  springe  i 
While  she  looks  through  her  cliuterinft  b 

TliM  o'er  her  temples  hings, 
I'd  liCand  ftud  look  on  my  true  love 

Like  one  grown  to  the  grouud;— 
There's  none  like  her  in  loveliness, 

Search  all  ihe  world  around. 

Her  looks  are  like  the  May-dsy  dawn 
When  light  comes  on  ihc  srrejims  j 

Her  eyea  are  like  the  star  of  lave, 
With  bright  and  ai 


She  ^¥alks— the  hlinhlnp  brook-ro*e  seeini 

Unworthy  of  her  fool ; 
She  sings — the  lark  that  hearkens  her 

Will  evermore  be  mute. 
For  from  her  ejtg  there  Mreama  such  light. 

And  from  her  lips  Kuch  soitod; 
There'!  none  like  her  in  lovelinew. 

Search  nil  the  world  around. 

Her  veaul  breast  of  ivoric, 

Aneath  the  snowy  lawn. 
Shows  with  its  twin-born  swelling  wreattia. 

Too  pure  to  look  uponj 
While  through  her  xkin  her  sapphire  veins 

Seem  violets  drupt  in  milk, 
And  tremble  with  her  honejr  breath 

Like  threads  of  finest  silk  ; 
Her  arms  are  long,  her  shoulders  brood. 

Her  middle  small  and  round — 
The  mold  was  lost  that  made  my  love. 

And  never  more  wub  found. 


rotomc.    See  UlngTa  Edition  of  M'ln 


BOMBS  or  aCOTLAVO. 


MONTGOMERY'S  MATCHLESS  MASGABFT.  1 

^IXAKDEIt  MONTGUMKBY. 

Ye  lovers  leal  farbetr  to  etyle 

Your  Udiea  faireit  of  the  fair  i 
A  purer  light  U  comu  ou  earth. 

And  tbey  maun  hope  lo  shine  dm  wiur 
There  is  a  gem  without  compare. 

The  liriR'htesI  e'er  in  crowns  wm  set, 
A  lady  fair,  and  ftweel  as  rare, 

Montgomery's  matohlees  Margaret. 

Her  belter  oatiire  far  excels 

Her  iiohle  liirlU  aud  royal  blood ; 
Forest  where  nil  are  fair,  aod  full 

Of  native  gifts  aud  gniees  good — 
The  wit  and  wale  of  womanhood, 

Mair  siveet  than  rosea  newly  wet 
With  thrice  distilled  dewi — I  wooed, 

But  woo  not  mait-'hlese  Margaret. 
0  mind  me,  Fortune,  when  you  rain 

Your  idle  cruwou  and  sceptres  doifni 
O  Love,  make  me  seem  in  her  sight 

The  noblest  that's  beuenlh  the  sua : 
O  lanjf  Fve  loved  but  never  won. 

And  ivander'd  till  my  locks  were  vret 
In  midnight  dew-draps,  musing  on 

.My  jtjved,  my  matchless  Margaret. 

A  iiii^iTnlinl  cmion  by  Allan  CODclnKliim.    Per  th*  4 


80NOS  OF  SCOTLAND.  ^1 


/HILE  WITH  HER  WHITE  AND  NIMBLE  HANDS. 


ALEXANDRR  MONTGOMERY. 

While  with  her  white  and  nimble  hands 
My  mistress  gathering  blossoms  stands. 

Amid  the  flowery  mead  ;— 
Of  lilies  white,  and  violets, 
A  garland  properly  she  plaits 

To  set  upon  her  head  : 

Thou  sun,  now  shining  bright  abo?e, 
If  ever  thou  the  fire  of  love 

Hast  felt,  as  poets  feign : 
if  it  be  true,  as  true  it  seems, 
In  courtesy  mthdraw  thy  beams 

Lest  thou  her  colour  stain. 

If  thou  her  fairness  vnll  not  burn 
She'll  quit  thee  with  a  kinder  turn, 

And  close  her  sparkling  eyes;— 
A  brightness  far  surpassing  thine. 
Lest  thou  thereby  ashamed  should  tyne 

Thy  credit  in  the  skies. 


[Modernized  by  Allan  CannlngliAm.] 


RONcss  or  rcotlaho. 


I'll  deck  and  »,ti>« 
And  love  thee  n 


THE  BLVPH30ME  BRIDAL, 


Fy  let  us  a'  to  [lie  bridal. 

For  (here  will  he  lilting  thci'ei 
For  Jock's  lo  be  niaiTied  to  Maj^, 

Tlic  laaa  wi'  the  goivdcn  hair. 
And  there  will  be  lang-knil  and  porridge, 

And  bannoekc  o'  hsriey-nicfti  { 
And  there  will  be  good  aaut  herring. 

To  relish  a  cog  of  good  ale. 

And  there  will  be  Sawney  the  sator, 

And  Will  wi'  the  meikle  idou*j 
And  there  will  be  Tarn  the  hluHer. 

With  Andrew  Hie  tinkler.  I  trow; 
And  there  ivill  be  how-legged  Rohie, 

With  ibumlilcss  Kaly's  goodman  ; 
And  there  ivill  be  blue-checked  Doliie, 

And  Laurie  the  laird  of  Ihc  land. 
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f  And  there  will  be  sow-lilitier  Pniie, 
And  plooky-fiii.-'d  Wat  o'  the  mill. 

Capper-nos'il  Praode  and  Gibbie, 
Tbst  wins  'm  tfae  how  of  the  hill ; 

And  there  will  be  Alatter  Sibbic, 

hWhi  io  ivith  black  Betsie  did  inool, 
ith  eniv-ellinf;  Lilly,  and  Tibby, 
The  loii  that  slaade  aft  ud  the  stooL 

And  Madge  that  wu  buckled  to  Sleenie, 

And  cofc  him  grey  brecks  to  his  a — , 
Who  after  was  hanf^it  for  tieaiiag. 
Great  mercy  it  happeu'd  na  war»c : 

ill  be  gleed  Qeordy  Janners, 
And  Kirah  with  the  lily-white  leg, 
~iB  g'sde  to  the  nouth  for  maDncn, 
And  danced  the  daft  dance'  iu  Moaa-mef;. 

And  there  will  be  Judan  Maclaurie, 

And  blinkin  daft  Barbara  Macle^, 
Wi'  floe-lugged  Bharuey-fa^'d  Laurie, 

And  nhangy-QiDu'd  haluket  Meg. 
And  there  will  be  happer-n — 'd  Nuney, 

And  fairy-fac'd  Flowrie  by  nume. 
Muck  Madie,  and  fat  hip|iil  Griiy, 

The  loM  wi'  the  gowdeti  wauie. 

And  there  will  be  Gim-agaiD-Gibbie, 

With  his  glaikit  wife  Jenny  Bell, 
And  misle-shinu'd  Mungo  Macupie, 

The  lud  that  wax  skipper  hinisel. 
There  lads  and  lasaea  in  pearlings 

Will  feast  in  rhe  heart  of  the  ha'. 
On  tyboHS,  and  rifarls,  acd  carlings. 

Thai  are  bailb  lodden  and  raw 


K^d 
fmi 
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And  ibere  nill  be  fadfcs  and  lirnchui. 

With  fouth  nfgood  gabboeka  ofdouc. 
Poweciwdy.  and  dmmuiock,  and  crotrdy. 

And  caller  nowt-feet  in  a  plate. 
And  rherc  will  bv  partans  and  buclun. 

And  whitens  and  t])elding£  en«vr. 
Wilh  eiDfCed  ibeep-heada,  and  a  baggies, 

And  Bi'adlipa  to  sup  till  ye  spew. 

And  there  will  be  lapper'd  milk'  kebbocks. 

And  8uwenE,  and  farls,  and  baps. 
With  BwaU,  and  well  scraped  paunches. 

And  brandy  in  stoupa  and  in  caps : 
And  (here  irill  bo  meal-kail  and  cauocks. 

Witli  skiok  In  sup  till  ye  rire, 
And  roasts  to  roast  on  a  brander. 

Of  flukes  that  were  taken  aliTe, 

Scrapt  haddock,  wilkg,  dulse  and  tnogle, 

And  n  mill  of  good  inishia^  to  prie ; 
When  weary  with  «atin)f  and  drinking, 

We'll  rise  up  and  dance  till  we  die. 
JTien  ly  let  us  a'  tc  the  bridal. 

For  there  will  b«  lilting  there; 
Fur  Jock's  to  be  married  to  Maggie, 

The  lau  wi'  the  gowden  hair. 


OF  BELTBEeH. 

The  night  her  silent  uable  w 

Aad  gloomy  were  the  ekiee. 
Of  glittering  ttara  uppearcd  no  more 

Thnn  those  in  Nelly'ii  c^bs; 
When  to  her  father's  ^te  1  come. 

Where  1  had  often  beeu. 
And  beg'ged  my  fair,  tuy  lovely  dome. 

To  rue  and  Icl  mc  in. 
Fut  locked  within  my  close  «mbracu, 

She  treiiibliD)^  itood  whamcil— 
Her  swelling  lireail,  aad  glowing  face. 

And  every  touch  inflamed. 
With  look  and  accents  all  divine 

She  did  my  warmth  reprove,— 

e  she  spoke,  ibe  more  she  looked, 
T  waxed  my  love. 
Then,  then  beyond  expreBEing, 

TruDspurting  wiu  the  joy  1 
I  knew  no  greater  blessing, 

So  blest  a 
And  she  all  ravish'd  with  delight, 

Bid  me  oft  come  again, 
And  kindly  vowed  that  every  night 

She'd  riie  and  let  me  in. 
Full  soon,  soon  I  returned  again 

When  glars  were  streaming  free. 
Oh  slowly,  slowly  camo  she  doivn. 
And  stood  and  gazed  on  mo : 
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H«r  loTelv  eyes  wiili  tcara  raa  o'er. 

RepentinK  her  nuh  gin — 
And  aye  the  muvrn'd  ihe  fatal  boor 
ic  Dnil  liioi  me  in. 

But  wbo  could  cruelly  deceive, 

Ot  from  mich  bcauly  part  I 
1  lov'd  bcr  so,  I  cciuld  nut  leire 

The  cliuriner  cif  my  heart : 
We  wedded,  and  1  thought  me  bleat 

Such  loveliD 
Aod  DOW  the  tbtrnks  the  happy  hour 

Sbe  roae  uud  Loot  me  in. 


MAGGIE  LAUDER. 

PB4NC1B  IBUrLB  OP  BELTHEKS. 

Wh*  wailnoc  be  in  love 

Wi'  bonnie  Mag^e  Lauder! 
A  piper  met  her  gaun  to  Rfe, 

And  spier'd  what  was't  they  ca'd  her  ■ 
Right  ecomfully  ihe  answered  bini. 

Begone,  you  faallan-ibaker,' 
Jog  on  your  gate,  you  ble the r-s kale. 

My  name  it  Maggie  Lauder. 


■OVOB  01  kCOTLAND.  3 

Mafcgje,  quolb  ho,  iiuw  by  ray  Ijagv, 

I'm  liilgiiiK'  fun  to  sec  ilice. 
Sit  donn  bf  me,  my  bonuie  bird. 

Id  troth  I  nriniia  ati>er  ilienj 
For  I'ni  a  piper  to  my  trade, 
My  Qsme  is  Rah  the  Ranter: 
r  Tlie  lainci  loup  as  they  «vere  daft, 
'       When  I  bUw  up  my  i-hanter. 

Piper,  quo'  Meg,  hae  ye  your  bags, 

Or  is  your  droue  in  order ! 
If  you  be  Rab,  I've  bearA  of  you, — 

Live  you  upon  the  border? 
The  lusei  a',  baith  far  and  near. 

Have  heard  o'  Rab  the  Ranter — 
I'll  ihske  my  foot  wi'  right  ^ood  will, 

"iif  you'll  blaw  up  your  ebanter. 

Then  lo  his  bagB  he  flew  wi'  speed. 

About  the  drone  he  twinted ; 
Meg  up  and  walloped  o'er  the  green, 

For  brawlie  could  tlie  frisk  it : 
Weel  done,  quoth  he ;  play  up,  quoth  she ; 

Wee)  bobbed  I  quo  Hab  the  Ranier ; 
Tig  worth  my  while  to  play,  indeed. 

When  I  hae  sic  a  dancer. 

Wecl  hae  you  played  your  part,  quo  Men. 

Your  cheeks  are  like  the  crimson — 
There's  nane  in  Sfotlaud  plays  aac  weel 

Siuce  we  lost  Habbie  Simpson.* 
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I've  lived  in  Fife,  bfiith  maid  itnd  wife,  A 
ThcBC  tea  yenrs  and  a  qiitirter; 

Gin  ye  sbould  come  to  Anner  Fmt, 
Spier  ye  for  Mitjfgie  Louder. 


['■  Tbli  old  toog,  H  prcgnLnt  wltti  Bcotdih  uUtcM  aat  CBVtTi  >■ 
mncb  rclUh«d  b;  all  nnki  natwIUiiuiulliic  Iti  brawl  alt  iM  pM. 
pabic  kllnaloai,  Italan^ate  l>K|itocloai  model  of  ImlHlan:  Ut. 
tprlgbUy.  ud  (oidblf  Hprewin.  MagflB's  I.iari>e  ««(«  ost  Oi 
nlckDUiKii  ar  tlota  tbe  ptper  wlUi  kU  the  cucIhi  IlKhtamBtsca  « 

Fronitliml'tCaUcMrtlatiilnt  BiUdon.  era.  ITtg.  naMM«4,Unta 

Id  two  volumei  did  not  iip]>»TtlU  177S.I 


WOOD  AND  MARRIED  ANO 

The  liridc  cam'  out  o'  the  byre. 

An'  O  ae  she  dighied  her  cheeks 
Sirs,  I'm  to  be  married  the  night. 

An'  have  neither  blankets  nor  ahceu 
Have  Deitiier  blankets  nor  sheets. 

Nor  Bcarce  a  toTcrlet  too ; 
The  bride  that  bo^  a'  to  liorraw 
Has  e'en  right  mickle  ado. 
Woo'il  and  woo'd  and  married. 

Married  and  wou'd  and  a'. 
And  was  she  dbc  very  well  off 
Thai  WB*  woo'd  and  married  onr 


Out  spake  tlie  bride'i  father, 

As  he  cam'  in  frae  ihe  iileugb : 
O  baud  your  longue,  ray  dochttr. 

And  yc's  gel  gear  unoug-h  1 
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The  tftirk  that  atandi  i*  th'  tetker. 

And  our  bra'  bawiint  yade. 
Will  carry  ye  hame  your  com. 

What  wad  ye  be  at»  ye  jade  ? 

Out  spake  the  bride's  mither, 

MThat  deil  needs  a'  this  pride  : 
I  had  nae  a  plack  in  my  pouch 

That  night  I  was  a  bride ; 
My  gown  was  linsy-wooUy, 

And  ne'er  a  sark  ava ; 
Ad'  ye  hae  ribbons  an'  buskins, 

Mae  than  ane  or  twa. 

What's  the  matter,  quo'  Willie, 

Tho'  we  be  scant  o'  claes. 
We'll  creep  the  closer  thegither, 

And  we'll  smore  a  the  fleas  *. 
Simmer  is  coming  on. 

And  we'll  get  teats  o*  woo, 
And  we'll  get  a  lass  o'  our  ain, 

And  she'll  spin  claiths  anew. 

Out  spake  the  bride's  brither. 

As  he  cam'  in  wi'  the  kye ; 
Poor  Willie  wad  ne'er  hae  ta'en  ye 

Had  he  kent  ye  as  weel  as  I ; 
For  ye're  baith  proud  and  saucy. 

And  no  for  a  poor  man's  wife ; 
Gin  I  canna  get  a  better, 

I'se  ne'er  tak  ane  i'  my  life. 

Out  spake  the  bride's  sister, 

As  she  came  in  frae  the  byre ; 
O  gin  I  were  but  married, 

It's  a'  that  1  denre  t 


MVM  OrSOOTUUrv. 

But  we  poor  fouk  maatt  live  Mi^le, 
And  du  the  bent  we  rui ; 

t  dioQ*  c>re  wLbi  I  ihouU  wbM, 
ir  1  could  get  a  inaa. 

■I  pnhlUbed  bT  DiTlit  Hnd  In  l7Sg.    II  k  n 


KATHERISE  OGIE, 

As  walking  forth  to  view  the  pUn, 

U(iu:i  H  morning  early. 
While  M&fs  sweet  scent  did  cheer  m]r  bnun, 

From  flowera  which  grew  so  rarely; 
I  chanc'd  to  meet  a  prettv  mud, 

She  shin'd,  though  it  wag  ftggie  • 
I  Bgk'd  her  name :  Kind  Sir,  ebe  isaid. 

My  name  \t  Knlh'rine  Ogie. 

I  atood  a  while,  and  did  admire. 

To  «eu  a  tiym|ih  «o  stately ; 
So  brittk  nn  air  tLere  did  appear 

In  a  CO  uti  try -maid  bo  neatly : 
Such  natural  eweetne«8  she  diiplay'd 

Like  a  lilie  in  u  bog'ie ; 
Diaiiu'B  self  wa»  ne'er  array'd 

Like  this  same  Kath'rine  Ogle. 

TTiou  flow'r  of  females,  beauty's  queen, 
Who  aces  thee,  »ure  must  prixe  tbec; 

Though  thuu  art  dress'd  in  robes  but  mei 
¥«(  these  C8.niiut  diBgaiie  thee; 
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"hy  banihome  air,  tin]  graceful  look, 
Far  excel  nay  clownish  rof^ic ; 
Tliou'rt  inntch  for  laird,  or  lord,  or  duke. 
My  charining  Katli'rine  Ogle, 

fO  were  1  but  some  shepherd  awaxa  '. 
'     To  feed  my  flock  beaid«  ihee. 
Jit  bugbliDg-time  to  leave  the  pkiu. 
In  mitking  to  abide  tbee  t 
I'd  ihink  myself  a  liappiei'  man, 

Wth  Kate,  my  club,  and  dogie, 
Thnti  he  thai  hugs  hie  thousands  (en. 
Had  I  but  Kath'rine  Ogie. 

Then  I'd  dedpisc  th'  imperial  tbronv, 

And  Etalesmcn's  d&a^rous  EtatiouB ; 
I'd  be  no  king,  I'd  wear  uo  crown, 

I'd  Bmile  at  conqu'riug  nations : 
Might  I  cares  I  and  still  possess 

This  las«  of  whom  I'm  Togie ; 
For  these  are  toys,  and  atiU  look  leas, 

Compar'd  with  KatU'rine  Ogie. 

But  I  fcur  the  god«  have  Dot  decreed 


For  a 


o  line  a  creature. 


Whose  beauty  rare  makes  her  exceed 
All  other  works  in  nature. 

Clouds  of  dcspwr  surround  my  love. 
That  are  both  dark  and  foggie  ; 

Pity  my  cane,  ye  powers  above, 
EUe  I  die  for  Kuth'rinc  Ogie  I 
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leuiul '  U(4f.'  rcnrttocw  oftmla  ills  ihjiiH  •tHubftfrr  •U^iv'  •> 
■ttcrlac  tliB  pie™."— Bi'nin. 

AJlin  CaaDlofhun  ctlU  Lt  •  crnulnc.  old,  ftu4  eiireUcnl  ktc 
"  I  hi»  uBiB  •oipielDD."  ta<!  idiii.  "  HiU  iha  nrlKiiuil  nuu  «h 
KUhslnr  \ag\c."  Id  D-Urfa»-B  PlUi  I"  Putje  MaUocbalr.  Ibm  b 
u  Anelo-ScottUh  lonK.  hut  ■  lerr  MCcrmblt.  oat  of  '  lUttivM 

KaOmliic  Otic  ""  Bnt  piloted  br  RwnnT,  with  tha  l«ciei  t  •)•' 

pindnl  to  II,  il(al(;la(TtaUilie  ■uOiar'i  nunc 


I'LL  GAR  OUR  GUDEMAN  TROW, 


^^M  I'LL 

^^H  I'll  gar  our  ^udcman  trow 

^H  That  I'll  sell  the  Udle, 

^^H  ir  he  uinna  buv  to  me 

^M  A  De»-  aide  tMle. 

^^M  Tu  ride  to  the  kirk  and  fme  the  kirk, 

^^1  And  round  ubout  the  toun, 

^^H  Stand  aliout,  ye  fiaher  jadi, 

^^^H  And  fie  my  goiin  roum  I 

■ 

■ 
■ 

^H  sti 

L: 


I'll  gar  oiir  gudemttn  (row 

TIml  I'll  take  the  fling -strings. 

If  he  wiiina  buy  to  me 
Twelve  bonuie  goud  rin^B  c 
.e  for  ilka  finger. 
And  twa  for  ilka  thoom ; 

Stand  about,  ye  fisher  jada. 
And  gie  ii]y  goan  room ! 

I'll  jrar  our  gudeman  trow 
Thaini  tak  theglccgore, 

irhc  wiiinafeeionie 
Three  valets  or  four 
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To  beir  my  tail  up  frae  the  dirt, 

And  ush  me  throw  the  toun. 
Stand  about,  ye  fisher  jad8> 

And  gie  my  goun  room  t 


I  "As  fflottntlons  of  the  above  80og,see  Sir  Richard  Maiaand'a 
poem  beginning, 

Stun  wyfis  of  the  Bnrrooatoun, 
Sa  wonder  vane  ar,  and  wantoon. 
In  warld  they  wait  not  qohat  to  wdr, 

and  Sir  Darid  Lyndsay's  supplication  against  Syde  Taillis  and  Mas, 
talit  Faces.'*— C.  K.  SaAaps. 

The  above  copy  is  accarately  given  from  Mr.  Sharpe's  lltUe  carious 
Baited  Book,  only  thirty  copies  of  which  were  ever  printed ;  Mr. 
Connini^am  and  Mr.  Chambers  gave  the  song  the  benefit  of  their 
poetical  talents,  bat  their  emendations  are  here  rejected.] 


THE  LASSES  O*  THE  CANNOGATE. 

The  lasses  o'  the  Cannogate, 
O,  they  are  wond'rpus  nice. 

They  winna  gie  a  single  kiss. 
But  for  a  double  price 

Gar  hang  them,  gar  hang  them 

Heich  upon  a  tree. 
For  we'll  get  better  up  the  gate, 

For  a  bawbee. 


['*  This  seems  to  be  a  Satire  on  the  coart  ladies  of  Bdinbnrgh,  it 
was  remembered  by  an  old  GenUewoman.**— C.  R.  Suarph. 

*'  The  Canongate  was  densely  inhabited  by  perso—  of  tke  first  dis. 
Unction.*'— ChaxbkrsO  .    . 
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THERE  U-VED  A  MAN  INTO  THE  ^ 

Tliere  lived  a  man  into  Ihc  iv«st. 

AdiI  O  bul  he  was  (.Tuel, 
For  on  Ilia  wa<ldiD  nichi  M  e'en 

He  sal  up  and  |;ral  for  gruel. 
They  brought  lo  him  a  jrude  alteep's  bci 

A  napkin,  and  a  towel : 
Gar  (ak  your  whun-whainB  a'  fnie  me,    i 

And  bring  me  tutt  my  i^niel. 

There  le  uae  meal  into  the  house. 

What  Bball  !  do,  my  jewel  ? — 
One  to  the  pock  And  ehnlie  n  lock 

For  I  L'anna  want  my  gruel. 
There  is  oae  milk  into  the  house. 

What  shall  I  do  my  jewel  f 
Gac  to  the  midden,  and  milk  the  soi 

For  I  wunna  want  my  gruel. 

<iii  Ihe  BallHl  Book.  ISM.    Mr.  Cunninihun  hu  phntfl 


BKSSY  BELL  AND  MARY  GRAY. 

O  Bessie  Bell  and  Mary  Gray, 
They  war  twa  lionniu  losses '. 

They  biggit  a  boiver  on  yon  burn  bruc, 
And  theekit  it  o'er  wi'  rsehea. 
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They  theekit  it  o'er  wi'  rashes  f^r^eDy 
They  theekit  it  o'er  m'  heather. 

But  the  pest  cam  frae  the  burrows  town, 
And  slew  them  baith  thegither ! 

They  thought  to  lye  in  Methven  kirk  yard, 

Amang  their  noble  kin. 
But  they  maun  lye  in  Stronach  Haugh, 

To  biek  forenent  the  sin 
An<f  Bessy  Bell  and  Mary  Gray, 

They  war  twa  bonnie  lasses  ! 
They  biggit  a  bower  on  yon  bum  brae, 

And  theekit  it  o'er  wi'  rashes. 


iftom  the  Ballad  Book,  18S4.    '  There  is  moch  tenderneM  and  aim  - 
idtjr  in  these  rerses.'—SiR  Walts r  Scorr. 

The  stc»7  of  Bessy  Bell  and  Maiy  Gray  has  been  so  often  told,  and 
so  well  known,  that  it  need  not  be  repeated  here.    See  Allan 
unsay's  sinfwlar  alteration  of  this  pathetic  ballad.] 


MUIRLAND  WILUE. 

Hearken,  and  I  will  tell  you  how 
Young  Muirland  Willie  came  to  woo. 
Though  he  could  neither  say  nor  do ; 

The  truth  I  tell  to  you. 
But  ay,  he  cried,  whate'er  betide, 
Maggie  I'se  hae  to  be  my  bride. 

On  his  gray  yaud  as  he  did  ride, 
Wi'  dirk  and  pistol  by  his  side. 
He  prick'd  her  on  wi'  mickle  pride, 
Wi'  mickle  mirth  and  glee, 
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And  uur  liride'i  mBideaa  werewi  few, 
Wi'  top-knots,  lug'-knoti,  a'  in  blue, 
i'rne  tap  to  toe  they  were  brent  new. 

And  biinkit  bonnllie. 
Their  loya  and  mutehea  were  »e  clenn 
They  fclanced  in  a'  our  ladses  een. 

Sic  hirdum  ttirdum  and  aic  din, 
Wi'  be  o'er  her  and  ibe  o'er  him — 
The  minstrels  ihey  did  never  blin 

Wi'  mickle  mirth  and  glee. 
And  Bfe  they  reel'al  and  aye  they  set. 
And  ladses  lips  with  laseei  met. 


FAIR  HELEN  OF  KIRCONNEt. 

I  with  I  were  where  Helen  Itrs — 
Night  and  day  on  mc  ibc  cries; 
O  that  I  were  where  Helen  lies 

On  fair  Kirconnel  lea, 
O  Helen  fuir  beyond  -compare, 
I'll  make  a  fcarland  of  thy  hair 
Shall  bind  my  hcari  for  evernislr 

Until  the  liny  1  die. 

O  think  nac  yc  my  heart  was  sair 
When  my  Ian  dropl  and  apohe  nac  mi 
8he  sank  aud  Bwuon'd  wi'  meikU  care 
On  fur  Kirconnel  lea. 


I 

* 


f  Curst  be  the  beart  that  thougbc  the  Ihouf^lit, 
L  And  curst  Cbc  band  that  tired  the  ihot, 
I   When  ill  my  arms  burd  Uelen  dropt, 
Aud  died  ti 

As  I  went  down  the  ivaler  wide. 
None  but  my  foe  to  be  tny  );uide. 
With  sword  id  hand  and  aide  by  side, 

On  fiiir  Kirt'onnel  leaj 
I'be  small  bird  ceased  its  Hong  with  awe 
When  our  bright  awords  it  heard  and  sai 
And  1  hew'd  him  in  pieces  ama' 

For  ber  that  died  for  me. 

0  that  I  were  where  Hejfn  liet, 

Kight  and  day  on  me  she  cries, 

Out  of  my  bed  she  bids  uie  rise, 

O  come  my  love  to  me." 

0  Helen  fair !  O  Helen  chaste ! 
with  tbee  I  were  blest. 

Where  thou  lies  low  and  lakes  thy  rest. 
On  fair  Kirconnel  lea. 

1  wish  my  grave  were  growing  green, 
A  winding-sheet  drawn  o'er  my  ecu. 
And  I  in  Helen's  arms  lying 

On  fair  Kirconnel  lea. 
I  wish  I  were  where  Helen  lice. 
Night  and  day  un  me  she  cries; 
I'm  sick  of  all  lieneaih  the  skies 

Since  my  love  died  for  me. 


THE  COUNTRY  LASS. 

AUIinugh  I  be  but  a,  vouotry  Iomh, 

Yet  a  lofty  mind  1  h»r. 
And  think  mysell  u  ^>od  as  ihost 

That  rich  Bppdjvl  wcor. 
Aithont;)!  my  gov/n  bt  home-epuQ  grty. 

My  skin  it  i»  e,t  «oft 
Ab  tliem  tbat  satin  wceils  Ho  wwr. 

And  carry  their  beads  aloft. 

What  thouRb  I  keep  my  father's  iheep. 

The  thing  thai  mutt  be  done. 
With  garlaude  of  the  finest  flowen, 

To  shade  me  frue  the  »un ; 
When  they  are  feeding  pleasantly, 

Where  gms  and  flowers  do  apriuS- 
Then  on  a  flower?  bank  at  noon 

I  ait  me  down  and  ang. 

My  Paisley  piRffy,  cork'd  with  aagO. 

Contains  my  drink  but  tbio; 
No  wines  do  e'er  '  my  veins'  enrajT** 

Or  tempt  my  mind  to  Kin. 
My  country  curds,  and  wooden  spc" 

I  think  them  unco  fine; 
And  on  a  flowery  bank  at  noon, 

I  sit  me  down  and  dine- 


I 


OOMOR  or  SOOTLAVD. 


'  Alihongb  my  parents  cannot  ri 

Great  bag»  of  Ehiniog-  gulil, 
Like  theiD  whose  dimgiitcrs,  noiv  u-i 

Like  swine  are  bougliC  and  %oUl  i 
Yet  my  fair  body  it  shall  keep 

Ad  hoDest  bean  withiD  j 
And  for  twice  Afly  tliouEaml  crowikhi 

I  value  Qot  a  prin. 

1  use  DSC  gums  upon  my  b^lr. 

Nor  ehaiDs  about  my  neck. 
Nor  shining  riogs  upon  my  hands. 

My  fingcre  straight  to  deck  ; 
Bui  for  that  lad  to  me  shnll  fa', 

And  I  have  grace  to  wed, 
I'll  keep  a  jewel  ivorth  Ihem  a.', 

I  mean  my  maidenhead. 

If  canny  fortune  give  to  me 

The  man  I  dearly  lose. 
Though  we  want  Rear,  I  dinna  care. 

My  haads  I  can  iniproie. 
Expecting  for  a  blessing  Kill 

Descending  from  abiivc ; 
Then  we'll  embrace,  anri  sweetly  kiai 

Repeating  tales  of  love. 


O  WAI.V,  WALY 

0  ivnly  wftly.ap  the  bank. 

And  Huly  waly  down  the  brae, 
And  witly  WHly  yon  burn  lide. 
Where  I  and  my  love  worn  to  gw. 

1  leaol  my  bat-'k  unto  an  aik, 

1  lhnug;ht  it  wiu  n  irustie  tree; 

But  first  U  boiT'd,  and  syne  it  brake, 

Sae  my  true  lure  did  lyghtlic  me. 

O  wnly  iraly  but  love  be  bonny 

A  little  time  while  it  is  neiv; 
Bill  when  its  auld  it  wiixeih  c»uld, 

Attd  fades  awa'  like  morning-dew. 
O  wherefore  »hu'<i  I  busk  my  head  f 

Or  wherefore  sLu'd  1  kame  my  hair ! 
For  my  true  love  ban  me  forsook. 

And  aays  he'll  never  lo'e  me  mMT. 

Now  Artbur-eeul  sail  be  my  bed. 

The  aheits  shall  nelr  be  prets*d  by  me 
Saint  Anton's  well  sail  be  my  drink. 

Since  my  true  love'a  forsaken  me. 
Marii'maa  iviud,  whau  wilt  thou  blaw, 

And  1  hake  the  green  leaves  aff  the  tree!; 
O  gentle  death,  whan  wilt  thou  cum  i 

For  of  my  life  I  am  wenrie, 
'Tis  not  the  frost  that  freezes  fell. 

Nor  bluwing  snaw's  iudemencie; 
Tia  not  eh-  eauld  that  makes  me  crj-. 

But  my  love's  liearl  grown  cauld  to  ii 


SONGS  OF  SCOTLAND*  45 

Whan  we  came  in  by  Glasgowe  town, 

We  were  a  comely  sight  to  see ; 
My  love  was  clad  i'  th'  black  velvet. 

And  I  inysell  in  cramasie. 

But  had  I  wist  before  I  kisst. 

That  love  bad  been  sae  ill  to  win, 
I  had  lockt  my  heart  in  a  case  of  gowd. 

And  pinn'd  it  wi'  a  siller  pin. 
Oh,  oh !  if  my  young  babe  were  borne. 

And  set  upon  the  nurse's  knee. 
And  I  mysell  were  dead  and  gone. 

And  the  green  grass  growing  over  me. 


[This  U  an  old  and  very  beantifal  tonp ;  it  relates  it  is  said  to  a 
circomstance  as  alTectinir  as  the  lines  are  sweet.  I  have  preferred 
the  reading  of  Mr.  Chambers'  copy  in  the  last  line,  to  the  one  printed 
in  the  Tea  Table  MlsceHany— which 


For  a  maid  a^^ain  Til  never  be. 
Ramsay  first  pnblished  this  song.] 


THE  BRISK  YOUNG  LAD. 

There  came  a  young  man  to  my  daddie's  door. 

My  daddie's  door,  my  daddie's  door ; 
There  came  a  young  man  to  my  daddie's  door. 
Came  seeking  me  to  woo. 
And  wow !  but  he  was  a  braw  young  lad, 
A  brisk  young  lad,  and  a  braw  young  lad. 
And  wow !  but  he  vras  a  braw  young  lad. 
Came  seeking  me  to  woo. 


SONGS  UF  SCOTliAMD. 

but  1  ivai  baking  when  he  cMne, 
When  he  came,  wLvii  be  came, 
I  louk  hiiD  in,  aod  gied  him  k  iconc, 
Tu  thowe  kia  froien  mou'. 

I  set  hini  in  aside  the  biak, 
I  gac  hiiu  hread,  and  lUe  to  drink. 
Bill  ne'er  el  blylbc  iiyme  wad  he  bUnk, 
Until  his  H-Bwe  wu  (on. 

Gee,  get  ye  gone,  ye  cauldrife  wooer, 
Yc  Buur-luukiug,  cauldrife  wooer, 
I  iitrai^btwuy  show'ii  him  to  the  duor, 
Soyiug,  come  ubc  mmr  tu  woo. 

There  lay  a  deuk-dub  liefore  the  door, 
Before  the  duor,  before  the  itouri 
'Iliere  lay  b  dvuk-dub  before  the  door. 
And  there  fell  he,  I  trow ! 

Out  came  the  guidman,  and  high  he  bliaai«d. 
Out  caine  the  guidwife,  and  laigh  she  louicd. 
And  a'  the  toun-neebours  were  gather'd  abonC 
But  there  lay  he,  I  trow  I 

Then  out  cume  I,  and  aneer'd  and  imil'd. 
Vc  nunc  to  woo,  hut  ye'rc  a'  beguil'd, 
Yc've  fa'eu  i'  the  dirt,  and  yc're  a  belyl'd. 
Well  hae  nae  niair  uf  you. 
And  wow !  liui  he  was  a  braw  ynunt;  hid. 
A  brisk  young  lad,  and  a  hraw  young  Ijul, 
And  wow :  but  be  wus  a  braw  young  Ind, 
Caiuc  leektng  ine  to  woo. 


IKInt  I«Ulih«il  bf  lliM  Id  ITDVO 


ANoaO  AND  Ills  ccm"  i;UN. 


Eythe,  blythe,  blythe  wiw  «hc, 
BIytbe  w&s  the  but  and  ben  i 
,1  necl  she  loo'd  ■  Hawick  }(ill, 

And  lengh  lu  Me  a  t^ipli  hen. 
!^bp  look  me  in,  sbc  net  mc  down. 

And  hecht  lo  keep  mc  tnwin'-free ; 
Bnl,  iriuiDiiig  carliuc  ikiki  tiir  was, 
She  gart  mc  hiric  tny  bnwhie. 

Vie  loo'd  the  liquor  ivell  eiieujfh  ; 

But  wacD  my  heart  my  cnih  wiu  ilunc, 
Before  that  I  had  quench'd  my  droulb, 

And  lalth  I  was  to  pawn  my  ahoou. 
When  we  had  three  times  luom'd  our  tloiip. 

And  the  neist  chnppin  uew  be^iin, 
In  itartit,  to  hecxe  up  our  hope, 

YouDK  Andro,  wi'  hii  cutty  gun. 


I^Rfe 


carllnc  brocht  her  kchbuek  ben, 
Wi'  girdle-eakeg  weel  tuaiited  brown, 
'eel  doe«  the  canny  kimtner  ken 
They  gai  the  scuds  gne  glibber  down, 

Vt'c  cai'd  the  bicker  aft  about ; 
Till  dawnin'  we  ne'er  jce.'d  our  bun, 

And  ay  tfae  cleanett  drinker  out, 
Waa  Andro,  wi'  bis  cutty  giin 

He  did  like  ony  mavia  Mn)r. 
And,  as  I  in  hii  oxter  lat, 

e  ay  his  bonny  ibinj;, 
I  And  mony  a  sappy  kis*  1  gaii 


A  friend  uf  mine  i-ame  liere  fCElrcen, 

And  he  wad  hiie  mc  down 
To  drink  u  bottle  a'  ftle  iri"  him 

In  the  nicsl  burrows  town. 
But,  O  :  indeed  it  vna.  Sir, 

Sae  far  the  waur  for  me ; 
For,  lang  or  e'er  that  I  cune  h&me. 

My  wife  bad  ta-'en  the  gen. 


Wc 


Tbi 


late,  a.nd  drank 
The  truth  1  tell  to  you, 

tanjr  or  e'er  the  niiduigbt 


BtOUt, 


We  a' 


My  wife  sits  ai  Ibe  lire  side, 
And  ihe  tear  blinds  aye  ber  e'e, 

Tlie  ne'er  a  bed  read  she  gat  to. 
But  9it  and  tok  the  gee. 

In  the  mornlu'  saue  when  I  cam  duun. 
The  ne'er  a  word  sh«  bpiike. 

But  inony  a  sad  uid  tour  look. 
And  aye  her  heud  abe'd  ibake> 
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M}'  dear,  <(uotli  I,  whai  ailetb  thw. 

To  look  sae  sour  un  me  ? 
I'll  never  do  the  like  UKain, 

If  you'll  no'er  tak  the  gee. 

,     When,  that  she  beard,  she  ran,  »he  llanit 

Her  amis  abont  my  nerk  ; 
And  twenty  kisses  in  a  erack. 

And,  poor  wee  tiling,  sbe  grU, 
If  you'll  ne'er  do  tbe  like  ai^iin, 

Birt  bide  at  lintne  wi'  mc, 
I'll  lay  my  life  I'll  be  the  mfe 

That  nerer  lak*  tlie  gee. 

inritp«blt.liB4bylI«n)IPir0j.l 

CLOUT  THE  CAULDRON.                 ^^^^H 

Hac  yuu  any  pots  or  pan;,                                   ^^M 

Or  any  broken  chandlers  i  ^H 
I  am  a  tinker  to  my  trade,                                ^H 

And  newly  come  frae  FlaDderi,  ^1 
Ab  «cant  or  siller  as  of  grace,                            ^| 

Disbanded,  we've  a  bad  run  i  ^H 
Gar  tell  the  lady  of  the  place,                             ^M 

I'm  eome  to  clout  her  cauldron.                   ^1 

Madam,  If  you  have  wark  for  me,                     ^H 

And  dinna  care  a  single  flU                             ^M 
For  any  man'a  roacniintwt.              .^^^^^^| 

HONce  OP  SGOTLAKU. 

Far,  Itwiy  fair,  though  ]  appear 

To  cv'ry  Mie  a  linker, 
Yoi  to  youreel  I'm  tiauld  to  tell, 

1  Bin  a  gentle  j inker. 

Love,  Jupiter  iDto  a  twan, 

Turn'd  for  his  lovely  Leda  j 
He  like  a  hull  o'er  meadows  ran. 

To  earn*  off  Europa. 
Tlicn  may  not  I,  Bi  well  as  he. 

To  cheat  your  Argus  blinker. 
And  win  your  lore,  like  mighty  JvvQl 

Tliu«  hide  me  \a  a  linker! 

Sir,  ye  appear  a  cunning  maD, 

But  this  (Inc  plot  you'll  fail  in, 
For  there  is  neither  pot  nor  pan 

Of  mine  you'll  drive  a  nail  in. 
Then  bind  yuur  budget  on  youi 

And  nails  up  in  your  apron. 
For  I've  a  lipker  under  tack 

That's  used  to  cl.)ut  my  cauldron.  ^ 


THE  DRUCKEN  WIFE  OF  GALLOWAY, 

Down  in  yon  *  Talley'  a  couple  did  larry  j 
The  wife  she  drank  naething  but  sack  and  canary : 
The  gudenian  complained  to  her  friends  right  sairly, 
O  !  gin  my  wife  vrad  drink  hoolie  and  fairly  I 


Firsl  she  drank  Crammie,  and  ayoe  ahe  drank  Gniric 
And  syne  sbe  has  drucken  my  bonnie  gray  marie, 
That  carried  me  Ihrong-h  a'  (he  dubs  and  the  lairie  : 

O  '.  gin  my  wife  wad  drink  iioolie  and  fuirly  '. 

She  has  drucken  her  hose,  Hvae  has  she  her  ihoon. 
Her  enniv-while  mutch  and  her  bonnie  new  ^fown, 
Her  Bark  of  the  holluns  thai  cover'd  her  rarely : 
O  1  |:;in  my  wife  wad  drink  ho«lie  and  tsurly  ! 

Wad  she  drink  but  her  ain  things  I  wadnac  miieh  eare,   ] 
But  ihe  drioks  my  claea  that  I  uanna  wcel  spare ; 
Wben  I'm  wi'  my  jjossips  it  angers  mc  sairly : 

0  !  gin  my  wife  wad  drink  hoolie  and  fairly  I 

My  Sunday's  cuat  ilie  bos  laid  it  a  wad, 
The  best  blue  bonnet  e'er  woa  o'  my  head  ,■ 
At  kirk  and  at  market  I'm  covered  but  barely 
O !  gin  my  ivife  wnd  drink  ho'olie  and  fairly  I 

The  bonny  white  mittens  that  gade  on  my  hans, 
Wi'  her  neighbour  wife  she  h&a  put  them  in  pawns ; 
My  bane-headed  slaflf  [hat  I  loved  so  dearly — 

0 1  gin  toy  wife  wad  drink  houlie  and  fairly  1 

1  sit  by  luy  ingflc  Me  mim  and  Boe  mute. 
While  she  looks  as  black  and  as  bitter  as  soot ; 
And  when  ahe'a  for  war,  1  am  aye  for  a  parley — 
O !  gin  my  wife  wad  drink  hoolie  and  fairly  1 

Wben  I  am  saddest,  she  laughs  and  she  sings ; 
My  gold  and  my  siller  she's  lending  them  wings ; 
She  shines  like  a  princess— I  acrimpct  and  sparely— 
O I  gia  my  \tlte  wad  drink  boolic  and  ftirly  1 


%  I  wnil  ber  oHow, 
when  ehe  eSib  duwn  nhe  avc  fill*  Iwrwlf  f* 
And  then  when  she's  fau.ihe'? 
0 :  ^in  my  wife  wad  drinL  hoollc  (tnd  fairly ! 

Aud  when  «he  comet  bsme  ihe  r;o  lays  o 

'a  a'  the  lasse«  hulh  liimncre  and  jaods, 
I    And  1  my  nin  ael  an  aiild  cuckold  carlie^-p 
'.  f^'ia  my  wife  ivad  drink  lioolic  uid  fairly ! 
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Girr  IP  AND  BAR  THE  DOOB 

There  du-alt  a  man  on  CrauTord  moor. 

And  John  Blunt  vras  his  name ; 
He  made  j^ude  mnut,  and  brew'd  ;ude  ale^ 

And  liore  a  wnnd'roiis  fame. 
Now  it  fell  about  the  Martinmas  time,  , 

And  a  i^y  time  it  woa  than, 
Tlint  Jolinie's  wife  had  pud<!ini(>  to  make. 

And  she  buil'd  tlicm  in  a  pan. 

'Ilic  wind  Ewept  cauld  frae  north  to  toutb. 

And  blew  into  the  floor  i 
Quoth  our  (fiidcroun  to  our  gudewife, 

Qet  up  and  bar  the  door. 


My  haad  is  in  my  liuae  wife-cap, 

GudeinHD  as  ye  may  see  ; 
If  it's  no  liarr'd  tlu)  hunderyeu". 

It's  nu  be  burr'd  by  me. 
TUey  made  a  paciioo  'tween  them  twn, 

A  paction  firm  and  sure, 
Whoever  tpoke  the  foremost  word. 

Should  rise  and  bar  the  door. 
TwB  trnvetlera  had  tint  thevr  ^te, 

As  o'er  the  hills  (hey  four. 
And,  airted  by  the  line  o'  liffbt. 

Made  Etraight  to  Johnie'e  door. 
Now  whether  is  this  a  rich  maii'e  house. 

Or  whether  ia  it  a  pour ! 
But  ne'er  a  word  wad  ane  o'  them  speak. 

For  barring'  of  the  door. 
And  first  they  ate  the  white  puddingE, 

And  syne  tbey  ate  the  black  : 
O  muckle  thought  our  >;udvwife  to  hcrael. 

But  ne'er  a  word  she  apake. 
The  young  ane  to  the  autd  ane  said. 

Here,  man,  take  ye  my  knife. 
And  gang  and  «have  the  giidcman's  beard, 

While  I  kiss  the  gudewifc. 
But  ihere'B  nae  water  in  the  house, 

And  what  shall  I  do  than  !  — 
WliBi  ails  ye  at  the  ptiddiug  broo. 

That's  simmering  in  the  pan  i 
O,  up  then  started  our  g'udeinan. 

An  angry  man  was  he — 
Will  ye  kigi  my  wife  afore  my  face, 


i'  Rliirteil  «iir  giidewiff. 


Gudcmuo,  yc've  gpokc  the  foromo*!  woni. 
Get  up  and  bar  the  door. 


O  HITHER  DPAR,  I  'GIN  TO  FEAR. 

0  inither  de«r,  I  'gin  to  fear. 
Though  I'm  Imllh  good  nml  bonny, 

1  winna  koepi  fur  in  my  sleep 

I  iXttrt  and  dream  of  'lohnny. 
When  Johnny  lh.ea  comes  down  the  ^'Ic 

To  woo  uic.  dinna  hinder ; 
But  with  content  pi'  your  t.'oiuent, 

For  we  two  ne'er  can  sinder. 
Better  to  marry  than  miscarry) 

For  shame  and  ukaith'B  the  clink  u'l. 
To  tliole  the  dool,  to  mount  llie  stool, 

I  doivna  bide  to  think  o't; 
Sbc  while  'tis  lime  I'll  shun  the  crime, 

That  )^rs  poor  Eppg  g«e  whin^j-ing. 
With  haunchefl  Tow,  and  een  »ae  blew. 

To  n'  the  hedi-ala  hinRinR. 
Had  Eppv's  apron  bidden  doivn, 

Tlickirkhadne'erakcnditi 
But  "hen  the  word's  gone  Ihroiitch  the  U 

AlriM  haw  con  she  menil  it 


soHoa  aw  tcavtMio, 

Niiw  Turn  maim  face  tliu  tnioigtcr, 
And  she  maunt  mount  the  pillar ; 

And  tbu's  the  irsy  tliat  thty  lasun  got — 
For  puor  folk  hae  noe  ailler. 

Non  baud  j'ere  totkguc,  my  danghler  dear. 

Replied  the  kindly  mtther; 
Get  Juhniiy's  hand  in  haly  Land, 

Syne  isap  yere  wealth  together. 
I'm  o'  the  mind  if  he  be  kind 

Ye'll  do  your  part  diacreetly. 
And  prove  a  wife,  will  f^ur  his  life 

'  And  thine  rin  smooth'  and  sweetly. 


IFTontbBTnTiblcMlMiUM]'.  i;u.] 

Mit  "111  'I    _^_^_ . 

'  '  'WHATS  THAT  TO  YOU  T 

My  Jeany  and  1  hav«  toii'd 

Tl»e  live-lang  sim  mur-dny. 
Till  we  amaiat  were  ipoil'd 

At  making  of  tho  hay  : 
Her  kurchy  was  of  lioUand  clear, 

Tied  on  her  bonny  brow, 
I  whisper'd  something  in  her  ear — 

Bui  what's  that  tu  you. 

Her  Btockinfr*  were  of  kcniey  green. 

As  tight  a»  OQV  silk  : 
O  sic  Q  leg  WM  never  seen. 

Her  tkin  wm  wiiittt  aa  milk  i 


UMfQB  OP  SflOTLAKD. 

Hvr  hair  wfts  black  as  one  rould  « 
Aud  Bweet,  «weei  »v«s  ber  m»u. 

Oh  1  Jmny  daintilie  can  kiu  j 
But  whM's  that  lo  you } 

The  rost'  tind  lily  bulb  i-onbiiw, 

To  make  my  Jenuy  fiur, 
1'Uer€  U  Dae  beai«0D  like  uunci 

Otilv  1  fear  my  Jenny's  face 
May  I'ause  mite  men  (u  nie. 

And  that  may  grtr  me  aay,  alut 
But  wbat'»  tbat  to  you  i 


Tlint  I  may  only  be  the  man 

Eiguvi  theee  looks  divine. 

O  do  oiJi  proBtitute,  my  dear. 

And  I  wiili  faithful  bean  shall  swfar 
For  eter  to  be  true. 

King  Solomon  bad  wiies  enow, 

And  mony  a  coDi'ubine ; 
But  I  enjoy  a.  IiUm  mair  true, 

Hia  joys  were  short  of  mine : 
And  Jcany'i  happier  than  they. 

She  seldom  ivaui*  her  due  i 
All  dclils  of  love  to  ber  I  pay. 

And  what'Si  thai  to  you  I 
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AND  SAE  YE'VE  TREATED  ME. 

And  sae  yeVe  treated  me. 

And  sae  ye've  treated  me  i 
I'll  never  love  anither  man 

Sae  weel  as  I  loved  thee. 
All  the  day  I  sigh. 

And  all  the  night  I  weep ; 
And  never  shall  I  rest  again 

Save  in  a  winding  sheet. 

And  sae  ye've  treated  me. 

And  sae  ye've  treated  me  i 
O  monie  monie  loves  ye'U  get. 

But  nane  who  loves  like  me. 
A  woman's  curse  fa's  sair, 

A  woman's  corse  ye'U  dree^« 
The  diel  put  on  your  mnding-sheet 

Three  hours  before  ye  die ! 


[£ight  lines  of  this  sinyalar  sooff  I  ftndin  Mr.  81iarp«*ft  Ballad  BO(;k. 
lie  others  ore  by  Allan  Cunningham.} 


ETTRICK  BANKS. 


On  Ettrick  banks,  in  a  summer's  night. 
At  gloaming  when  the  sheep  drave  hame, 

I  met  my  lassie  braw  and  tight. 
Came  wading,  barefoot,  a'  her  lane ; 


My  heart  grtvi  Ugh  I,  [  ran,  I  flsng 

My  armi  about  her  lily  neck. 
And  kua'A  anil  dapp'U  her  there  fu*  haig  f 

My  words  they  were  an  Diony  feck. 

1  said,  niy  lassie,  will  yc  ffo 

To  the  bigblanil  bilU.  tlie  Erse  to  lesra  i 
I'll  gi'e  tbcc  buth  o  cow  uid  ewe. 

When  ye  come  to  the  hri^'g  of  Earn. 
At  Leiih  auld  mcul  comes  in,  ne'er  fuh. 

And  herriDgs  at  the  Braomy  Laiv  i 
Chear  up  your  heart,  my  botiny  lata. 

There's  gear  to  win  we  never  taw. 

Ail  day  when  wc  have  wrought  enoa)(li, 

Wlien  winter,  frosts,  and  snaw  b«fpn. 
Soon  as  the  sun  gn«s  west  the  lacb. 

At  night  when  yc  sit  down  to  spin, 
I'll  screiv  my  pipes  and  play  a  spring : 

And  thiiB  the  weary  uigbt  will  en'. 
Till  the  tender  kid  and  lamb-time  bring 

Our  pleasant  summer  bark  again. 

Syne  when  tbe  treas  are  in  their  bloum. 

And  go  wans  glent  o'er  Ilka  Uel', 
I'll  meet  my  lass  ainang  the  brootn. 

And  lead  you  to  my  summer- ibid. 
TTien  far  frae  a'  their  acornfu'  din. 

That  make  ibc  kindly  hearts  their  sport,  I 
We'll  lauji'h  and  kiss,  and  dance  and  sing, 

And  gar  ibo  langesi  duy  seem  short. 


I 
I 


S,iW  YE  JOHNIE   COMING. 

O  law  ye  Johoie  rciminj!',  quu'  ^lie. 

Saw  ye  Julinie  coming  i 
O  saw  ye  Jghnle  ([lining,  quo'  sUe, 

Saw  ye  Johnie  cawing  : 
Wi'  hU  blue  bonnet  on  hi»  heftd. 

Apd  his  doggie  ninaing,  quo'  ihe. 

And  hia  doj;gie  runalng. 

O  fee  him,  father,  fee  Lim,  ijuo'  vhe, 

Tee  biv,  fatber,  fee  bim ; 
0  fee  him,  fntber,  fee  Uiin,  quo'  ghe. 

Fee  bim,  father,  fee  him ; 
For  he  is  a  j^Bllant  lad. 

And  a  weel  doin' ; 
And  a'  the  wark  about  tbe  town 

Goes  wi'  me  when  1  see  him,  quo'  she, 

Gael  wi'  me  wlieD  1  eee  him. 

0  what  will  I  do  wi'  hini, '  hizzie,' 
What  will  I  do  tri'  him  I 

He's  ne'er  a  'sarlt'  upiin  hia  back, 
And  I  hae  nane  to  gi'c  him. 

1  hae  twa  '  earka '  iuto  my  kill. 

And  aiie  o'  them  I'll  gi'e  bim « 
And  for  a  merk  of  roair  fee 
DioDB  aland  wi'  him,  quo'  alie, 
Dinna  tiand  wi'  him. 


O  fee  him,  father,  fee  him,  quo'  lUe, 

Fee  him ,  futher,  fuc  him  ( 
He'll  Luud  the  pleugh,  thnah  in  tlie  bai 

And  cruck  wi'  me  &t  e'en,  qao'  the. 

And  crack  wi'  me  at  e'eo. 


.    Pint  pdblliliei)  nrRfrll  la  i;(l>t.! 


HEV,  HOW  MY  JOHNIE  LAI>. 

Hey,  how  my  Jnhni'  lad, 

Ye're  no  sae  kiiid'a  ye  shou'd  hae  been  ; 
For  gin  ye're  roicc  I  had  na  kent, 

I'm  sure  I  couldna  trusC  my  eeo : 
Sac  weelg  ye  might  hae  courted  me. 

And  aweecly  touzled  me  bedeen : 
Hey,  how  my  Johnit;  lad, 

Ye're  no  rae  kind's  ye  ohou'd  bae  beeii. 

My  father,  he  was  a-l  the  inoorj 
My  mither,  Hhc  was  at  the  mill ; 

My  brother,  he  ivas  at  the  plough. 
And  no  uie  near  our  sport  to  spill  i 


RONoa  or  BCOTI.ANS, 

A  lug  to  liiieD  nu  na  there. 

Ami  siill  leM  fear  o'  being  seen  ; 
Iley,  liovi  my  Jobnie  lad, 

Ye'rc  DO  sae  kind's  ye  ghou'd  hae  b«En. 

WeuI  oay  lad  who  lo'ed  me  weel 

Hue  len  me  a.'  my  liefu'  Une, 
To  count  the  minute*  at  tbey  crawled. 

And  think  life'*  »weoleg[  moments  gtne. 
1  ivonder  what  was  in  yc'rc  head, 

I  wonder  what  was  in  ye'  re  een : 
Hey,  how  my  Johnie  lad, 

Ye're  no  sae  kind's  ye  shou'd  hae  been. 

But  I  shall  seek  some  other  lad, 

YilniK  love  ie  upmoM  in  his  mind  ,- 
As  gleg  as  liffU;  wha  has  tbe  elei^^ht 

O'  kenning  when  he  should  he  kind, 
Then  ye  may  woo  vfi'  blinkin  Bess — 

For  you  nae  tnuir  I'll  sigh  and  grean  : 
Hey,  how  my  Johuie  lad, 

Ye're  no  ine  kind's  vc  shou'd  hue  beun. 


Cunnlnslii 

I 


AN  THOU  WERT  MV  AIN  THING. 

An  thou  Wert  my  ain  ibing, 
I  would  love  thee,  I  notild  love  theei 
An  thou  wert  my  ain  thing. 
How  dearly  would  1  lore  thee  I 


toNoii  or  acoTk^No. 

My  love  ii  like  yon  auii, 
niiose  bright  cnurse  is  Iicj^d, 
And  IK  I'oniuni  for  ever  aud  tmei 
NMiilc  hie  \ove'»  lilcc  tlie  moon 
Tb«  wanriere  up  and  down, 
Cold,  corafurtlefii,  cbaugiog,  untrue. 
Oil  you  tliBt  are  in  love  l~ 
And  may  it  not  remotr^- 
0, 1  pity  the  panpa  that  you  endure  : 
Sad  knotvledge  mnltCK  me  know 
riiat  your  henna  uj-e  full  of  wo«— 
A  ivoe  that  no  mortal  citn  care. 


SLIGHTED  NANCIE. 

'Tia  I  boe  hcv'd  liraw  new  gowui. 

And  itiier  bev'n  to  mok'. 
And  yet  for  a'  my  new  goiviis 

My  wooer  ha»  turo'd  bis  back. 
Beaideg  I  hne  tey'a  milk-kye. 

And  Sandy  he  has  bul  three  t 
.And  yet  for  a'  my  g'ood  kye 

The  laddie  winna  hae  me. 

My  daddie'e  a  delver  o'  dykes. 
My  raitBer  tan  eard  and  spin. 

And  I'm  a  fine  fodgel  lues. 
And  the  eiller  comes  linkln  in. 


■OK08  or  VCOTLAND. 

The  Biller  comes  linkin  in. 
And  its  fu'  fair  to  lee  ,- 

And  fifty  times  wow.  O  wow ! 
Wbal  uls  the  lads  at  nte  i 

Whenever  our  Bawty  does  bark. 
Then  faal  t»  ihe  door  I  rin. 

To  see  ^n  ony  young  sp&rk 
Will  ligbl  and  venture  but  in  : 


Bum 


iC  will  CI 


I 


The'  mony  a  ane  K'aes  by  ; 

Syne  far  ben  the  house  1  rin. 

And  a  waefu'  wig-bl  am  I. 

When  I  was  at  my  first  prayers, 

1  prny'd  but  ance  iu  Ibc  ycarj 
I  wish'd  Fur  a  hondsonke  young  lad, 

Aud  a  lad  wi'  muckle  gear. 
Wlien  I  was  at  my  nei»t  prayers, 

I  pray'd  but  now  and  than  ( 
I  fash'd  na  my  head  about  gear. 

If  I  gat  but  a  haudsoue  young  man. 

But  now  when  I'm  at  tny  last  prayers, 

I  pray  baith  night  and  day, 
And  O I  if  a  beggar  wad  come. 

With  that  eame  beggar  I'd  gae. 
And  O!  what  will  eoinc  o'  rac  ! 

And  O  !  what  will  I  do  ? 
Thai  sk  a  braw  lassie  as  1 

Should  die  for  a  woo'er  I  trow  i 


ROHnX  or  SCOTIUKD. 


LUCKY  NaNSY. 

While  fops  ia  soft  Italian  vene. 

Ilk  fair  tae't  eea  and  breast  rebeane. 

While  saagt  abound  and  scene  is  ecaxet, 

Theac  lines  I  bave  iodited : 
But  neither  darts  nor  arrowE  here, 
Venus  nor  Cupid  shall  appear. 
And  yet  witlitbcsc  fine  sounds  I  swear, 
The  maidens  ore  deliied. 
I  was  ay  telling  you, 

Lucky  Nonay,  lucky  Naniy, 

Auld  springs  wad  ding  the  new, 

But  ye  wad  never  trow  me. 


Nor  snaw  with  crimson  will  I  mix. 
To  ipread  upon  my  lassie's  cheeks  { 
And  syne  th'  uameaninff  name  prefix, 

Miranda,  Cbloe,  Phillis. 
rU  fetch  uae  simile  frac  Jore, 
My  height  of  estaay  to  prove. 
Nor  sighing, — thus — present  my  love 

With  roses  eke  and  )i]ies. 
I  WHS  ay  telling  you,  &c. 

But  stay, — I  had  amust  forgot 
My  mistress  and  my  sang  to  boot. 
And  that's  an  unco'  faut  I  wot : 
But  Nansy,  '^  ooe  matter. 


BONGS  OP  SCOTLAND. 

Ye  see  I  clink  iny  verse  wi'  rhime. 
And  ken  ye,  tbat  atones  (he  crime  ; 
Porby,  bow  ;weet  my  numbers  clilme, 
And  slide  away  like  water  I 
1  wftG  ay  telling  you,  &c. 

Now  ken,  my  reverend  sonsy  fair. 
Thy  runkled  cheeks  andlyart  hair, 
Thy  fanffohui  een  and  liodliDg  air. 

Are  a'  my  passion's  fuel. 
Nae  Rkyring  gowk,  my  dear,  can  see. 
Or  love,  or  grace,  or  heaven  in  Ihee ; 
Yet  thou  hast  charms  anew  for  me, 
Tlien  smile,  and  be  na  cruel. 

Leeze  me  on  thy  snawy  pow, 

Lucky  Nansy,  lucky  Nansy, 
Dryesl  wood  will  eithest  low. 
And,  Nansy,  iae  will  ye  now. 

Troth  I  have  sung  the  sanjt  to  you. 
Which  ne'er  anither  bard  wnd  do  t 
Hear  then  my  charitable  vow. 

Dear  venerable  Nansy, 
But  if  the  warld  my  passion  wrong. 
And  say,  ye  only  live  in  sang. 
Ken  I  despise  a  sland'riag  tongue. 

And  nng  to  please  my  fancy. 
Leeze  me  on  thy,  &c. 


7111.  Dutns  IhouKbt  Ihr  whDl 
e  Ihechomij  bul  Lom  Wood 
a  or  Bunu'  Bdiqnca,  that  h 


a  FniMa,  Uri  pRWidant  of  tbs  Coart  of  8< 


WILLIAM  WAtKlWBHAW, 

Willie  was  a  wttnioD  ms. 

The  blithest  Ind  that  e'er  I  uw{ 
Ar  bridiils  aiill  he  bore  the  brag. 

And  carrj'd  aye  tlie  gree  ana ; 
His  doublet  was  of  Zetland  shag. 

And  wow  !  but  Wiltie  be  was  braw. 
Aad  Bt  his  «tiou)d«r  huufr  b  t^i 

That  pleai'd  the  lassce  besl  of  a'. 
He  was  a  man  without  a  clag, 

H)E  heart  was  frank  \tithout  a  Baw; 
And  aye  whatever  Willie  iaid. 

It  was  still  hadden  as  a  taw. 
His  bouts  they  were  made  of  the  jag. 

When  he  went  to  the  weapon-shaw. 
Upon  llie  green  naiie  durst  him  brag. 

The  liend  a  ane  amang  them  a'. 
And  was  not  Willie  well  worth  gowd? 

He  wan  the  love  of  great  and  sina'  i 
For  after  he  the  bride  bad  kisa'd. 

He  kiss'd  the  Issses  hale-sole  a". 
Soe  merrily  round  the  ring  they  row'd, 

When  by  the  hand  he  led  them  a'. 
And  smack  ou  smack  on  them  beslowd, 

Bj  virtue  of  a  standing  laif. 


V  SCOTLAND. 


And  TV1UD8  Willie  »  g^eM  loon. 

As  Ehyre  a  lick  88  e'er  was  «een  I 
When  he  danc'd  with  the  lasses  round, 

The  bridegrwiiii  speer"'!  where  he  bud  l)een. 
Quoth  Willie,  I've  beea  at  the  ring  j 

With  bobbing,  faith  tny  Hhuiks  are  eair : 
Oae  ca'  your  bride  and  muldens  in, 

For  Willie  he  dow  do  nae  mair. 

Then  rest  ye,  Willie,  I'll  gao  out. 

And  for  a  wee  fill  up-  the  ring. 
But,  shame  light  on  hia  souple  snout. 

He  wanted  Willie's  wanton  diiig. 
Then  straight  he  to  the  bride  did  fare. 

Says,  well's  me  on  your  bonny  face. 
With  bobbing  Willie's  shnnkii  are  star. 

And  I'm  come  out  (a  fill  his  place. 

Bridegroom,  she  says,  you'll  spoil  the  dance, 

And  at  the  ring  you'll  aye  lie  log. 
Unless,  like  Willie,  ye  advances 

O!   Willie  has  a  wantonly; 
For  wi't  he  learns  us  a'  to  steer. 

And  foremost  aye  bears  up  the  ring ; 
We  will  find  nac  sic  dancing  here. 

If  we  want  Willie'ti  wanton  fling. 


[  PrlnlBl  In  the  Tern  Tftblo  MlsioUiiDr.  with  the  lettei*  IV.  W 
.  Tradition  hUKltcn  to  KcerUiD  Willlsm  WBlklnihiiw  of  W. 
uw  In  Rsifreinblr*,  the  bonoor  of  wrttinf  Dili  toy  timinhlt   J 


sovns  OF  scotlakd. 


Born  i(Us— Died  iris. 

Wlicn  Pe^'Ky  '^^  '  "ci^  acquaiDt, 

I  carried  my  noddle  fu'  hie; 
Noe  liotwhite  on  b*  the  gey  plain, 

Nae  ^owdspink  sac  boiinie  as  the. 
I  whistled,  I  pip'd  and  I  saagi 

1  woo'd  but  I  cam'  Due  great  speed  .■ 
Thererore  I  maun  tvander  abroad, 

Aud  lay  my  baaes  for  frae  the  Tweed.l 

To  Peggy  my  lave  I  did  lell ; 

My  tears  did  my  paHsioa  eitpre»B : 
Alas '  for  I  loTod  her  o'er  wecl. 

And  the  women  love  eic  a  man  lesc 
Her  heart  it  was  frozen  and  cauld. 

Her  pride  had  my  ruin  decreed  j 
Therefore  I  maun  wander  aira*. 

And  lay  my  hanea  far  firae  ihe  Tweed.  J 


i 


THE  \'ELLOW  HAIR'D  LADDIE. 

The  yellow  hair'd  laddie  sat  down  on  you  hrae,' 
Criei,  milk  the  ewes,  lassie,  let  nane  o'  them  gae  -, 
And  aye  as  she  milked,  she  merrily  sang. 
The  yellow  hair'd  laddiq  shall  be  my  gudemw. 


■OnOS  OF  SCOTLAND, 

The  H-utber  is  cauld,  and  my  cluthiug  n  thio, 
My  ewes  are  new  clipped,  they  winna  bu^ht  in: 
They  winna  buj^ht  in.  altbo'  1  should  die ; 
O  yellow  bair'd  laddie  come  bught  ihem  for  me. 

The  goodwife  cries  butt  the  house,  Jenny  come  ben, 
The  cheese  ie  to  make  aad  the  butter's  to  kirn, 
Tho'  butter  and  cbeeee  and  a'  should  ganir  sour, 
I'll  cracli  and  I'll  kise  wi'  my  lore  oe  holf-bour. 

The  goodwife  cried  down  the  bouee,  Jenny,  my  doH , 
Thy  half-hour  is  flown,  and  the  ak  ie  to  brew. 
Its  ae  laog  hnir-buur,  and  we'll  een  mak  it  three. 
For  the  yellow  biur'd  laddie  my  gudeman  shall  be. 


[From  the  Tea  Tibli  MUcellui;,  1791.  Thli  » 
conupt  nate,  lai  tbc  mil  1>  well  woittar  or  nnt  n 
Ytllow  Utii'i  LtAiif  vu  ■  hTouitD  with  Runu; 
■pcGVJkHfiil  9ihea  ho  wioU  wortU  lot  Lt.] 


THE  TAILOR. 


The  twior  fell  througb  the  bed,  thimbles  an'  a'. 
The  tailor  fell  through  the  bed,  thimbles  an'  a'; 
The  blankets  were  thin,  and  the  sheets  ihey  were  sr 
The  twlor  fell  through  the  bed,  thimbles  an'  a'. 

The  lassie  was  sleepy  and  thought  on  nae  ill ; 
The  weather  was  cauld  and  tbe  lassie  lay  still ; 
The  ninth  part  of  manhood  may  weel  hae  its  will. 
She  kend  that  a  tailor  could  do  her  nae  Ul. 


BONOfl  or  BCOl'L. 


I   A  liliDk  beyond  midnight,  Itcforu  the  cock  crwr.l 
I  The  tftilor  fell  through  tlie  l>e<l,  thimbles  n 


[  Come  g 


e  my  groat  agun,  ttouny  young 
}  The  sheets  they  are  ems',  and  the  blankets  are  lluQ 
I  The  (lay  it  is  short  and  the  nijjUt  it  U  long, 
]  It's  the  dearest  sUler  that  ever  1  w 

'  The  day  it  is  come,  and  the  night  it  is  gone, 
i  And  the  bonoie  youug  lassie  sits  sighing  aUne. 
Since  men  they  ore  smrce,  it  i?ad  gie  me  nae  pun 
To  lee  the  bit  tailor  come  aliipping  again. 

[Mncta  of  thli  nng  b  nldinil  mucli  ntw,    Bone  of  Bumi'  K 


■Mng: 

are  thin :        J 


THE  ROBIN  CAME  TO  THE  WREN'S  NEST. 

The  robin  came  to  the  wren's  nest. 

And  keebii  io,  and  kecltit  in. 
Now  weels  me  on  thine  auld  pow. 

Wad  ye  be  in,  wad  ye  be  inl 
Ye  shall  never  bide  nithoui. 

And  me  within,  uid  me  within, 
Sae  lang's  I  hoe  an  auld  vlout 

To  rowe  ye  in,  to  rowe  ye  in. 

The  robiu  came  to  the  wren's  ncsi. 
And  gac  a  peep,  and  gite  a  peep — 

Now  weels  me  on  ihee,  cuttie  ipiean, 
.\re  ye  asleep,  arc  ye  ulcep  J 


r 


SONOS  OF  BCOTtAWD, 

'   The  sparrow-hawk  is  in  the  air. 
The  corbie^-raw  ii  on  ihe  sweep; 
Aa'  ye  be  wiae,  ye'U  bide  at  hame. 
And  never  cheep,  and  never  cheep. 

The  robin  enrae  to  the  i-vrcn's  nest. 

And  kcekit  in,  and  kcekit  in — 
1  saw  ye  thick  wi'  wee  Tiun-til. 

Ye  cnitie  quean,  ye  ciittic  quean. 
The  ruddle  feathers  frae  my  breast 

Thy  neat  hae  lined,  thy  nest  hae  lined; 
Now  wha  will  Iteep  yc  frac  the  blasi. 

And  winter  wind,  and  winter  wind  i 


ITS  GUDE  TO  BE  MERRY  AND  WISE. 

It'a  gude  to  be  merry  and  wise. 

It's  gude  Id  be  honest  and  true  ; 
And  afore  ye're  off  wi'  the  auld  love. 

It's  best  to  be  on  wi'  the  new. 

I  daut  wi'  young  Jess  o'  tlic  glen. 
I  woo  wi'  fair  Bess  o'-tbe  brae; 
I  court  wi'  gay  Meg  o'  the  Mill, 
I      And  I  noma  wha  I  will  hae, 

A  man  mayna  marry  but  ane. 

Though  he  may  gang  courting  wi  iwa« 
I've  had  fifteen  loves  in  my  time, 

And  fifteen  more  I  may  hfte. 


MUtOB  OFtOOTURD, 

The  black  are  maist  loving  and  kind. 
The  brown  they  lire  lonRie  and  ciril; 

The  red  thvy  may  do  in  ihe  dark, 
And  the  wUite  tliey  may  go  to  the  deriL 

The  m^ds  of  our  city  are  vain. 

Proud,  peeviab,  and  pale  i'  the  hoe; 

But  the  lass  (rae  the  gmsi  and  the  gowUM 
Is  aweel  aa  a  rose  in  the  dew. 


O,  where  the  streams  sing  in  the  wwmIb, 
And  the  hill  overlooketh  the  ralley, 

O  there  live  the  rawdeuE  for  me. 
As  fair  and  fresh  oa  the  lilv. 


I've  come  to  a  ^gallant  resolve, 
I've  said  it,  and  sung  it,  and  sworn, 

I  shall  woo  by  the  register  book. 
And  begin  wi'  Peg  Purdie  the  morn. 


i 


COMING  THROUGH  THE  RYE. 


Jenny's  a'  wat  poor  losue, 

Jenny's  seldom  dry; 
She's  draggled  a'  her  petticoat. 

Coming  through  the  rye. 
Nae  moon  was  shining  in  the  Un, 

And  ne'er  a  body  uighj 
What  gaur'd  ye  weet  yere  petticoat. 

Coming  through  the  ryei 
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Gin  a  body  meet  a  body 

OominfiC  throuf^h  the  broom  i 
Gin  a  body  kiM  a  body. 

Need  a  body  gloom. 
Yestreen  I  met  a  cannie  lad. 

A  flowery  bank  was  nigh» 
I  lay  a  blink,  and  connted  stars. 

And  what  the  waur  am  I. 

Gin  a  body  meet  a  body 

Coming  through  the  glen. 
Gin  a  body  kiss  a  body. 

Need  the  parish  ken. 
I  loe  a  bonnie  lad  o'er  weel 

To  let  him  wail  and  sigh ; 
A  kiss  is  aye  a  kindlie  thing. 

And  what  the  waur  am  I. 


[Ad  amended  copy  of  an  old  img,  wtth  immmoBble  TtrlatioBt. 
lite  abore  Tertion  U  from  Allan  Canninfham**  Songa  of  Bootland  i— 
•ome  of  the  improTementa  are  by  Bona.] 


MY  LOVER  HAS  LEFT  BfE. 

My  lover  has  left  me. 

Wot  ye  the  cause  why  ? 
He  has  gowd,  he  has  mailens— 

No  mailens  have  I ; 
But  whether  I  win  him. 

Or  wear  him,  or  no, 
I  can  give  a  sigh  for  him. 

And  e'en  let  him  go. 


■ONOS  or  flCOTL4NO. 

His  tlocka  may  all  pcrisli. 

His  gmrd  may  all  flee, 
TticD  hiB  Deiv  lore  tvill  leare  fatal 

Ai  he  has  left  me. 
O,  meeting  is  pleasure, 

And  pikiiing  it  grief; 
But  a  futblesa  lover 

Is  iTorse  than  a  thief. 

A  thief  trill  but  rob  me,  * 

Take  all  tb»t  1  have. 
But  a  fwlhlesE  lover  

Brings  ane  lo  their  gtsM : 
The  ^rave  it  will  rot  me. 

And  l>rin^  me  to  dust — 

May  woman  ne'er  trust  I 


■•  Moiiul  M 


OUR  GUDEMAN  CAME  HAMB  AT  E^KT 

Our  gudeman  came  hame  at  e'en. 

And  Iiamc  came  he. 
And  there  he  saw  a  saddlc-hnrse. 

Where  uae  horse  should  be: 
And  how  came  this  horse  here, 

Hoiv  can  this  he? 
How  came  this  liorse  here 

Without  the  leave  o'  me  i 
A  honel  quo'  she,— aye,  a  horse,  qno'Sj 


S0N08  OF  SCOTLAND.  77 

Ye  auld  blind  dotard  bodie» 

And  blinder  may  ye  be, 
Tls  but  a  bonnie  milk-cow 

My  mither  sent  to  me. 
A  milk  cow !  quo'  he^ — aye,  a  milk  cow,  quo'  she. 
Far  hae  I  ridden. 

And  meikle  hae  I  seen. 
But  a  saddle  on  a  milk-cow 

Saw  I  never  nane. 

Our  ^deman  came  hame  at  e'en. 

And  hame  came  he. 
And  he  spied  a  pair  of  jack-boots 

Where  nae  boots  should  be  : 
What's  this  now,  gudewife. 

What's  this  I  see  ? 
How  came  thae  boots  here 
Without  the  leave  o'  me  ? 
Boots !  quo'  she, — aye,  boots !  quo'  he. 
Ye  auld  blind  dotard  carle. 

And  waur  may  ye  see. 
It's  but  a  pair  o'  water  stoups 
My  minnie  sent  to  me. 
Milking-pails?  quo' he, — aye,  milking^pails !  quo* 
she. 
Far  hae  I  ridden. 

And  muckle  hae  I  seen. 
But  siller  spurs  on  milking-pails 
Saw  I  never  nane. 

Our  gudeman  came  hame  at  e'en. 

And  hame  came  he. 
And  there  he  saw  a  siller  sword 

Where  nae  sword  should  be : 


What's  lU*  Doir.  fwleaniie. 

What* •  thi*  1  KC ! 
O  how  rune  thii  tword  hoe 

Without  the  le«rc  o"  me  I 

A  *wonl  t  quo'  che,>-aT 
Y<  Bu)d  blind  dourd  raiic. 

And  bliader  may  ye  kc, 
li's  but  a  potrid^  apurtle 

My  miiher  Bent  to  me. 
A  ipurtle  1  que'  be.'-Hiye,  ■  spurtle  1  quo'  tbc 
Fir  hae  I  ridden,  loie, 

Aod  meikle  hse  1  Been, 
Dot  eilrer  billed  Bpurtlea 

Saw  I  neter  nine. 

Our  gudemftn  camv  h&ne  ■!  e 

Aod  liame  came  he. 
And  there  he  spied  *  powdered  wig 

Where  noe  wig  tbould  be : 
Whai'e  this  now,  gudewife, 

^^liat'i  this  J  Beef 
How  came  thiH  wig  here 

Without  ibe  leave  o'  me  1 
A  wig!  quo'  alie,— aye,  a  wig!  quo*  h 

Shame  fa'  ycre  cucliold  face. 


And« 
'Ti»n 


r  may  yc  see. 


naething  but  a  clocking-hen 
My  uitbcr  sent  to  me. 
A  clocking-hen !  quo'  he,— aye,  a  dockiiig-hei 


And  mcik]e  hse  I  ei 


I  never  naue. 


I  Our  gudcmao  c&me  bame  at  e'en. 
And  faaine  came  he. 
And  there  be  saw  t,  m^le  cost 

Wbere  nae  coat  should  be ; 
And  bow  cnrae  tbi>  coat  bere. 

How  can  lh[B  be  ? 
O  how  came  this  coat  here 
Without  theleare  o'  tael 
A  coat  I  quo'  «he, — ave,  b  coat !  qao'  he. 
Ye  auld  blind  dotard  bodie. 
And  blinder  maf  ye  lie  ; 
It's  but  a  pair  o'blankets 
My  mither  sent  to  me. 
Blankets !  quo'  he, — aye,  blankets  !  quo'  she. 
Far  hae  1  lidden, 
And  meikle  hae  I  seen ; 
r       But  buttons  upon  blankets 
I  Saw  I  never  nane. 

Ben  gned  our  gudeman, 

And  ben  gaed  he  : 
And  Ibcre  be  spied  a  sturdy  man 

Where  nae  man  should  be. 
How  come  this  man  here  i 

How  can  this  he ! 
How  came  this  man  here 

Without  the  leave  o'  mel 
A  man  !  quo'  she,— ayu,  a  man  !  quo'  lie. 
Ye  silly  blind  bodic. 

And  blinder  may  ye  be; 
It's  but  a  new  milkin  mud 
My  mither  scut  to  me. 
.    A  maid !  quo'  be, — aye,  »  mud  !  quo'  she 


KONOS  or  iCOTt.AKD. 


Fur  hae  1  ridden,  lave, 
Ajid  meiklc  hae  I  seeui 

But  loDg-beartled  mudeos 
Saw  1  never  nunc. 


IProni  MeitI'"  CnDKtlQB.  irra.I 


HOW  CAN  I  BE  BLITHE. 

Mow  can  I  be  blithe  and  gUd, 

Or  in  my  miDd  contented  be. 
When  the  bontiie  lad  u-hnm  I  loVB  bMt 

Ib  bani»h'd  frae  my  coiiipanir  1 
Though  be  be  bauished  for  my  take, 

His  true-bvc  shnll  I  rtill  remun  j 
4)  that  I  was,  and  I  wish  I  wu. 

With  thee,  niy  own  true-love  agtii 

1  dare  but  iviah  for  ihee,  my  loTe, 

Mj  thoughts  I  may  not,  dare  not  g\ 
My  raaideua  wonder  why  I  si^h. 

And  why  the  bloom  dies  on  my  chrt 
If  thoughts  of  thee  be  nin  in  me, 

O,  deep  nui  1  in  shame  and  sin; 
O  rhat  I  was,  and  I  wiah  I  wa«. 

Id  Ihe  lhaniber  where  my  love's  in ! 


I 


DUMBARTON'S  DRUMS. 


Dumbartou'ft  drums  beat  boonie-o. 
For  they  mind  mc  of  my  dear  Johnie-o. 

How  happy  am  I, 

When  my  soldier  is  by, 
Wliili;  be  kiseee  and  blesses  h\t  Aunie-o ! 

'Tis  a  soldier  alone  can  delig'bc  me-o. 
For  bis  graceful  looks  do  invite  me-o : 

Wbile  guarded  in  his  Drms, 

I'll  fear  do  war's  alarms, 
Neilher  daoRer  nor  death  aball  e'er  fright  niu- 

My  love  is  a  handsome  laddie-o, 
Genteel,  but  ne'er  foppish  nor  gaudie-o  : 
Though  commissions  are  dear. 
Yet  I'll  buy  him  one  this  year  j 
For  he  shall  serve  no  longer  a  cadie-o. 

A  soldier  has  honour  and  bravery-o, 
Unaci|uuiDted  with  rogues  and  their  knavery-o 

He  minds  no  other  thing 

But  the  ladica  or  his  king  { 
For  every  other  care  is  but  slavery-o. 

Then  I'll  be  the  captain's  lady-o; 

Farewell  all  my  friends  and  my  daddy-o; 
I'll  wait  no  more  at  home. 
But  I'll  follow  with  the  drum. 

And  whene'er  that  beats,  I'll  be  ready-o, 
vgi,.  ij.  [J 


it  will  hide,  the  flame  waxea  stran^ri  , 
If  ihc's  not  my  bride,  my  days  ore  nae  laag>er : 
Then  111  take  a  heart,  and  iry  at  a  venture. 
Maybe,  ere  we  part,  my  vows  may  c 

'»  fresh  as  the  Spring,  and  sweet  at  Aurora, 
Wlicii  birds  mount  and  sing,  biddln^t  day  Bgood-m 
I  The  swaird  of  the  mead,  cnamell'd  wi'  daiaies, 
)  LouVa  wither'd  and  dead  when  twinn'd  of  her  giwf- 

[  But  if  she  appear  where  verdure  invites  her, 
I  The  fouDtains  run  clear,  and  fiuwers  smell  the  ivctrtc- 
s  heaven  to  be  by  when  her  wit  is  a-flowing, 
Her  unileB  aad  bright  cf a  act  mj  spirits  a^glowijij 


BONOS  OF  8C0TLAMD.  f^'*^ 

The  mair  that  I  $faze,  the  deeper  I'm  wounded. 
Struck  dumb  wi'  amaze,  my  mind  u  confounded ; 
I*m  a' in  a  fire,  dear  maid,  to  careas  ye. 
For  a'  my  desire  is  Hay's  bonnie  lassie. 


[From  the  Tea  T&ble  Mi«ceIUnr.  1734.  It  it  smld  to  be  bj  Ram^jr-l 


THE  LASS  OF  PATIE'S  MILT.. 

ALLAN  RAMSAY. 

Born  iStstf.— Died  17&r. 

The  lass  of  Patie's  mill, 

Sac  bonnie  blithe,  and  gfay, 
In  spite  of  all  my  skill, 

She  stole  my  heart  away. 
When  teddinpf  out  the  hay. 

Bareheaded  on  the  ^reen, 
Love  'middt  her  locks  did  play, 

And  wanton'd  in  her  een. 

Her  arms  white,  round,  and  smooth ; 

Breasts  rising  in  their  dawn ; 
To  age  it  would  give  youth. 

To  press  them  with  his  ban*. 
Through  all  my  spirits  ran 

An  ecstaoy  of  bliss. 
When  I  such  sweetness  fand 

W^rapt  in  a  balmy  kiss. 


aoNOB  or  scoTiuiKD. 

WUhout  the  help  nf  an. 

Like  Bow'rs  which  ftrace  the  wild. 
Her  nvietU  aLc  did  imptn. 

Whene'er  she  spoke  iir  aniU'd ; 
Her  looks  iliey  were  so  mild, 

Free  from  aflected  pride. 
She  me  to  love  beguil'd ; — 

I  n-ish'd  lier  for  my  bride. 

0 !  bad  I  a'  the  wealth 

Hopetoun's  high  mouiiiaint  fill, 
lusur'd  loug  tifi;  uod  health. 

And  pleasure  at  my  will; 
I'd  promise,  and  fulfil. 

That  none  but  boDnic  she. 
The  lass  of  Patie'»  mill. 

Should  Khare  (he  same  with  me. 

[SLtWimuaCiinntDetaun,  o1  RoberUBDil.  InfoTmcd  sunu  t 
■uUioril]-  ol  tlie  Burl  of  Loudap.  that  tciuiuii;  wu  •truck  wll 
appemnce  of  a  branllful  cDun  try  ^rl.  M  ■  pUce  ailed  ftitle'i 
ftcw  N«w^mLllA;  uid  UDdtr  lie  tdBuence  of  htyr  chvma  «bi 


THE  BRAES  OF  BRANKSOMB. 

ALLAN    RAMSAY. 

As  1  eame  in  by  Teviot-side, 
And  by  the  brae«  of  BrnukBome, 

There  first  I  gaiv  my  bonny  hrlde. 
Young,  amiling,  <we«t,  and  baadaoBI 


Her  ikiD  was  gafter  than  the  down, 

Aod  white  as  alabaater ; 
Her  hair  a  tbioinj;  wavy  lirotrn ; 

In  atnughloeas  nanc  surpasg'd  her ; 
Life  glow'd  upOD  her  lip  and  check. 

Her  clear  een  were  surpriting. 
And  be&utiFuU;  turn'd  her  necli. 

Her  little  breasts  just  risiaj;: 
Nae  ailken  boae,  with  g-ooahets  fine. 

Or  sboon  with  glancing  lacea, 
On  her  bare  le;;,  forbade  to  ghine 

Well  shapeu  native  grutei. 
Ac  little  coat,  and  bodice  ivbite. 

Was  sum  of  a'  her  claitbing ; 
Even  thae's  o'er  meikLe ;  tnair  delyte 

She'd  given  cled  wi'  nulliing  • 
She  lean'd  upon  a  flow'ry  brae. 

By  which  a  bumie  trotted ; 
On  her  I  gloivr'd  iny  sou!  away. 

While  on  her  sweets  1  doated. 
A  thouiand  beauties  of  desert 

Before  had  scarce  alarra'd  me. 
Till  this  dear  artless  struck  my  heart. 

And,  but  designing',  charm'd  roc. 
Hurried  by  love,  close  to  my  breast 

I  ^rasp'd  this  fund  of  blisses, 
Who  gmil'd,  and  said,  without  a  priest. 

Sir,  hope  for  nought  but  kisses. 
1  had  Dae  heart  to  do  her  harm. 

And  yet  I  cou'dna  want  her  i 
What  she  demanded,  ilka  charm 

Of  Iter's  pled,  I  shoii'd  grant  her. 


^^H    flr;                     soNCs  or  scotlakd,             ^^^^H 

^^m  Since  heaven  liad  iImIi  Io  me  »  rautb.  ^^^| 
^^m  Struftlit  to  the  kirk  I  Ird  her,  ^^^H 
^^H  There  pllghtmg  her  luy  TEiiih  and  truiil^^^^| 
^^V                      Aiid  a  young  lady  made  her.                ^^^| 

^^H                                              A  LUMP  OF  LAND.         ^^^| 

^^B                                      AI.LAJ4                                          ^^H 

^^H  Gi'e  me  a  lass  with  a  lump  of  lund,  ^^^H 
^H  And  we  for  life  shall  gia,g  ihegither,  ^^H 
^H            Tbough  daft  or  wi^I^,  V\\  never  demand,        ^^H 

^H  I'm  aff  with  wit,  and  beauty  will  fade.  ^^H 
^H  Anit  blood  ttlone  na  worth  a  shilling ;  ^^^H 
^H  But  she  that's  rich,  ber  markel'e  made.  ^^^| 
^H               For  ilka  •^harin  ubout  her  h  kiUms.            ^^H 

^^^  (ii'c  mealabs  with  alumpof  land,  i^^^H 
^^H  And  in  my  boHoro  I'll  hii^  iny  trewiurei  ^^^^| 
^^M  Gin  I  had  ance  her  gear  in  my  hand,  f^^^^ 
^^M  filioiild  love  turn  dowf.  it  will  find  plewu^^^H 
^^^^  Laugrh  oD  wha  likes,  but  ihcre's  my  hand,  J^^^H 
^^^1  I  hate  with  poortith,  thou^^h  bonny,  to  <ne^^^^| 
^^H  Utdess  they  brin^  cash,  or  a  lump  of  land.  J^^^| 
^^H             They'se  never  get  me  to  dance  to  their  fidd^^^H 

I 
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[  There'!  meikle  good  love  in  bands  and  bugs. 

And  liller  and  govvd'a  a  eweet  complexion ; 
But  bciLuty,  and  wit,  aiid  virtue  in  rags. 

Have  tint  the  art  of  gaining  aflectioD : 
Love  tipa  his  arrows  mth  woods  and  parka. 

And  ctwtles,  and  riggs,  and  rauiri  aud  mcadowa. 
And  uaitbing  can  catch  our  modern  sparke. 

But  ?rell-tocher'd  lasies,  or  jointur'tl  widows. 


LOCHABER  NO  MORE. 


ALLAN  HA II KAY. 


Farewell  to  Lochaber,  fareivell  to  my  Jean, 
Where  beartsome  with  thee  I  bare  inony  a  day  been ; 
To  Lochaber  no  more,  to  Locbaber  do  more. 
We'll  maybe  return  to  Lochaber  no  more. 
These  teara  that  1  shed  Ihey  are  a'  for  my  dear. 
And  not  for  the  dangers  attending  on  weir; 
Though  bore  on  rough  seaa  io  a  far  bloody  shore, 
MayVfe  to  return  to  Lochaber  no  more! 

Though  hnrricanea  rise,  end  rise  every  wind. 
No  tempest  can  e<|util  the  storm  in  my  mind  : 
Though  louduaC  of  thunders  on  louder  waves  roar, 
That's  naething  like  leaving  iny  love  on  the  shore. 
To  leave  thee  behiud  me  my  heart  is  sair  puiii'd, 
But  by  ease  that's  inglorious  no  fume  can  be  gain'd  : 
And  beauty  and  love's  the  reward  of  the  brave ; 
'  I  raHua  deierre  it  before  1  can  crave.. 


gfl  noNGfl  or  scnruuiEi, 

'rbeo  glory,  my  Jesny,  iiMun  plcnd  taj  txcme, 
Since  honour  commBudi  me  hnw.  ckb  I  refiue! 
Wiiboiil  it  I  ne'er  can  ha»e  merit  for  tliee ; 
And  losing-  thy  favour  I'd  bctler  not  he. 
I  ^e  Ihea,  roy  lasa,  la  win  honour  uid  (tmf. 
\ni,  it  I  should  rh&nce  to  come  j^lorious  hninc, 
I'll  brin){  b  hc&n  to  thee  with  love  runoinK  o'er. 
And  then  I'll  leave  ihee  imd  Lochftber  an  num. 


MY  PEGGY  IS  A  YOUNG  THING. 


My  Peggy  is  a  youag  thing. 
Just  enter'd  in  her  teens. 
Fair  as  the  day,  and  eweet  as  May, 
Fair  aa  itie  day,  and  always  gay. 
My  Pejrgy  is  a  young  thing-. 

And  I'm  n«l  very  auld. 

Yet  well  I  like  to  meet  her  at 

The  ivauking  of  the  Tauld. 

My  Pcg'gy  speaks  sae  sweetly. 

Whene'er  we  meet  alane, 
I  wish  nae  mair  to  lay  my  care, 
1  wi>h  use  mair  of  a'  that's  rare. 
My  Peggy  speaks  lac  sweetly. 

To  s'  the  lave  I'm  caiild  j 

liut  she  gars  a'  my  apirii-  glow 

At  vauklnff  of  the  faold. 


■■■£ 

"^ 

.     My  Peggy  ainilea  sae  kindly, 
Whene'er  I  whisper  love. 
That  1  look  down  on  a.'  the  loivn, 
That  I  look  down  upon  a  crown. 
My  Pegar  smiles  siic  kindly, 

U  makes  me  biyth  and  bauld, 
Anil  Daethinf!  g^i'ca  me  sic  delichl 
Aa  waukinp  of  the  fauld. 

My  Peg(fy  alnjts  eae  «aflly. 

When  on  my  pipe  1  play  j 
By  a'  the  rest  it  is  conf.-is'd. 
By  n'  the  rest,  that  ahe  siiif*  treat. 
My  Peggy  einga  sae  saftly. 

And  in  her  aaa^a  are  lauld, 
With  innocence  the  wale  of  senee 
At  wauking  of  the  fauld. 

jf^Din  the  QeoUe  Slieptieiil.l 

1 

itE  YOUNG  LAIHD  AND  EDINBURGH  KATY.             ^| 

Now  wat  ye  wha  I  net  yestreen,                         ^^H 
Coming  down  the  street,  my  jo  t                        ^^H 
My  mistress  in  her  tartuu  scrceD,                       ^^H 
^^^       Fu'  bonny,  brow,  and  eweet,  my  jo.                    ^^H 
^^ft       My  dear,  quoth  I,  thanks  to  the  night,               ^^H 
^H      That  never  winh'd  a  lover  ill,                               ^^M 
^^H      Since  ye're  ont  of  your  mtlher'B  sight,                ^^H 
^^B      Let's  take  a  wauk  up  to  the  hill.                            ^^H 

or  RCOTI.AXD. 


U  Kttly,  wiUu*  gtMg  wi'  me. 
And  leoTc  the  ilinsome  towm  a  wMIt? 
Tip  bluHSom's  sprouting  fr»e  the  iroe. 
And  a*  tbe  simmer'i  gaun  to  smile : 
The  umvis,  nightiDgsle,  and  lark. 
The  bleating  lunbg,  and  irhistling  hind. 
In  ilka  dale,  green,  sbaiv,  and  park, 
Will  iiourieh  hciUth,  and  glad  ye'r  mind. 

Soun  as  the  elear  goodman  of  day 
Bends  hia  mornin);-draughi  of  dew. 
We'll  gae  tu  eoiue  burn-side  and  plar. 
And  gather  flow'rs  to  husk  ye'r  browj 
We'll  pou  ihe  daisies  on  the  greeo. 
The  lucken  gowana  fme  llie  hog: 
Between  hands  now  and  then  we'll  lean, 
And  sport  upuo  the  velvet  fug. 

There's  up  into  a  pleabanl  glen, 
A  wee  piece  frae  my  father's  tovr'r, 
A  canny,  saft.  and  iloiv'ry  den. 
Which  cireling  birks  hnre  forro'd  k  bo\v*r 
Whene'er  the  nun  grows  high  and  wmnii, 
We'll  to  the  cauler  shade  reinore. 
There  trill  I  lock  thee  iu  wine  arm. 
And  love  and  kiss,  and  kiss  and  love. 


tUNOa  OF  BCOTLAND, 


BESSY  BELL  AND  MARY  GRAY. 


O  Bes^y  Bell  and  Mary  Gray, 

They  are  Iwa  hoDoy  la»siFH, 
Tliey  biRg'd  a  bower  on  yon  burn-brae. 

And  theek'd  it  o'er  wi'  nuXtet. 
Fair  Betsy  Bel!  I  loo'd  yestreen. 

And  thouKbt  I  ne'er  could  alter  j 
Bui  Mary  Gray's  twa  pawky  een, 

Tbey  gar  my  fancy  falter. 

Now  Bessy's  hair's  like  a  lint-tap; 

She  amiles  like  a  May  inoruing', 
Whvn  Phinbus  starts  frac  Thetis'  lap, 

'llie  bills  with  rays  adonung; 
White  is  her  neck,  laft  b  her  hand, 

Hur  woitt  aud  feet's  fu*  geniy ) 
With  ilka  gciu:e  she  can  t'omraoud  j 

Her  lips,  U  wow !  they're  duaty. 

And  Mary't  locks  are  like  a  craw. 

Her  een  like  diomonils'  gUiices ; 
She's  aye  soe  clean,  reJd  up,  and  braw, 

aiit  kills  whene'er  slie  dances: 
Ulyth  as  a  kid,  with  nit  at  will. 

She  blooming,  tight,  uud  tall  isi 
And  guides  her  airs  sae  gracefu'  still, 

OJove,  she's  like  thy  rallus. 


SONGS  or  acOTLjutp, 


DsAT  B«uy  Bell  and  Alarr  Gntf, 

Ye  UDco  sair  oppress  us  ; 
Oiir  fuQci«s  je«  Uctweei)  you  tw». 

Ye  are  sic  liouny  ln«»ci : 
Wac't  ine  I  for  bailli  I  eauna  get, 

Tn  MIC  by  law  we're  slentcd  ; 
Then  I'll  draw  cuts,  and  lake  mjr  Ailc, 

And  be  iviih  Hue  coDicat«d. 


GIN  \T£.  MEET  A  BONNIE  LASSIE. 


Gin  ye  meet  a  boDnie  lassie, 

Oi'e  ber  a  kisa  and  let  her  gae ; 
Bui  if  ye  meet  a  ilorty  hizzle, 

Fy  gar  rub  her  e'er  wi'  slrae. 
Be  sure  ye  ditina  a^uat  Ihe  t^rip 

Of  ilkajoy  whem  ye  are  yiURg, 
Bcfnre  auld  age  your  vitals  nip, 

Apd  lay  you  iwafald  o'er  a  ning. 
Sweet  youib'E  a  blythe  and  heartaome  tin 

1'hen,  lads  and  lasses,  wlule  'tn  Mfty 
Gap  pu'  the  guwan  in  its  prime. 

Before  it  wither  and  decay. 
Wuich  the  saft  minulee  of  delyte, 

When  Jenny  speakG  benouth  her  breath. 
And  kisses,  laying'  a'  the  wytc 

Od  you,  if  she  kepp  ony  abalth. 
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Haith  ye're  ill-bred,  she'll  smiling  say, 

Ye'll  worry  me,  ye  jfrcedy  rook ! 
SyDe  frae  your  arms  she'll  rin  away. 

And  hide  hersel'  in  some  dark  nook. 
Her  laugh  will  lead  you  to  the  place 

Where  lies  the  happiness  ye  want. 
And  plainly  tell  you  to  your  face. 

Nineteen  nae-says  are  half  a  grant. 

Now  to  her  heaving  bosom  cling. 

And  sweetly  toolie  for  a  kiss : 
Frae  her  fair  finger  whup  a  ring 

As  taiken  of  a  future  bliss. 
These  bennisons,  Pm  very  sure. 

Are  a'  o'  heaven's  indulgent  gnnt 
Then  surly  carles  whisht,  forbear 

To  plague  us  wi'  your  whining  cant. 


[From  the  Tea  Table  Miscellanf ,  17S4.  It  U  In  parti  a  rtrj  elegant 
and  Tery  happy  imitation  of  the  ninth  ode  of  the  Ihnt  book  of  Horace. 
Lord  Woodhooselee  has  called  it  one  of  the  happiett  efltett  of  Ram- 
Mf  *■  grcnioB.] 


THE  COLLIER'S  BONNY  LASSIE. 
ALLAN  RAMSAY. 

The  collier  has  a  daughter. 
And  O  she's  wondrous  bonny ; 

A  laird  he  was  that  sought  her. 
Rich  baith  in  lands  and  money : 


E 


The  tutors  tfatcli'il  the  mottoo 
Uf  ihia  youn^  tiunest  lover; 

But  lore  is  like  the  occBti — 
Wha  can  ita  ilepth  disi^overl 

Iff  bail  the  art  to  please  je. 

AaH  vrua  by  s*  respected  t 
Hi»  uire  »at  rotinil  hiia  easy, 

GenlL'cl  but  uaatTecIed. 
The  collier's  boauie  lassie. 

Fair  u  the  ncw-blowo  lily. 
Aye  Bweet,  and  never  sauey, 

Secur'd  the  heart  of  Willie. 

He  lov'd  beyond  expreasias 

The  ebarms  tUut  were  ntrnit  '"*'» 
And  panted  for  posaesaion  j 

His  life  was  dull  without  her. 
After  mature  resolving, 

Close  to  his  hreait  he  helJhef ' 
In  safte?t  flames  ilissolving. 

He  tenderly  thus  tell'd  hw : 

My  honnle  collier's  dangtiltf. 

Let  nnclliiuft  di  a  com  pose  it, 
Tis  no  your  scanty  tocher 

Shall  ever  gar  me  lose  ye ; 
For  1  have  gtar  tn  plenty. 

And  luve  says,  'tis  my  duty 
To  ware  what  heaven  has  lent  uie> 

Upon  your  wit  and  beauty. 

[From  the  Tt=TmbltMHMll»jif.  17W— Iboy  MS  mod 
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BONNIE   CHIRSTY. 


ALLAN  RAMSAY. 

How  sweetly  smells  the  simmer  green  1 

Sweet  taste  the  peach  and  cherry : 
Painting  and  order  please  our  e'en. 

And  claret  makes  us  merry : 
But  finest  colours,  fruits  and  flowers^ 

And  wine,  though  I  be  thirsty. 
Lose  a'  their  charms,  and  weaker  powers, 

Compar'd  with  those  of  Chirsty. 

When  wandering  o*er  the  flowery  park. 

No  natural  beauty  wanting. 
How  lightsome  'tis  to  hear  the  lark. 

And  birds  in  concert  chanting ! 
But  if  my  Chirsty  tunes  her  voice, 

I'm  rapt  in  admiration ; 
My  thoughts  with  ecstasies  rejoice, 

And  drap  the  hale  creation. 

Whene'er  she  smiles  a  kindly  glance, 

I  take  the  happy  omen. 
And  aften  mint  to  make  advance. 

Hoping  she'll  prove  a  woman ; 
But  dubious  of  my  ain  desert. 

My  sentiments  I  smother ; 
With  secret  sighs  I  vex  my  heart. 

For  fear  she  love  another 


iONCB  OF  SGOTJ^XDb 

Thus  tang  Mate  Edie  by  a  barn. 

His  Chirtty  ilid  o'crhcnr  liiin  j 
She  dou^UluB  let  her  later  moora, 

Bui  ere  he  wist  drew  near  him. 
She  spake  her  favour  liy  a  luok. 

Which  left  naa  room  lii  doubt  her : 
He  wisely  this  white  miniile  took, 

Aud  flitng'  hie  arms  about  her. 

My  Chirstyt — witness,  boDiue  Mream, 

Sic  joy  frae  tears  uiaiog ! 
I  wish  this  mny  iia  be  a  dr«&m 

0  love  the  most  surprising  '. 
Time  was  too  precious  now  for  tauk  j 

This  point  of  a'  his  wishes 
He  wadna  wi'  m  gpecchea  bauk, 

Bui  ivared  it  a'  on  kisses. 

unuir  Hinuneiiciii  tbc  Tea  lUdt  WkcUuijf  wKb  Utl 


C0RN-R1C3GS  ARE  BONNY. 
ALLAS  KAMSAV. 

My  Piilie  Is  a  lover  gay. 

HJB  mind  is  aerer  muddy. 
His  breath  is  sweeler  than  new  hay. 

His  face  is  f&ir  and  ruddy. 
His  shape  is  handsome,  middle  tize; 

He's  stalely  in  his  walking ; 
The  ehining  of  his  eca  surprise ; 

lis  heaven  to  hear  him  talking. 
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Last  night  I  met  him  on  a  bawk. 

Where  yellow  corn  was  growing ; 
There  mony  a  kindly  word  he  spake. 

That  set  my  heart  a-glowing. 
He  kiss'd,  and  ▼ow'd  he  wad  be  mine. 

And  loo*d  me  best  of  ony ; 
That  gars  me  like  to  sing  sinsyne, 

O  com-riggs  are  bonny ! 

Let  maidens  of  a  silly  mind 

Refuse  what  maist  they're  wanting, 
Since  we  for  yielding  are  design'd. 

We  chastely  should  be  granting ; 
Then  I'll  comply,  and  marry  Pate, 

And  syne  my  cockemony 
He's  free  to  touzlc  air  or  late 

Where  com-riggs  are  bonny. 


[PromThe  Gentle  Shepherd.  ''This  it  a  ▼eryonequl  loiif  .*'  Barns 
note  to  Georfe  Thomaon.  "  *  Hit  mind  it  nerer  moddf '  it  a  muddy 
ezprestion  indeed.*'] 


NOW  PHCEBUS  ADVANCES  ON  HIGH. 
ALLAN  RAMSAT. 

Now  Phoebus  advances  on  high, 
Nae  footsteps  of  winter  are  seen. 

The  birds  carol  sweet  in  the  sky. 
And  lambkins  dance  reels  on  the  green. 

VOL.  II.  B 


S«l>ll>  «r  •OQT1.A1IB. 

Tbruugh  plantings,  and  bumiea  mm  cleu^  J 
Wc  wnnilcr  for  pleofure  and  liealth, 

Where  b'lildiuga  and  blossotat  ap|>ear, 
Wilh  prospci-tB  of  joy  udcI  gf  wcalll). 

Oi)  rieir  Che  gaj  scenes  all  arouad. 

That  arc,  and  that  proniiae  to  be  j 
Yet  in  theni  a'  noethiog  is  fouod 

Sae  perfett.  EHia.  as  thee. 
Thy  eeu  the  clear  fountains  excelt 

Thy  locks  they  outrival  the  grote; 
When  zephyrs  thus  pleasingly  swell. 

Ilk  ware  inuke«  a  captire  to  lorc- 

The  roscE  and  I'Jies  combin'd. 

And  flowers  of  mai&l  delicate  liuv, 
By  thy  cheek  and  dear  breaats  ai 

Their  tinctures  are  uae thing  sac  true. 
What  can  wc  compare  with  thy  voiee. 

And  uhat  wilh  thy  humour  sae  iwcet? 
Nae  muiic  can  bless  with  ak  joys; 

Sure  angels  are  just  iae  complete. 

Fair  blossom  of  ilka  delight. 

Whose  beauties  ten  thousand  outah 
Thy  sweet  shall  be  lasting  and  brij^t. 

Being  naix'd  with  sae  many  divine. 
Ye  powers,  who  have  given  aic  chamu 

To  Eliza,  yuur  image  below, 
O  save  her  frai:  «11  human  karms ! 

And  wuke  her  hourv  happily  flo\ 
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AT   SETTING   DAY. 


ALLAN  RAUSAf 

At  setting  day  and  risinfif  morn. 

With  soul  that  still  shall  lo?e  thee, 
rU  ask  of  heaven  thy  safe  retain. 

With  all  that  can  improve  thee. 
rU  visit  oft  the  birken  bush. 

Where  first  thou  kindly  told  me 
Sweet  tales  of  love,  and  hid  my  blush, 

Whilst  round  thou  didst  infold  mc. 

To  all  our  haunts  I  will  repair. 

By  greenwood  shaw  or  fountain  ; 
Or  where  the  summer-day  I'd  share 

With  thee  upon  yon  mountain. 
There  will  I  tell  the  trees  and  flowers, 

From  thoughts  unfeign'd  and  tender. 
By  vows  you're  mine,  by  love  is  yours 

A  heart  which  cannot  wander. 


[From  the  Gentle  Shepherd.] 


I  OF  MOTt^VP. 


TO    rOETUNE. 

JAMXa  TD0M80M. 
Bora  I7W— Dial  I7u. 

For  ever,  Fonnne,  wilt  thau  prore 
Aa  uorelentiuj;  foe  to  lore, 

et  a  mutual  bean, 
,  and  bid  us  pan. 


Bid  u8  ligh  on  from  day  to  day, 

And  wish,  and  wish  th«  bouI  vmy  i 

Till  yuulh  atid  geiiial  yean  nn  Bows, 

Aa«I  all  Ilie  love  of  I'lfe  U  gone ! 

But  bu8y,  busy  still  art  thou. 

To  bind  the  loveless  joyless  tow, 

The  heart  from  pleasure  10  delude. 

And  Join  the  gentle  to  tlie  rade. 

For  pomp  and  noise,  and  tenttleu  sho*, 

To  malce  iia  Nature's  joys  forego. 

Beneath  a  guy  dominion  groDU, 

And  put  the  golden  feller  on ! 

For  unee,  O  Fortune,  hear  my  pntyer. 

And  1  abeulvc  thy  future  care  j 

All  other  blessings  1  resiirn. 

Make  lint  the  dear  Auanda  mine. 


I 
I 


r,   Fortuao  "ill  0 
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TO  AMANDA. 


JAMES  THOMSON. 


Unless  with  my  Amanda  bless'd. 
In  vain  I  twine  the  woodbine  bower ; 

Unless  to  deck  her  sweeter  breast. 
In  ?ain  I  rear  the  breathing  flower. 

Awakened  by  the  genial  year. 
In  vain  the  birds  around  me  sing ; 

In  vain  the  freshening  fields  appear . 
Without  my  love  there  is  no  spring. 


TO  AMANDA. 
JAMES  THOMSON. 

Come,  dear  Amanda,  quit  the  town. 

And  to  the  rural  hamlets  fly ; 
Behold  !  the  Mrintry  storms  are  gone ; 

A  gentle  radiance  glads  the  sky. 

The  birds  awake,  the  flowers  appear. 
Earth  spreads  a  verdant  couch  for  thee ; 

Tis  joy  and  music  all  we  hear, 
'Tis  love  and  beauty  all  we  see. 


^H                Couie  let  as  nmrk  the  gradual  spnng,     ^^M 
^H                    Hciw  peeps  the  bud.  the  blowom  bloOT,^^ 
^H                  Till  Philuiuel  befcius  in  sing. 
^H                    And  perfect  May  to  Bwell  the  rosr. 

^^ft                 E'ea  so  thy  rhing  churms  improre, 
^H                     A«  life'*  M-ann  eeagon  grows  more  bright; 
^H               And  openmg  to  the  sighs  of  love. 
^B                  Thy  beauties  glon^  mib  fuU  delight. 

^^H         LTlil>  KOK  «M  am  prlDtcil  In  il.c  Aldios  EdiHoo  ol  Tlmm'' 
^^H    Tmdii,   1  *ol.  IBM.    WiUliLin  Hearj,  the  prMtot  Lonl  Ljtli"»™ 

^^B                                  COME   GENTLE   GOD. 
^^B                                        JAMES  THOMSON. 

^^B              Come,  gentle  god  of  soft  desire, 
^^1                    Come  and  puHSCSS  my  happy  breul, 
^^1                Not  fiiry-like  in  flames  and  lire, 
^^B                  Or  franlic  folly's  wildaess  dreat) 

^^1              Bui  come  in  friendship's  angel-giiitet 
^H                  Yet  dearer  thou  than  friendship  ail, 
^B                More  tender-spirit  in  thy  eyea, 
^H                      More  sweet  emotions  at  thy  hedrt. 

^M               0  tome  with  goodnees  in  thy  ti^, 
^H                   With  peace  and  plensure  Toid  of  itoTm, 
^H                Aud  would'sithuuineforevcrgun. 
^^ft                   Put  on  Amanda'a  wiiimng  furn. 

■oicas  or  bcotlahd. 


THE   LOVER'S    FATE, 


d  it  ihe  fale  of  him  who  loves, 
_      Yet  darea  not  tell  Lis  trembling  pain, 
But  to  the  sympatlietic  groves. 
But  tn  the  lonely  listeaing  plain. 

Oh  I  when  she  blesses  next  your  shade. 

Oh  1  when  her  footstepB  nexl  are  seen 
[n  fluivery  tracts  along  the  mead. 
In  freaW  mazes  o'er  the  ffreen  j 

Ye  gentle  spirits  of  the  vale. 
To  whom  the  tears  uf  lore  arc  dear, 

FVom  dying  lilies  waft  a  gale. 
And  sigh  my  soitowe  in  her  ear. 

Oh  !  tell  her  what  she  caiinot  blame, 
Tho'  fear  my  tongue  must  ever  bind  { 

Oh,  tell  her  that  my  vinuatis  flame 
la,  as  her  spotless  soul,  rcQned. 

Not  her  own  guardian-angel  eyes 
With  chaster  tenderness  his  core, 

purer  her  own  wishes  rise. 
Not  holier  her  own  thoughts  in  prayer. 

But  if,  at  first,  her  virgin  fear 
Should  start  at  love's  snspeeted  name. 

With  that  of  friendship  soothe  her  ear- 
True  love  and  fdeudahip  are  the  same. 


r 
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JAMES  TB0II80M. 


Expreasive  epeak  ihc  mind  I  lovej 
The  (gentle  &z\itk  of  llie  skies. 
The  pensive  shailuwB  of  the  grove  ; 

O  mix  their  beauteous  beami  with  mine. 
And  )el  us  iotercfaange  our  hearts  ( 

Let  ail  iheir  sweetness  ou  me  shioe, 
Pour'd  thro'  my  soul  be  all  their  duls. 

Ah '.  'lis  too  mucb  1  I  cannot  bear 
At  ODce  so  soft  so  keen  a  ray ; 

lu  pity  then,  my  lovely  fair, 
O  lum  thoac  killing  eyes  away 

But  what  avails  it  to  conceal 

One  charm,  where  nouj^ht  but  charms  1 
Their  lustre  then  agwa  reveal. 

And  let  me,  Myru,  die  of  thee 


CONTENTMENT. 


If  thou,  who  live  in  sliepherd'i  bower. 
Press  not  ihe  rirh  and  stately  tiedj 

The  uew-mowu  hay  and  breathing  flower 
A  softer  couch  beneath  them  spread. 


SONOB  O 


|i  If  thoie,  who  Btt  at  theplierd's  board, 
l^oothe  not  Ibeir  lo&tc  bf  wanton  utt 

iThey  take  what  Nature's  gift  afford. 
And  take  it  with  a  cheerful  heart. 

If  thoie  who  drain  the  shepherd's  bowl. 

No  hif^h  and  sparkling  wines  can  boost. 

With  wholesome  cups  I  hey  cheer  the  soul, 

^^       And  crown  ihem  with  the  village  lout. 

^^K  If  those  who  join  in  ibepbcrd's  aport, 
^^B      Gay  dancing  on  the  daisied  ground, 
^^K  Have  not  the  splendour  of  a  court ; 
^^M      Yet  love  adorns  the  merry  round. 

I         '" 

^^Wien  Britain  first,  at  Hciit«u's  L-oaimand, 

Arose  from  out  the  azure  m^n, 

This  was  the  charter  of  her  land. 

And  guardian  angels  sung  this  strain  : 
Rule.  Britannia,  rule  the  waves, 
Britons  never  will  be  slaves." 


Bbe 


s,  not  so  bleiia'd  as  thee, 
their  turns,  to  tyrants  fall  i 
While  ihou  shalc  flourish  great  and  free. 
The  dread  and  envy  of  thvin  all. 


6  SONGS  or  SCOTLAtfB. 

Siill  more  majfstic  «Ldt  tUou  ri*e. 

More  dreadful  frnni  cnrh  fartign  tti6kt; 
An  the  loud  blut  that  tMrs  llie  fikin*. 

Serves  hut  lu  root  Ui;  tiatire  okIe. 
Tlieae  huughly  lynints  uc'ur  {lull  Iwbc  : 

All  their  niiempu  to  bend  ihce  dona 
Will  but  arouse  thy  j^nerous  fliunei 

But  work  their  vroe  and  thy  renown. 
To  thee  belong  the  rural  reign ; 

Thy  cities  shall  with  commerce  sUne  ( 
All  thine  shall  be  the  subject  miun : 

And  every  shore  it  circles  tlitne. 
The  Muses,  still  with  freedom  found. 

Shall  to  thy  happy  coast  repair: 
BlcKi  iele  1  with  matchless  beuuty  crown'd. 

And  manly  heart»  to  guard  the  fair: 
'  Rule,  Britannia,  rule  the  wavet , 
Britons  never  will  be  blares  1' 


11  be  Ow  poliUol  brum  al 


WHEN  SUMMER  COMES. 


eiLLiAM  crawfohd. 


Sing  their  successful  Iowm  ; 
Around  the  ewes  and  lambkina  feed, 
And  music  filli  the  grovei. 


It  my  loved  tang  it  then  the  broom 
So  fair  on  Conden-knuwes t 

u  soft  n  bloom 
Elsewhere  there  ncFer  prow*. 

There  Colin  tnned  his  oaten  reed. 
And  won  my  jieldmg  heart  j 

No  aUepherd  e'er  that  dwell  on  Tweed 
Could  play  with  half  such  art. 

Btle  sung  of  Tny,  of  Forth  and  Clyde, 

B    The  hills  nod  doles  all  round, 
^BOf  Lender  han|;hs,  and  Lcuder  aide— 
H     Oh '.  bow  I  btess'd  the  sound. 

I 


e  dcligbtfiil  i«  the  broom 
So  fair  on  Cowden-knowes ; 

o  fresh,  HO  bright  a  bloom 
Elsewhere  there  never  grows. 


]ra«s,  so  ^recu  and  gay. 
May  with  this  broom  compare  j 
Not  Yarrow  banks  in  flow'ry  May, 
Nor  the  bush  aboou  Tr»qiiair. 

More  pleasing  far  are  Cuwrden-knowes, 

My  peai'eful  bappy  home, 
N>'here  I  was  wont  to  milk  my  ewes. 

At  e'en,  amang  the  broom. 

Ye  powers  that  haunt  the  woods  and  plains 

Where  Tweed  or  Tiviol  floNvs. 
Convey  me  to  the  best  of  «wains. 

And  my  toved  Cowdeu-linowes. 


tt  («Ih«  from  a  letter  of  Haml! 
9  hln.    Buroi  mi  told  Uwt  b' 


DOWN  THE  BURN,  DAVIE. 


WILLIAU  OKAWrOBD. 

When  trees  did  kud,  and  fields  were  grw 

Aad  broom  bloam'd  fair  (u  tee  i 
When  Mftry  iviu  complete  firteen. 

And  love  laugfa'd  in  her  eye ; 
BIyth  D&vie's  blinks  her  heart  did  move 

To  speak  her  naind  ibu9  free. 
Gang  down  the  tturn,  Da<ie,  love, 

And  I  will  follow  thee. 

Now  Davie  did  each  lad  surpass. 
That  dwelt  on  Ihii  burn-side. 

And  Mary  was  the  bonniest  laaa,  , 

Just  meet  to  lie  a  bride : 


^^^^^^^^^H             111] 

^...„„             .» 

Her  clieekt  were  rosy,  red,  and  white, 
Hor  Ben  were  bonny  bluci 

Her  looks  were  like  Aurora  bright. 
Her  lips  like  dropping  dew, 

Ai  down  the  burn  tbey  took  their  way. 

What  tender  tnlei  they  twd ! 
Hie  i-heek  to  hers  ho  nfi  did  Uj, 

And  with  her  boiom  phy'd; 
■nil  baith  at  length  impatient  grown 

To  be  mair  fully  blest, 
lu  yonder  calc  they  lean'd  them  down  ;-- 

Love  only  saw  the  rest. 

What  pasB'd,  I  gue»B,  waa  harmlegs  play. 

And  naething  sure  unmeet; 
For,  ganging  hame.  1  heard  them  ny,                     ^^ 

They  lik'd  a  walk  sae  Bw«et ;                                 ^H 
And  that  they  tiften  shou'i  return                               ^H 

Sic  pleasure  to  renew.                                            ^H 
Quoth  Mary,  love,  1  like  the  bum,                            ^H 

And  ay  shall  follow  you.                                          ^H 

d  to  iilQiinlih  tbc  wirmih  of  thit  tcndtt  toag.)                                      ^^M 

TIIF  BUSH  ABOON  TRAQUAIR.                          ^H 

WILLIAM  CRAWfORU.                                               ^^M 

Hear  me,  ye  nymphs,  and  every  awftin,  ^H 
I'll  tell  how  Peggy  grieves  me;                                 ^H 

Tbo'  thus  I  languish,  thu«  eumplain,  ^H 
Alas  I  she  ne'er  believes  me.                                ^^M 

soHca  or  sooTi^xiit 


My  Toira  «ni)  sig-hs,  like  silent  mt, 

Unheeded  iicrcr  move  her; 
Al  tbc  bonoy  bush  abuon  Tnufiudr, 

Twos  Ibere  1  first  Uid  lore  tier. 

That  day  Kbc  amilcd,  uiil  made  me  ^l>d, 

No  aiwd  seein'd  ever  kinder  j 
I  thimght  myself  the  luckiest  l&d, 

So  sweetly  tbere  to  find  her. 
I  tried  ID  luullie  my  tunuruus  flame 

In  word*  thnl  t  thought  lender; 
If  more  there  piufi'd,  I'm  Dol  to  Illume 

1  meant  nut  to  offend  her. 

Yet  now  she  ecomfu]  flees  the  plain, 

The  fields  we  then  rrcquctilcd ; 
If  e'er  we  meet,  she  shows  disdain. 

She  looks  us  ne'er  acquuiuted. 
The  bonnv  bush,  bloom'd  fair  in  M*y, 

Its  sweets  I'll  aye  remember; 
But  now  her  fruwDs  nake  it  deny, 

It  fades  QE  in  Dcecniber. 

Ye  rural  powers,  who  liear  niy  strwu'. 

Why  thus  should  Peggy  grieve  loe' 
Oh  \  make  her  partner  in  my  pains, 

Then  let  her  smileB  relieve  me. 
If  not,  my  love  will  turn  despdr. 

My  passion  no  more  lender, 
I'll  leave  the  bush  aboon  Traquur, 

To  lonely  wilds  I'll  wander. 


I 


TWEEDSIDE. 


Wlittt  bcauliefl  does  Flora  diselo«el 
How  aweet  tire  her  smiles  upon  Tweed  I 

Yet  Mary'a,  aiill  sweeter  than  those. 
Both  nnCurG  and  faacy  exceed. 

Nor  duay.  Dor  aweet-hlusbiog  lOK, 
Not  all  the  gay  floivers  of  the  field, 

Not  Tweed  gliding  gently  through  thoGe, 
I       Such  beauty  and  pleasure  doe«  yield. 

F  The  wmrblere  are  Ueard  in  the  grove, 
r      The  linnet,  the  lark,  und  the  tbruib. 
The  blatkliird,  and  eweet-cooing  dove. 

With  music  enchant  ev'ry  bush. 
Come,  let  us  go  forth  to  the  mead, 

I,el  UB  see  Uow  the  primroses  spring  ; 
We'U  lodge  in  some  village  oa  Tweed, 
And  love  while  the  fcathur'd  folks  Bins. 

How  docs  ray  love  pass  the  long  day  i 
Does  Mary  not  lend  a  few  sheep ! 

Do  they  uever  CHrelesaly  stray. 
While  huppiljr  she  lies  aaliup ' 


«ONG8  OP  BOOT  LAND. 

Tweed'i  mnnnnrB  ibouM  lull  ber  to  m)|j 
Kind  nature  indulffinx  my  bliu. 

To  relieve  the  soft  puna  of  my  brawt, 
I'd  ileal  an  ambrosi&I  kht. 

Tis  ebe  does  tbe  lir^oi  excel. 

No  be&uty  with  her  may  ronip«re  i 
Love's  graces  around  her  do  dwell  t 

She's  fairest  where  thausuids  are  fur. 
Say,  channer,  where  do  thy  flocks  siray. 

Oh !  tell  ine  at  noon  where  they  feed ; 
Shall  I  seek  them  on  amooih-nindiDg  Tay 

Or  the  plcasanter  banks  of  the  Tireed.     ' 


rrom  tbi  Tw  Tililc  MUcdlaar.  I7M J 


..  H.  AT  A  CONCERT, 


Look  where  my  itear  Hamilla  tmilea, 

Homillat  heoTenly  charmer ; 
See  how  witli  hU  their  arts  and  wOet 

The  Loves  and  Graces  arm  her. 
A  blush  dwcllii  glowing  on  her  cbeelci, 

Fair  Beats  of  youthful  pleasures; 
There  love  in  smilinj^  language  speaks. 

There  spreads  bii  rosy  ti 


I 

[Tblilitl 

I 


RONCB  OP  SCOTLAND. 

O  fairest  mud,  I  dhu  th^  poVr, 

I  gaze,  I  iigh,  and  languinb. 
Yet  erer,  erer  will  itdorc,. 

And  triiunph  in  my  angoiab. 
But  ease,  O  charmer,  ease  my  care. 

And  let  mf  torments  muve  thee  ; 
As  thou  art  Mrest  of  the  fair. 

So  I  the  dearest  love  thee. 


HDE  which  Cnvfon]  wiDtn  (or  lb 


SWEET  SUSAN. 


WILLUU  CBAWrOBD. 


The  mom  waa  fair,  saft  was  the  air. 

All  nature's  sweets  were  springing; 
The  buds  did  bow  with  eilver  dew. 

Tea  thouaaud  birds  were  singing ; 
VHieD  OQ  the  bent,  with  blithe  content. 

Young  Jaoiie  sang  his  niarrow, 
Nac  bonnier  lass  e'er  trod  the  grais, 

On  Leadef'haughs  and  Yarrow. 

How  sweet  her  face,  where  e?'ry  grace 
In  heavenly  beauty's  planted  j 

Her  smiling  een,  and  comely  mien 
That  nae  perfection  wanted. 


RONflS   OP  SCOTCAXD. 

)"U  never  fret,  nur  liaii  iny  fate. 
But  blese  m}'  bonny  morrow  j 

If  her  dear  smile  my  doubis  beguile. 
My  mind  shall  keu  nite  sorrow. 

Tct  though  she's  fair,  and  has  full  slkarc 

Of  every  eharm  enchanting'. 
Each  good  lurni  ill,  and  eouu  will  km 

Poor  soe,  if  love  be  WDQling. 
O  bonny  lass !  have  but  the  gnct 

To  think,  e'er  ye  Rue  furder. 
Your  joys  maun  flii,  if  ye  commit 

The  crying  un  of  murder. 

My  wnnd'rin^  ffhnial  will  ne'er  get  real, 

And  night  and  day  affright  ye; 
But  if  ye're  kind,  with  joyful  mind 

I'll  stmiy  to  delight  ye. 
Our  yeari  orouud  with  love  ihu«  crown'd. 

From  oil  things  joys  hIioII  borrow  ; 
Thus  none  shall  he  more  bless'd  ihtui  we 

On  licadcr-hftughs  and  Yarrow. 

O  sweetest  .Sue    'tis  nniy  you 

Can  moke  life  worth  my  wishes. 
If  e(|ual  love  your  mind  can  move 

To  grant  this  beat  of  blisses. 
Thou  art  loy  sun,  und  thy  least  rranm 

Would  blast  mc  in  tht  blossom  i 
But  if  thou  ebioe,  and  make  me  thine 

I'll  flourish  in  thy  bosom. 


MV  DEARIE  IF  THOU  DIE. 


Lovu  ucvcr  more  ^hall  gUe  mc  pain, 

My  lancy'B  fixed  on  thee. 
Nor  ever  miud  my  bean  shajl  gain. 

My  Peggy,  if  thou  die. 
Tliy  beauty  dotb  luch  pleasure  gire. 

Thy  love's  so  true  (o  me. 
Without  thee  I  can  never  live, 

My  dearie  if  thou  die. 

If  fate  shall  tear  thee  froni  my  breast, 

How  iball  I  lonely  tlmy : 
In  dreary  dreams  the  uiglii  I'll  weste, 

III  sighs,  the  Mlent  day. 

ne'er  can  bo  much  virtue  find. 

Nor  eucli  pcrfcctiua  see ; 
^en  I'll  renounce  all  womankinil. 

My  Peggy,  after  thee. 

No  new-blown  beauty  fires  my  bean 
With  Cupid's  raving  rage ; 
ut  tlune,  ivhich  can  such  aweet«  impai 
Must  all  the  world  engaf,'^, 
'wag  this,  that  tike  the  morning  sun. 
Gave  joy  and  life  to  ine ; 
nd  when  its  deitia'd  day  ii  douCi 
With  Peggy  lei  me  die. 


SUNOS  or  SCOTI^ND. 

Yc  powers  that  smile  on  virtnous  lovn,  J 

And  in  luch  pteature  share  i 
You  who  its  faiUiful  Bamee  approve. 

With  pity  vi«w  ih«  fair : 
Restore  my  PfgRy's  Honied  chanat. 

Those  I'lmruiB  eo  dear  to  mcl 
Oh !  never  rnli  them  from  thwe  arm^ 

I'm  lufit  if  Pej^y  die. 


MY  LOVE  ANNIE'S  VEHY  BONNIE. 


wiLLUu  CRuwroHu. 

Wliut  numhen  shall  the  Miue  repeat  ? 

What  vene  he  found  to  pr^ae  my  Anniell 
On  her  ten  ihoiisaiid  graces  nait. 

Each  Ewuin  admires,  and  owns  ahe'i  boDi 
Since  first  she  trod  the  happy  plain 

She  sets  each  youthful  heart  on  fire; 
Each  nymph  does  lo  lier  swain  cumplai] 

Tliat  Annie  kindJes  new  desire. 

This  lovely  darling,  dearest  cure. 

Thin  new  delt);lit,  this  charming  Annie, 
Like  summer's  dawu,  she's  fresh  and  fiur. 

When  Flora's  fragrant  breeies  fan  ye. 
All  day  the  amorous  youths  convene. 

Joyous  they  sport  and  play  before  her; 
All  night,  when  sh*  no  more  is  seen. 

In  bliufui  dreams  they  still  adore  ber. 
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Among  the  crowd  Amyntor  came. 

He  look'd,  he  lov'd,  he  bow'd  to  Annie ; 
His  rising  sighs  express  his  flame. 

His  words  were  few«  his  wishes  many. 
With  smiles  the  lovely  maid  reply'd. 

Kind  shepherd,  why  should  I  deceive  ye  ? 
Alas !  your  love  must  be  deny'd. 

This  destin'd  breast  can  ne'er  relieve  ye. 

Young  Damon  came  with  Cupid's  art. 

His  wiles,  his  smiles,  his  charms  beguiling, 
He  stole  away  my  virgin  heart ; 

Cease,  poor  Amyntor,  cease  bewailing. 
Some  brighter  beauty  you  may  find ; 

On  yonder  plain  the  nymphs  are  many  : 
Then  choose  some  heart  that's  unconfin'd. 

And  leave  to  Damon  his  own  Annie. 


[From  the  Tea  Tftble  MitcellaDy,  17S4.1 

AH  THE  POOR  SHEPHERD'S  MOURNFUL  FATE. 

WILLIAM  HAMILTON. 

Born  1704— Died  1754. 

Ah  the  poor  shepherd's  mournful  fate. 

When  doom'd  to  love,  and  doom'd  to  languish. 

To  bear  the  scornful  fair  one's  hate. 
Nor  dare  disclose  his  anguish. 


I H  ^otros  or  scnrLAim. 

Vi-i  eajfer  lodki  Mid  dying  aig'hs, 

My  gerreC  soul  discorer; 
\Vh\\c  rapiiire  tr«inbliD)r  tliron^h  ml 

tlcvBtlti  liow  much  I  lure  b«r. 
Tlte  tender  Klance,  Ihc  red'ning  di«ck, 

O'crspread  «itb  rising  bloBho, 
A  ibousand  variou«  ways  they  «p«ak, 

A  iliousitnd  various  msheB. 

For  ob '.  ibtkt  form  lo  benveoly  fair. 

Those  languid  pyej  so  sweetly  itnill 
That  artless  btuiih  and  mudeal  air. 

So  fatally  hegitiling ! 
The  every  look  and  every  grace, 

So  charm  wbenc'vr  I  view  thee  j 
'Till  death  o'erta.ke  me  is  the  cba«e. 

Still  will  my  hopes  pursue  thee  : 
Tien  when  ray  tedious  hours  tae  past, 

fie  this  last  blessing  given. 
Low  at  thy  feet  lo  breathe  my  1a«t, 

And  die  in  eigLt  of  heaven. 


[Williup  HunDton,  ot  Bangaur,  In  Ajnhlre,  <*m  uMiM 
■'  InRCDlinu  VonnK  Genllnucn."  >fiimnE  RainiBj  Id  Uw  T 
MlKeUior.  When  thai  cuiieim  BDd  Tiluable  collMUaa  < 
Orat  Bppaupd,  HhjdIUoii  w-ka  daIt  lu  bib  tweutlttb  rt«r, 

Tht  ■bOTi  tender  and  Elegaot  lyric,  cunal  tw  loo  moCli  ■ 


L 
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YE  SHEPHERDS  OF  THIS  PLEASANT  VALE. 

WILLIAM    HAMILTON. 

Ye  shepherds  of  this  pleasant  vale. 

Where  Yarrow  streams  Blong, 
Forsake  your  rural  toils  and  join 

In  my  triumphant  song. 
She  grants,  she  yields ;  one  heavenly  smile 

Atones  her  long  delays, 
One  happy  minute  crowns  the  pains 

Of  many  suffering  days. 

Ridse,  raise  the  victor  notes  of  joy. 

These  suffering  days  are  o'er. 
Love  satiates  now  his  boundless  wish 

From  beauty^s  boundless  store ; 
No  doubtful  hopes,  no  anxious  fears 

This  rising  calm  destroy. 
Now  every  prospect  smiles  around 

All  opening  into  joy. 

The  sun  with  double  lustre  shone 

That  dear  consenting  hour. 
Brightened  each  hill  and  o'er  each  vale 

New  coloured  every  flower. 
The  gales  their  gentle  sighs  withheld. 

No  leaf  was  seen  to  move 
The  hovering  songsters  round  were  mute. 

And  wonder  hush'd  the  grove. 


BOKCa  OP  tOUTLAMO. 

The  hill*  and  Aales  no  more  ruonnd 

The  lambkins  tender  cry, 
Wiihoui  one  murmur  Ymrow  stole 

In  dimplin)(  silence  by; 
AU  nature  secm'd  in  eiIII  repose 

Her  voice  oloae  to  hear. 
That  gently  roll'd  the  tuneful  wave 

She  spoke  and  bless'd  my  ear. 

'  Take,  take,  whate'er  of  bUs*  or  joy 

You  fondly  fancy  mine, 
Whate'er  of  joy  or  bliBs  I  boast 

Love  renders  wholly  thine.' 
The  words  etruck  up,  to  the  soft  gUt 

The  leaves  were  seen  to  move, 
TTie  feathcr'd  choir  reaum'd  thdr  voice 

And  wonder  fiil'd  the  grove. 

The  hills  and  dales  again  rcsouud 

The  lambkins  tender  cry. 
With  all  his  munnun  Yarrow  Irill'd 

The  song  of  triumph  by  : 
Above,  beneath,  all  round,  all  on 

Was  verdure,  beauty,  song  ; 
I  enatch'd  her  to  my  trombting  br«a«t 

All  nature  joy'd  along. 


WHY  HANGS  THAT  CLOUD  T 


Thy  hsngs  that  cloud  upon  thj  brow. 

That  beauteous  beav'D,  erewhile  lereoe? 
Whence  do  these  atorma  and  tempests  flow, 

What  may  this  gust  of  paeBion  meiui  t 
And  muat  then  mankind  loM  that  lig'ht 

Which  in  thine  eyes  was  wont  to  shine. 
And  lie  obscure  in  endless  night, 

For  each  poor  eilly  apeecit  of  toine ' 

maid,  liow  cnn  I  wrong  thy  ssnie, 

,   Since  'tie  iicknowledged,  at  all  handa, 

['otild  ill  tongues  abuse  thy  fame. 

Thy  bcftuty  ciiu  moke  large  amends: 

Or  if  I  durst  profanely  try 

Thy  beaiity^s  pow'rful  ch&rms  t'  upbraid. 
Thy  virtue  well  might  give  tlie  lie. 
Nor  call  thy  beauty  to  its  aid. 


For  Venus,  every  heart  t' 

With  all  her  charms  has  deck'd  thy  face. 
And  Pallas,  with  unusual  care. 

Bids  wisdom  heighten  every  grace. 
Wlio  can  the  double  pain  endure .' 

Ur  who  must  not  resign  the  field 
To  thee,  celestial  maid,  secure 

With  Cupid's  bovr,  and  Patlas'  shield  I 


tOItCl  or  SOOTLANO. 


^H  If  tben  to  thee  rucli  pow'r  is  given, 
^H  l<et  Dot  B  wretch  io  torment  live, 

^H  But  emile,  and  Itarn  lo  eopy  Henven, 
^H  Sioce  we  must  sia  ore  it  fniyire. 

^H  Vet  pityiDg  Heaven  not  only  does 
^H  Forgive  th'  offender  and  lU'  offeoe«. 

^H^  But  even  itself  oppcu'd  beatowi. 
^^^  As  the  reward  «f  penitence. 


STREPHON'S   PICTURE. 

WILLIAM   BAIIILTflX, 


Ye  gods  1  was  Strepbon's  picture  blest 
Wiih  the  fair  heaven  of  Chloe'i  breati  ? 
Move  softer,  Ihou  fond  fluli'ting  heart. 
Oh,  genlly  throb — too  fierce  thou  art. 
Tell  me,  thou  brightest  of  thy  kind. 
For  Slrcphou  was  the  bliss  dcsiRn'd  ! 
For  Strepbon's  sake,  dear  chariuijig  n 
Did  ihou  prefer  Lis  wand'ring  shade? 

And  thou,  hieas'd  shade,  that  sweet!)'  an  I 
Ludg-cd  su  near  my  Chloe's  heart. 
For  me  the  tender  hour  improve. 
And  softly  tell  how  dear  I  love. 
Ungrateful  tiling !  it  scorns  lo  hear 
Its  wretched  master's  ardent  pray'r, 
Ingrosfting  all  that  beauteous  lieav*!!. 
That  Chloe,  lavish  maid,  has  given. 


B  COT  LAND. 


It  blame  thee :  were  1  lonl 
or  all  liie  wealth  thosp  breasts  affuni, 
I'd  lie  a  miier  loo,  nor  give 
An  altos  to  keep  a  god  alive. 
Oil  smile  not  thus,  my  lorclj  fur. 
On  these  rnld  looks,  that  lifeless  are  i 
Prize  him  whose  bosora  glows  with  lire. 
With  eager  love  and  soft  desire. 

Tis  true  ihj  charms,  O  powerful  maid! 
To  life  can  bring  the  eileot  shade: 
Thou  CBDSt  surpass  the  painter's  art. 
And  real  warmth  and  duaies  impart. 
But  oh  1  it  ne'er  can  love  like  me, 
I've  ever  loved,  and  loved  but  thee : 
Then,  charmer,  grant  my  fond  request. 
Say  tbuu  canst  love,  and  make  me  hiest 


ANNIE  LAURIE. 

Maxweltown  hanks  are  honoie. 

Where  early  fa'a  the  dew  [ 
Wliere  I  and  Annie  Laurie 

Made  up  the  promise  true ; 
Made  up  the  promise  true. 

And  never  forget  will  I, 
And  for  bonnte  Annie  Laurie 

I'd  lay  down  my  head  and  die. 

She's  backet  like  a  peacock. 
She's  breasted  like  a  swan. 

She's  jimp  about  the  middle. 
Her  waist  you  weel  may  span : 


F  B  COT  LA  VI*. 


Her  waist  you  wcel  may  span. 
And  she  has  a  roUitif^  eye. 

And  for  honnie  Annie  Laririe 
I'd  lay  down  ray  hesd  and  die 


ir  Robert  Laurie,  Bnt  Baroucl  of  the  If  axwcHia  (■ 


ODluckr  lUi,  (or  U»  Imdy  mimkeil  Mr.  FcrKnimi  of  C 


HAME  NEVER  CAME  HE. 

Saddled  and  bridled, 

Atid  liuotud,  rode  he, 
A  plume  in  his  helmet, 

A  Dword  at  hie  knee; 
But  tooni  came  ihe  uddle. 

All  bloody  to  see, 
And  hume  came  his  tleed. 

But  hame  never  enme  he. 

Down  cuiQC  hie  grey  father, 

Sobbiu);  fu'  Boir; 
Down  vikine  his  uuld  mothtu-. 

Tearing  her  hair. 
Down  cHiue  Uii  Eweei  wife, 

Wi'  bonuic  bnirne  three, 
Aae  nt  her  boeoni. 

And  ivfii  at  het  kuee. 


SONGS  OF  SCOTLAND.  125 

There  stood  his  fleet  steed. 

All  foamlDg  and  hot ; 
There  shrick'd  his  sweet  wife. 

And  sank  on  the  spot. 
There  stood  his  gray  father. 

Weeping  fu*  free. 
For  hame  came  his  steed. 

But  hame  never  came  he* 


[Eight  lines  of  this  song  may  be  fonnd  in  FlnUy's  collection  of 
ImUacIs.  My  friend  Mr.  Yellowlees  had  the  kindness  to  eommonicate 
two  old  and  clever  verses :  one  gives  a  name  to  the  nnfortonate 
hero. 

High  upon  highlands, 

And  low  apon  Tay, 
Bonnie  George  CampbeU 
Rode  out  on  a  day. 

The  other  contains  a  very  moving  image  of  domestic  desolation  : 

My  meadow  lies  green, 

And  my  com  1b  nnshom } 
My  bam  is  to  build, 

And  my  babe  is  nnbora. 

Allan  CmrNiNOBAM.] 


THE  BRUME  O'  THE  COWDENKNOWES. 

How  blyth,  ilk  mom,  was  I  to  see 

My  swain  come  ower  the  hill ! 
He  skipt  the  burn  and  flew  to  me : 
I  met  him  with  good  will. 
Oh,  the  brume,  the  bonnie,  bonnie  brume  1 

The  brume  o'  the  Cowdenknowes! 
I  wish  I  were  with  my  dear  swain. 
With  his  pipe  and  my  yowes. 


SONGS  OF   SCOTLAKD. 

I  wsnteii  ncitlier  ynwe  nor  liunb, 
Wliile  hie  Rock  ncor  me  lay ; 

He  ^(her'H  in  my  sheep  at  night. 
And  cheer'd  roe  a'  the  <)ay. 

He  tuned  \ui  pipe,  and  playM  aae  hw 
The  birds  sat  fisieniiig  bye  ; 

E'en  the  dull  cattle  itood  and  g 
Cbarin'd  mth  the  melodye. 

While  thus  we  spent  our  time,  by  v 
Betwixt  our  flocks  and  ploy, 

I  envied  not  the  fairest  dame. 
Though  e'er  so  rich  or  gay. 

Hard  fnle,  that  t  ihould  banish'd  be. 

Gang  heavily,  and  monrn, 
Bei'ause  I  loved  the  kindest  swiun 

That  ever  yet  vim  born. 

He  did  oblige  me  every  hour; 

Could  1  but  faithful  be  I 
He  etawe  my  heitrt ;  could  I  refuse 

Whate'er  he  ask'd  of  mei 

My  doggie,  and  my  little  kit, 
Tlwt  held  my  wee  soup  whey. 

My  ploidic,  breach,  and  crnokit  stick, 
May  now  lie  useless  by> 

Adieu,  ye  Cowdenknovreii,  adieu ! 

Fareweel,  a'  pleasures  there  1 
Ye  ffuds.  restore  mc  tu  my  swain— 
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Oh,  the  brume,  the  bonnie,  bonnie  brume ! 

The  brume  o'  the  CowdenknowesI 
I  wish  I  were  with  my  dear  swain. 

With  his  pipe  and  my  yowea  ! 


["  This  iimide,  delightfol,  aod  truljr  pMtoral  toof ,  which  may  be  set 
forward  u  the  best  specimen  that  can  be  giren  of  that  native  poetry 
on  which  Scotland  prides  herself  so  mach,  appeared  first  in  the  Tea 
Table  Miscellany,  1734 ;  not  as  an  anonymous  and  indefinitely  antique 
composition^  but  with  the  sif^nature  S.  R.  j  which  seems  to  indicate 
the  name  of  some  author  alive  in  Ramsay's  time,  but  who,  being  pro- 
bably a  gentleman  or  lady  under  the  restraints  of  society,  deaired  to 
remain  unknown." — CHAiiBKas. 

"  What  a  thrill  of  pleasure  did  I  feel  when  I  first  saw  the  broom- 
covered  tops  of  the  Cowdcnknowcs  peeping  above  the  grey  hills  of 
the  Tweed :  and  what  touching  associations  were  called  np  by  the 
sight  of  Etthck  Vale,  Gala  Water,  and  the  Braes  of  Yarrow.— Wash- 
ivoTON  Irving.] 


THE  BIRKS  OF  INVERMAY. 

DAVID  MALLET. 
Bom   iru.—Died  17fi&. 

The  smilinf!^  morn,  the  breathing  Spring 

Invite  the  tuneful  birds  to  sing. 

And  while  they  warble  from  each  spray. 

Love  melts  the  universal  lay. 

Let  us,  Amanda,  timely  wise^ 

Like  them  improve  the  hour  that  flics. 

And  in  soft  raptures  waste  the  day 

Amang  the  birks  of  Invermay. 


« 


SON  a  a  or  acoTbAMik 


For  Boon  llie  «iiilw  of  the  ynr. 
And  tgc,  lifc'a  winter,  will  appear  j 
At  Ihis,  thy  tiring  bloom  will  im<l«. 
As  that  will  nip  the  vemal  shade. 
Our  taste  of  pleasarc  then  U  o'er. 
The  ffalher'd  eougstere  are  no  more ; 
And  wheD  they  droop,  and  ne  Aeeax, 
Adieu  the  birks  of  Invemiay. 

The  laverock  noiv  and  linlwbite  sing. 
The  rocks  around  with  echoes  ring; 
The  mavis  and  tbe  blackbird  gay 
111  tuneful  atraiae  now  glad  the  day ; 
TTic  woods  DOW  wear  their  summer-suiUr 
To  mirth  all  nature  now  invites : 
Let  us  he  hlythsome  then  and  gaj 
Among  the  birks  ol  Invertnay. 

Behold,  the  hilU  and  Tale^  around 
Wiih  lowin)t  herds  and  flocks  abound; 
The  wuoton  kids  and  frisking  Ijunbi 
Gambol  and  dnnce  about  their  dusi; 
The  busy  bees  with  hummiug  noise. 
And  all  the  reptiSu  kind  rejoice  j 
Let  us,  like  iheui,  then  sin^  and  play 
About  the  birks  of  lurerniay. 

Hark,  how  the  waters  as  they  fkll 
Loudly  my  love  to  gladness  coll ; 
The  wanton  wavct  sport  in  the  beams. 
And  fishes  play  ihroughoui  the  sireuni 
The  circling  sun  does  now  advance. 
And  alt  the  planeta  round  hiin  dance : 
Let  us  as  jovial  be  as  they 
Among  the  birks  oflnvermay. 
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rniatwoflntttensMakMMOf  thitMaif  mty  Iteltoti  tli«oChan 
an  the  compoeitkm  of  a  Dr.  Brjce,  of  Klrknowtoa.  and  are  wvj 
bmatittd. 

-  InTennay/*  wyt  Robert  ChaBbm, "  la  a  MBaU  woody  glon, 
watered  by  the  rivulet  May,  which  there  |olao  the  river  Ban.  It  la 
about  flve  milee  above  the  bridfe  of  Ban,  and  ncaily  nine  from 
Perth.n 


AS  SYLVIA  IN  A  FOREST  LAY. 
DAVID  MALLBT. 

As  Sylvia  in  a  forest  lay. 

To  vent  her  woe  alone ; 
Her  swun  Sylvander  came  that  way. 

And  heard  her  dyinf(  moan  : 
Ah !  is  my  love,  she  sud,  to  you 

So  worthless  and  so  vain  ? 
Why  is  your  wonted  fondness  now 

Converted  to  disdain  ? 

You  vow'd  the  lif^ht  should  darkness  turn. 

Ere  you'd  forget  your  love ; 
In  shades  now  may  creation  mourn. 

Since  you  unficdthful  prove. 
Was  it  for  this  I  credit  gave 

To  ev'ry  oath  you  swore  ?    - 
But  ah  1  it  seems  they  most  deceive 

Who  most  our  charms  adore. 

Tis  plain  your  drift  was  all  deceit. 

The  practice  of  mankind : 
Alas !  I  see  it,  but  too  late. 

My  love  had  made  me  blind. 

VOL.  II.  K 
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For  you,  delij^hted  I  could  die  : 
But  oh !  witli  grief  I'ln  filled. 

To  think  that  credulous,  caDstant,  I 
Should  hy  yourself  be  Lill'd. 

This  said — all  breathless,  sick  and  pale. 

Her  head  upon,  her  hand. 
She  found  her  viial  spirits  fail. 

And  ecDaes  at  a  st&nd. 
Sylvander  then  h«gsn  to  melt : 

But  ere  the  ward  wu  given. 
The  heavy  baud  of  death  she  felt. 

And  sigh')!  her  soul  to  heaven. 


WHERE  THAMES  ALONG  THE  DAISIED  ^ 


Where  Thanei,  along  the  daisied  meadi. 
His  ware  in  lueid  mazes  leads, 
ttilent,  slow,  serenely  flowing. 
Wealth  on  either  sliore  beiitowing'.  t 

There  in  safe  though  small  retreat  i 

Content  aud  Love  have  6xed  their  seal  i 
Love  thnt  counts  his  duty  pleuure,  I 

Content,  that  hu^s  and  knows  his  treaaure- 
From  Art,  from  jealousy,  securej 
As  faith  unblamed,  as  fricudshiit  pure, 
Vain  opinion  nobly  scorning,  • 

Virtue  aiding,  life  adorning  j  1 


■■^H 

■  ZZI^ 

,.^ 

J^f  Fair  Thamei  a\ong  thy  flotrery  bMc 

■ 

1             May  tliofle  whom  iruih  und  reason  guide. 

All  their  tender  hours  improving. 

^^H 

Live  like  iis,  beloved  and  loving! 

^ 

CId  DcopyorGMCoigac'i  IToiliiisold  the  cthn  day  at  Mr.  tl 

iHt.  WM  found  the  foUoiriDi  US.  nute  br  Iha  cj-olcU  Ofloree 

Stee- 

veni :  ■■  TtiU  Tglqme  ol  GMColjoe-.  Work,  wm  bqngbt  (or  *1 

Mi.  M>U>C->,  tUu  H*Uock-i,  kliu  M'Orepir'i  Sde,  MircH  11 

I7n.     ^^ 

MU    ^M 

>a  indlrldmil  of  tali  nn  nitlop,") 

m 

UNGRATEFOl.    NANNY. 

1 

CHA8LES  LORD    BINNING. 

■ 

Died  i;si. 

■ 

Did  ever  snoin  a  nympb  adore, 

■ 

Aa  I  ungrateful  Nanny  do  t 

Was  ever  ghepherd's  heart  so  sore. 

^^^1 

Or  ever  broken  heart  »o  Iruef 

My  cheeka  are  siTcU'd  with  te«r»,  but  she 

^^1 

'                Has  never  wet  a  cheek  for  me. 

^H 

^H      If  Nanny  call'd,  did  e'er  I  atay. 

■ 

^^B          Or  linger  ivhen  she  bid  me  run  i 

^^       She  unly  had  the  word  to  say. 

^^^1 

And  all  the  wish'd  was  quickly  done. 

^^^1 

1  always  think  of  her.  but  she 

^^H 

Does  ne'er  bestow  «  tboughl  OD  me. 

J 

H»e  I  not  ro«e  by  break  of  d^y  i 
Did  ever  NkQny's  hcifon  fast. 

If  Rubin  in  his  barn  hod  hay  > 
Tho'  10  my  fields  they  welcome  were. 
I  ne'er  was  n-clcome  yet  to  her. 

ir  ever  Nanny  lost  a.  s^tep, 

I  cheerfully  did  give  her  two  ; 
And  I  her  lambs  did  tafely  keep 


Within 


y  folds  lu  frost  a 


Have  they  not  there  from  cold  been  free  t 
But  Nanny  itill  is  cold  to  me. 
When  Nanny  to  the  well  did  come, 

'Twas  I  thai  did  her  [Htcherg  fill  j 
Full  as  they  were,  1  brought  them  home  ; 

Her  corn  I  earned  to  the  mill ; 
My  back  did  bear  the  sack,  but  she 
Will  never  bear  a  fiight  of  me. 
To  Nanny's  poultry  oats  I  gave, 

I'm  sure  they  always  bad  the  beat ; 
Within  this  week  her  pigeoni  have 

Eat  up  a  peck  of  peas  at  least. 
Her  liltle  pigeons  kiss,  but  the 
Will  never  lake  a  kiss  from  me. 
Must  Robin  always  Nanny  woo. 

And  Nanny  still  on  Rubin  frown  i 
Alas  1  poor  wretch  '.  what  shall  I  do. 

If  Nanny  does  not  love  ine  aoon  1 
If  no  relief  lo  me  she'll  bring, 
I'll  haug  me  in  her  apron  string. 

lOT  writer*  have  Iwittaed  u  <li'*  •mie.  'f 


WERE  NA  MV  HE.\Rr  LIGHT  I  WAD  DIE. 


There  was  ance  a  May,  and  she  loe'd  uite  men, 
She  bi^gil  her  bonnie  bower  down  in  yori  glen  ; 
But  now  Bhe  cries  dool  and  weul-a-day. 
Come  down  the  green  gate,  and  come  here  away. 

When  bonnie  youn^  Johnic  came  oyer  the  sea. 
He  vow'd  he  saw  naethiog  aae  lovely  as  me  ; 
He  gae  me  gowd  rings,  and  mony  braw  things — 
And  were  na  my  heart  light  1  wad  die. 

His  wee  wilfu'  littie  she  lo»-ed  na  me ; 

I  was  taller,  and  twice  as  bonnie  as  she  ; 

She  raided  sic  a  pother  'tween  him  and  his  mother. 

That  were  na  my  heart  light  I  wad  die. 

The  day  it  was  set  for  the  bridal  to  be. 
The  wife  took  a  dwam  and  lay  down  to  die  j 
She  maln'd  and.  she  graln'dj  wi'  fause  dolour  and  p 
Till  he  vow'd  that  he  never  would  see  me  again. 

His  kindred  sought  aoe  of  a  higher  degree — 
Said,  Wad  he  wed  ane  thai  ivua  landless,  like  me  I 
Albeit  I  was  bonnie,  I  was  nae  worth  Johnie — 
were  na  my  iiearl  light  I  wad  die. 


I 
( 


I 
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They  Bai<l  1  bail  neither  a.  cow  nor  calf. 
Nor  dribbles  o'  drink  coming  throuj^h  ihe  dfmff, 
Nnr  pickles  o'lneal  ruDniog  Trae  Ibe  mill  ee — 
And  w«rc  na  my  heart  light  I  wad  die. 

My  lover  he  met  me  ance  on  the  Ics, 

His  tjtlie  was  wi'  him,  and  hame  ran  she  j 

Hii  milher  cume  out  ni'  a  shriek  and  a  sham— 

And  were  na  my  heart  light  I  wad  die. 

Mis  bonnet  stood  then  fii'  fair  on  his  brow — 
His  auld  ane  loolc'd  TieltEr  than  mony  ane's  i 
But  now  he  lels'l  wear  ony  way  it  will  blng, 
himself  dowie  upon  the  com  btng. 


And  ca£ 

And  now  he  p;aca  dauucrinf;  abont  the  dykes. 
And  a'  he  dow  do  i»  to  hound  the  tyke*  i 
The  live-lBii^  night  he  ne'er  tteeks  bii  ee — 
.\nd  were  na  my  heart  light  I  wad  die. 

O  trere  we  young  now  as  ive  ance  hne  been. 
We  should  hac  been  galloping  down  on  yon  gntn. 
And  linking  it  o'er  the  lily- while  leo — 
And  were  na  my  heart  light  I  wad  die. 


I  •-  td  t-Mr  oiumi  bi 


TIBBIE  FOWLER. 


Tihbie  Fowkr  o'  the  glen, 

Tliere's  o'er  mony  wooing  at  herj 
Tibbie  Fowler  o'  the  gleo. 

There's  o'er  monj'  wooing  at  her 
Wooing  at  her,  puin  at  her, 

Courtin  her,  and  canna  get  her  i 
Filthy  elf,  it's  for  her  pelf 
That  a'  the  lads  arc  wooing  &t  her. 

Ten  (am  eut,  and  ten  cam  west. 
Ten  cam  romo  o'er  ihe  water  j 
I  Twu  earn  down  Ihe  lang  dyke-aide  .- 
I      There's  tw^-and- thirty  wooing  at  her, 

There'E  seven  but  and  mvea  ben. 

Seven  in  the  paniiy  wi'  her. 
Twenty  bead  about  the  door: 

There's  ane-and-forty  wooing  at  her. 

She's  got  pendles  in  her  lugB, 
Cockle-shells  wad  set  her  better! 
^   High-becl'd  shoon  and  sitler  tags, 
I       And  a'  the  ladfi  are  wooing  at  her. 

Be  a  lassie  e'er  sae  black. 

Gin  she  hae  the  name  o'  ailler, 

Bet  her  upon  Tintock  tap. 

The  wind  will  blaw  a  ooan  till  her. 


I 


p 
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Be  ■  IkMie  e'er  sac  ftur. 

An'  the  want  the  penny  Killer, 
A  flie  may  fell  her  in  the  ur 

Before  a  mu)  be  even't)  till  her. 


WHEN  SAPPHO  STRUCK  THE  QUrVSUNG  WIR£- 


Wben  Sappho  Blnick  the  quivering  wire. 
The  tbrubbing  breast  waa  all  on  fire  : 
And  when  she  raiu'd  the  vocal  la;. 
The  captive  eoul  was  charm'd  away  '. 
But  had  the  nymph  poBseeBcd  with  ibete 
Thy  softer,  chaster  power  to  please  i 
Thy  beauteous  air  of  sprightly  youth. 
Thy  nalive  aiuiles  of  artless  truth  j 
The  worm  of  Rrief  had  never  prcy'd 
On  the  forsaken  Inve-sick  mud  : 
Nor  had  ehe  mourn'd  a  hapless  flame. 
Nor  dash'd  on  rocks  her  tender  frame. 


SCOTLAND, 


.   YOUNG    LADY. 


TOBIAS  ^UOL,I.KTT. 


While  with  foud  rapture  and  amaxe 
On  thy  tranaceDdBiit  charms  I  gaze. 
My  cautious  soul  essays  in  Tuin 
Her  peace  and  freedom  to  maintain  : 
Yet  let  that  blooming  farm  divine. 
When  grace  uid  harmony  combine, 
Thoae  eyes,  like  genial  orbs,  that  move 
DiapenBiDg  gladness,  joy,  and  love. 
In  all  their  pomp  assail  my  view. 
Intent  my  boHom  to  subdue ; 
My  breast,  by  wary  maxima  steel'd. 
Not  all  those  charms  sliall  force  to  yield. 

But  when  iuvok'd  to  beauty's  aid, 
1  see  th'  enlightened  soul  display'd  j 
That  soul  so  sensibly  sedate 
Amid  the  storms  of  froward  fate  I 
Thy  g^euiua  active,  strong  wid  clear. 
Thy  wit  sublime,  tbo'  not  severe. 
Thy  social  ardour,  void  of  art. 
That  glows  within  thy  candid  heart ; 
My  spirits,  sense,  and  litrength  decay, 
My  resolution  dies  away, 
And  every  faculty  opprest. 
Almighty  Love  invades  my  breast. 


BLUE-EYED     ANNE. 

TODIAS    SHOLLKTT. 

When  Ibe  rougli  nnrth  forgets  to  bawl. 
And  oretio't  billows  cease  lu  roll ; 
When  Lf  biaii  laudB  u«  botinil  in  fro&t. 
And  cold  to  Nova  Zembla's  lo»i ! 
When  hcav'Dty  bodies  cease  10  more. 
My  blue-eyed  Anne  I'll  cease  to  love. 

No  more  ehall  dowers  the  rneada  Mlorn  ; 
Nor  sweetness  declc  the  rosy  thorn  ; 
Nor  swelling  buds  proclaim  the  spring. 
Nor  parchinf;  heats  the  dog-star  bring ; 
Nor  laughing  lilies  paint  the  grore, 
Mlien  blue-eyed  Anne  I  cease  to  love. 

No  more  shall  joy  in  hope  be  found) 
Nor  pleasures  dauc-e  their  frolic  round  j 
Nor  love's  light  ^od  inhabit  earth  j 
Nor  beauty  give  the  passion  birth ; 
Nor  heat  to  suramer-aunahine  cleave 
When  blue-eyed  Nanny  I  deceive. 

When  rolling  sensoBs  cease  lo  change, 
InconstBDcy  forgets  to  range  j 
When  lavish  May  no  more  shall  bloom ; 
Nor  gardens  yield  a  rich  perfume  j 
When  Nature  from  her  sphere  shall  stwt, 
I'll  tear  my  Nanny  from  my  heart. 


■ 
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80NC8  or  SCOTLAND. 

13»     ^1 
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J>r  lender  vctkh  wen  prolmtily  uldreued  to  Mia 

......  ■ 

whum  SmoUrtI  met  with  In  tbe  Wot  lodlc^  uicl 

laflerwudi       ^^M 

d.    She  BorrtyBd  Ibe  poBl,  and  Jrom  Her  ■lendir  mi 

<^.  erected       ^M 

■  poaod  al       ^H 

I^hoi 

^1 

Obp 

ot  the  ETcu  nuua  or  SnoUrtt'i  death,  i>  Hid  tc 

,^„e^bee.         ^ 

tHelU 

w  the  lou  qf  hi»  dagibtir  and  onlr  child,  who  wb» 

liimiD 

saddrensed 

taJohi 

D  WUIiea,  In  171V),  we  r>thcr  that  thli  "  openisg  to 

■ebDd"  wu 

ilj  STDwloj  in  beauty,  bat  jrawlns  In  (race,  wBi 

•n  Ae  wai                    1 

ukicta 

ed  away  fcom  blm. 

With  yoQ  at  CheUM,  oft  1  mj  bahold 

^ 

The  hopefoi  bud  o(  uiuw  her  bloani  oolbU. 

'           1 

MERRY  MAY  THE  KEEL  ROWE. 

1 

As  I  came  dowD  the  CHnno'^le 

TLe  Cwino'gule,  the  Canno'fr"e. 

^^1 

As  I  came  down  the  Canau'gate, 

^K 

I  heard  a  laisie  sing',  0 ; 

'  ■ 

^^^ 

Merry  may  the  keel  rowe. 

The  keel  rowe.  the  keel  rowe. 

^^H 

Merry  may  the  keel  rowe. 

^H 

■ 

The  ship  that  my  love's  in,  O ! 

^1 

■ 

My  love  has  breath  0'  rosea. 

^^H 

O'  rosea,  0'  roseg. 

,^^^M 

^^1 

Wi'  arma  0'  liiie  posies. 

To  fauld  a  lassie  in  0. 

"^m 

^^H 

Merry  may  the  kee)  rowe, 

The  keel  rowe,  the  keel  rowe. 

^^B 

Merry  may  the  keel  rowe. 

^H 

1 

Theshiplhatmylo-e'siii.Ol 

J 

My  love  he  w 

A  bonnet,  a  bonnet, 
A  SDSwy  rose  upon  it. 

A  dimple  i 
Merry  omy  the  keel  rowe. 

The  keel  rowe,  the  keel  r 


I 


I  HAE  NAE  KITH,  1  HAE  NAE  KIN. 

le  kith,  I  hae  nae  kin. 

Nor  aoe  that's  dear  to  me. 
For  the  bonny  lad  that  I  lo'e  best, 

He'a  far  ayont  the  sea  ; 
He's  gane  wi'  ane  that  wa«  our  aiu. 

And  we  may  rue  ilie  day 
When  our  king's  daughter  came  here 

To  play  sic  foul  play. 

0,  gin  I  were  a  bonoy  bird, 

Wi'  mngi  that  t  mi^lil  flee. 
Then  I  wad  travel  o'er  th«  muD, 

My  ae  true  love  to  see ; 
Then  I  wad  tell  a  joyfu'  tale 

To  anc  that's  dear  to  me. 
And  eii  upoD  a  king's  window, 

And  sing  my  meludy. 

Thf  adder  lies  i'  the  corbie's  nest, 

Anealh  the  corbie's  wame  ; 
And  the  blast  that  reaves  the  corbie's  brood 

Shall  blaiv  our  good  king  hame. 
Then  blaiv  ye  east,  or  blaw  ye  weBt, 

Or  blaw  ye  o'er  the  faem, 
O  bring  the  lad  that  I  lo'e  best. 

And  ane  1  darcna  name. 


uUf  onilemoDd.    The  ulr  i>  wcr 
fUr  ebkntdiriitlc  of  tlu  Irrlol  u 
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KENMUarS  ON  AND  AWa.  WILUt 

Kenmurc'i  on  and  mwn,  Willie, 

Kcomure't  on  and  bwb  ; 
And  KeDmure'e  lord  is  the  braveaC  lard 

That  ever  Galloway  saw. 
SucrcM  10  Kenmure's  band.  ^Villie, 

Succesa  to  Kenmure'e  band; 
There's  no  a  heart  that  fears  a  Whig 

That  ridea  by  Kcamure't  hand. 

O,  Kcnmiire's  ladi  are  men,  Willie, 

0,  Kcnmure'E  lada  are  men; 
Their  hearts  and  f  wordi  ire  iiieul  true. 

And  that  their  faea  shall  ken. 
Tbe)-'ll  live  and  die  wi'  fame,  Willie, 

TTiey'U  lire  and  die  wi'  fame  j 
And  soon  wi'  aound  of  Tictory 

May  Kcnmure's  ladt  ronic  hame. 

Here's  Kenmure'a  health  in  wine,  WUUc,  I 

Here's  Kenmure's  health  in  wine; 
There  ne'er  was  a  coward  of  Kenmure'a 

Nor  yet  of  Gordon's  line. 
Hia  lady' I  check  grew  red,  Willie, 

Syne  while  as  sifted  snaw : 
Tlicre  rides  my  lord,  a  Gordon  gnde. 

The  flower  of  Galloiva. 

There's  a  rose  in  Kenmare's  cap,  Willie. 

A  bright  iword  in  his  hand — 
A  huudrcd  Gordons  at  his  tide. 

And  hey  for  English  land  I 


BONGB  or  ecoruAUD. 

Here's  tiin  that's  far  awa,  Willie, 
Here's  him  that's  far  awag 

And  here's  the  flower  that  I  love  best. 
The  rose  that's  like  the  eaaw. 


DC  httpfj  (oodiB  b;r  Saroi 


CARLE,  AN  THE  KING  COME. 

Carle,  an  the  king  come— 

Carle,  an  the  king  i-onie. 

Thou  Shalt  dunce,  and  [  irill  sing, 

Carle,  an  the  king  eonie. 
An  aomebody  were  come  a^in, 
Then  somebody  maun  cross  the  tnun  ) 
And  cv'ry  man  shall  hsc  his  luu. 

Carle,  an  the  king  come. 

I  trow  we  swappit  for  the  worse, 
We  ga'c  the  boot  and  better  horse ; 
And  that  we'll  tell  them  at  the  crosa, 

Carle,  an  the  king  come. 
When  yellow  com  grows  on  the  rigs. 
And  gibbets  aland  to  hang  the  Whigi, 
O  then  we'll  a'  dance  Scottish  jigs. 

Carle,  an  the  king  come. 

Nae  mair  wi'  piorh  and  drouth  we'll  dine, 
As  ive  ha'e  done — a  dog's  propine, 
But  quaff  our  waughls  o'  rosie  wine. 
Carle,  an  the  king  corae. 


I 


soNaa  or  §coti,ans. 

Cof^e,  «B  the  king  come, 
Cogie,  ka  the  king  come, 
I'it  be  fou,  and  thou'se  be  toom. 
Cogie,  an  the  king'  come. 


THE  JACOBITE  MUSTER  ROLL. 

Duncan'i  coming,  Donald's  comitig', 

Colin's  coQiiDg.  Ronald's  coming. 

Duffuld'g  cutniag,  Lacblaa'a  comiog, 

Alister  and  a'a  coming. 

Little  Wat  ye  wha's  coming — 
Jock,  and  Tom,  and  a'l  comiiig. 

Borland  and  his  men's  coming, 
Cnroeroa  and  Bl'Ijeaa'a  coming, 
Gordon  and  M'Gregor's  coming. 
Ilka  Dunywastle's  coming — 

Little  vtaX  ye  whit's  coming, 

M'GiltaTry  and  a's  coming. 

Wiglon's  coming.  Nithadale'c  coming. 
Curnwath's  coming,  Kenmure's  coming, 
Derwentwaier  and  Foster's  coming, 
WithringtOD  and  Nairn's  coming — 
Little  w«t  ye  wha's  coming, 
Blylhe  CowhiU.  and  a's  coming. 


ERRKGR  or  gcoTi.Ar 
of  M'lntosh  h  com 


TTie  laird  of  M'lotosh  it  cominif, 

'Crabie  and  M'Donald**  coming. 
M'KeoEie  and  MTheraon's  coming, 
And  the  ivild  M'CrawB  are  oomiog — 
Lillie  wBt  ye  wha'a  comin);, 
Donald  Gun  and  a's  coming. 

They  gloom,  ibey  glour,  they  look  eae  I; 

At  ilka  stroke  they'll  fell  a  Wlii^ ; 

They'll  fright  the  fude  of  the  pockpuds. 

For  maoy  a  buttock  bare's  coming — 
Little  wat  ye  wha'a  coming, 
Jock,  and  Turn,  and  a't  coming. 


IWrlttCD.  It  Is  inppoKd,  iboiit  Uie  Ilea*  oi 
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LASSIE,  LIE  NEAB  MK, 

Lang  ha'e  we  puted  been, 

Lauie,  uy  dearie  i 
Now  we  are  met  ag^n,. 
Lassie,  lie  near  me. 
Near  me,  near  me. 

Lassie,  lie  near  me ; 
Lang  hast  thou  lulii  thy  lone. 
Lassie,  lie  near  me. 

Frae  dread  CuUodeu's  Geld, 

Bloudy  aud  dreary, 
Wouming  my  couniry'i  fate. 

Lonely  aud  weary  i 


SONOS  OF  flCCITLAMD. 

Vp'cnrj-,  iVLory, 

Lonely  and  weary ; 
Become  a  E«d  banish'd  wig'hl. 

Far  frae  my  dearie. 

Loud,  loud  tlie  wind  did  ra«r, 

Stormy  and  eerie. 
Far  free  my  native  shore. 
Far  frae  ray  dearie. 
Neer  me,  near  me. 

Dangers  etood  iftBT  met 
Now  I've  escap'd  them  a', 
Laxaie,  lie  near  me. 

A'  Ihat  I  lia'c  endr.r'd, 

Lassie,  luy  dearie. 
Here  in  tliiiio  arms  i*  cur'd — 

Lasbic,  lie  ueor  me. 

liauie,  lie  near  me; 
iMUg  hast  thou  lain  tby  Ian  , 
Las&ie,  lie  near  me. 


[Tli>  Hnl  Slid  IBiI  vtTKt  fnjm  the  third  volume  ol  Johaun'B 

the  Itttir  wptk  ■>  ui  ■ulhorlty  fur  nlil  >one,  but  In  UO*  plmn  th* 
Edllor  liu  fcuon  In  knov  tie  li  eJTlne  inulna  Junbntmi  Terwb 
Hobeil  chUDbcn  liu  itniDtelir  plneed  Itae  bubi  oT  Dr.  BluVlock  ■» 

the  lerio  or  lUi  snng  quutcd  rrom  JobDuw.] 


ROYAL  CIURLIF. 

The  iviud  comes  frae  the  land  I  love, 
II  moves  tlie  ({ray  flood  rarely  ; — 
Look  far  the  lily  on  the  lea. 

And  look  for  Royal  Charlie. 
Ten  thousand  morda  shall  leave  their  iheatha. 

And  eroite  fu'  abtiq>  and  uirly  ; 
And  Gordon's  rov^ht,  and  Enklne's  pride. 

Shall  lire  and  die  wi'  Charlie. 
The  HUU  shioes  ont—  wide  smiles  the  aca. 

The  lily  bloasoms  rarely; — 
O  yonder  comes  hia  ffallant  ship — 
Thrice  welcome,  royal  Charlie ! 
Ygb,  vod'b  a  goitd  and  g'allant  ship, 

Wi'  banneri  flaunting  fairly  j 
Diit  should  It  meet  your  darliii);  priin'e, 
"     'Twill  feast  tha  G^h  iri'  Charlie. 
Wide  rustled  she  her  «ilks  in  pride, 

Aiitl  wac'd  her  white  hand  lordlic — 
Anil  drew  a  bright  sword  from  the  sheath, 
Aud  answered  high  and  proudlie. 
_  I  had  three  sons,  and  a  good  lord, 
^  Wha  sold  their  li»es  fo"  dearlie— 
wi'  their  dnsi  I'd  minf^le  mine, 
r  luFe  of  gallant  Charlie, 
jl  wad  hae  made  a  hale  heart  salr 
our  horsemen  flying;— 
Htd  my  three  bairns,  and  my  ^ood  lord, 
I.  Aming  the  deftd  and  dying : 


I  aiiatcheil  &  liunner — led  tfaem  bkck 

The  white  rose  dourisb'd  rarely  :— 

Till!  deed  I  did  for  ruyal  James 
I'd  do  again  for  Cbarlie. 

[From  CuDDlDgbun'i  Banci  uf  ScaUand.  vol.  m.  p.  tt*.] 


O'ER  THE  WATER  TO  CHARLIE. 

Come  boat  me  o'er  to  Charlie  I 
I'll  ^ie  John  Brown  another  hklf  crown 

To  boat  me  o'er  to  Cborlte. 
We'll  Q'er  the  water,  we"ll  o'er  ibe 

We'll  o'er  the  wnlcr  to  Charlie ; 
t'omc  weal,  cumc  woe,  we'll  gather  and 

And  live  or  die  wi'  Charlie. 


1  lo'c  weel  my  Charlie's  name. 

Though  some  there  be  nbbor  Uid  i 
But  O,  to  Me  autd  Nick  j^aun  hame 

Wi'  Charlie's  faee  afore  him. 
We'll  o'er  the  water,  we'll  o'er  the  aei^ 

We'll  o'er  the  water  lo  Charlie  j 
CuRie  weal,  come  woe,  we'll  gather  and  go. 

And  lire  or  die  wi'  Charlie. 


I  Bwear  aod  row  by  moon  and  tun. 
And  sun  that  ahinea  lO  early. 

If  I  had  twenty  ihousand  lives, 
I'd  (lie  as  ait  for  Charlie. 


i 
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S  OP  ECOTLAND. 


We'll  o'er  the  water,  we'll  o'er  the  tea. 
We'll  o'er  the  water  to  Charlie  t 

Come  weal,  come  woe,  we'll  guther  Bad  go, 
And  live  or  die  wi'  Charlie. 


L  WHIGS,  AWA 


Our  tliisiles  flouriah'd  fresh  and  fair. 

And  bonuy  bloom'd  our  roise«. 
But  whij^s  eatne  like  h  frost  in  June, 
And  mther'<I  a'  our  posies. 
AwB  whige,  awa, 

AwB  whigs,  awa ; 
Ye're  but  a,  pack  o'  traitor  loone, 
Ye'll  ne'er  do  good  nt  a'. 

Uiir  sad  decay  in  ehurch  and  stale 

Surpasaes  my  descriviog  j 
The  whigs  came  o'er  us  for  a  curse. 

And  we  bavc  done  tvi'  tliriring. 

Our  undent  crown's  fa'n  i'  the  dust, 
Deil  blind  them  wi'  the  atour  o't ! 

And  write  their  names  i'  hi«  black  bcuk, 
Wha  ga'e  tlie  whigfs  the  power  u'l  I 


firiin  ven^eenre  lanR  has  luVn  «  aMji, 
But  we  may  ate  turn  waukcn  ; 

Oude  help  tlie  (lay  when  royul  )war|g 
Are  hiuitetl  like  a  maukiu. 

Awftivhigs,  owBi 
Yr'rc  liut  »  |iack  u'  trMiur  luun>, 
Y'l!  no'cr  Ju  giMid  al  u'. 


JOHNIE  COPE. 


Cope  acnt  B  chDllcnge  frac  Dunbar — 
Come,  Charlie,  meel  me  gin  ye  daur, 
Aiid  I'll  learn  you  the  art  of  war. 

If  you'll  Ditict  me  in  the  inorning. 
My  men  arc  bauld,  my  eleeda  are  rude  ; 
They'll  dye  ihcir  hoof«  in  highland  blood,  I 
And  L'at  their  hay  in  Holyrood 

I^  ten  to-morrow  moming. 

\\[niu  Charlie  looked  (he  letter  od, 
Vte  drew  his  tword  the  BcaUbiird  from— 
Cuitie  follow  me  my  merry  merry  tnen 
To  meet  Johuie  Cope  in  the  n 


t 


Hey,  Johnie  Cope,  are  ye  waking  yel. 
Or  are  yjyr  drutUB  abq^liiig  yet  ? 
Wi'  c-Iaymore  sliarp  and  music  sweet 
We'll  moke  ye  mirth  i'  the  inorumg. 

At  ween  the  gray  day  and  the  bud 
The  liiKhlaod  pipee  came  gkirlinir  un  i 
Now  fye,  Johnie  Cope,  get  up  and  run. 

Twill  be  a  bloody  morning. 
O  yon's  the  warpipes'  deadlie  Btnim, 
It  quells  tiur  iifc  and  drowns  our  drum; 
The  bonnets  blue  and  bruMlgword*  come— 

Tivill  be  a  bloody  Diorning;. 

Now,  Johnie  Cope,  be  m  good's  your  word. 
And  try  our  fate  wi'  Are  and  sword  ( 
And  lakna  vring  like  a  Frighten'd  bird 

That's  chased  frae  its  neat  in  the  moming. 
The  warpipes  ga¥e  a  wilder  screed. 
The  cUdb  came  down  wi'  iivicked  speed  : 
He  laid  his  leg  out  o'er  a  steed — 

I  wish  you  a  good  morning. 

Moist  wi'  his  fear  and  spurring  fast. 
An  auld  man  epeered  as  Johnie  past — 
How  speeds  it  wi'  your  gallant  host } 

1  trow  they've  got  their  coming. 
I'faith,  quo'  Johnie,  I  got  a  fleg 
Frae  the  claymore  and  phllabeg; 
If  I  face  them  again,  deil  break  my  leg. 

So  1  wi^h  you  a  good  m<jrning. 


.    Tbc  pmcDi  eon  l> 


SOHCS  or  SUOTLJUflh 


AMBITION  13  NO  CURB  FOR  LOVK. 


8IB  CILBBItT  ■LUOT, 


My  sheep  1  neglected,  1  broke  my  ahee|^hook, 
And  all  the  ^y  haunts  of  my  youth  1  forsook : 
No  more  for  Amyula  fresh  garlaDds  I  viove ; 
Amhitioo,  1  said,  would  soon  cure  me  of  lore. 
But  what  hud  my  youtb  with  ambition  to  do  f 
Why  left  I  Amenta,  why  broke  I  ray  ?ow  ? 

Through  regions  remoie  in  vain  do  I  roTe,  ^^ 
And  hid  the  wide  world  secure  roe  from  lore.  ^| 
Ah,  fool  1  to  imagine  that  aogbl  could  snbdiw  ^| 
A  love  BO  well  foujtded,  a  pussion  so  irue! 
Ah,  give  me  my  eheep,  and  my  ahccp-hook  rMtore, 
And  I'll  wander  from  love  and  Amynta  do  more ! 


Alat,  'lis  loo  late  at  thy  fate  to  repine 
Poor  shepherd,  Amynta  no  more  can  be  ihinel 
fhy  tears  are  all  fruilless,  thy  Irishes  are 
The  moments  neglected  return  not  ngun. 
Ah,  what  had  my  youth  with  ambition  to 
Why  left  I  Amynta,  why  broke  1  mj  vow  i 


I 


It  KlBMtnl.    air  QUbcR  BUol  wu  IIm 


SONGS  OP  8COTLASD. 
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THE  FLOWERS  OF  THE  FOREST. 


I've  heard  ihem  lilting. 
At  the  cwe-milkiiig. 
Lapses  b'  liliinft 

Before  dawii  of  d^y ; 
But  nuw  they  arc  iiioanin|( 
On  ilka  green  loanioK  i 
The  Flowere  of  lUe  Forait 

Are  a'  wcde  aivne. 

At  biu;hts  in  the  morning', 
Nae  blithe  lads  are  ecomiag ; 
Lasses  are  lunely. 

And  dowie  and  wbc  ; 
Nac  datfing,  aae  gabhing, 
Bui  sighiuji  and  gabbing  j 
11k  ane  lifts  her  legUn, 

A[id  hies  her  awag. 

Id  har'st,  at  the  Bhcarin)^, 
Nae  youths  now  are  jeering  j 
Buidntera  are  runkled. 

And  lyart  or  gray  j 
At  fair  or  at  preaching, 
Nm  wooing,  nae  deeching: 
The  Floivera  of  the  Forest 

Are  a'  wedu  aivue. 


80KCB  or  seoTbiAiiDL. 

At  e'en,  ia  tke  gloaming;. 
Nog  yuunker»  are  roamiDff 
'Bout  Slacks,  with  the  lasies 

At  bogle  to  play; 
But  ilk  uiaid  sits  dresrie, 
LameDtiag  her  deaiy — 
The  Flowers  of  the  Forest 

Are  weded  Awae. 

Dool  and  wae  for  the  order 

Seut  uur  ladii  to  the  Border  1 
The  Engliah.  for  anee. 

By  guile  wan  the  day  j 
The  Flowers  of  the  Poresl 
That  fought  ay  the  foreinOK, 
The  prime  of  our  land 

Are  cBiildiniheclay. 

We'll  hear  aae  mair  lilting 
At  the  ewe-milking. 
Women  and  bairiu  we 

Heartless  and  wae ; 
Sighing  itnd  moaning 
On  ilka  green  loaning, 
Tlie  Flowers  of  the  Forest 

Are  a'  wede  awae. 


"  IMU).  of  leM.  Ben 
,llir  anUiorofilwtt 


THE  FLOWERS  OF  THE  FORIKT. 


I've  Ecen  tlie  amiliog 
Of  Fortuue  beguiling — 
I've  lasted  her  favoura. 

And  felt  ber  decay : 
Sweet  is  her  blessing. 
And  kind  her  careBiiag — 
But  Boon  it  is  fled — 

It  is  fled  far  itwny. 

I've  seen  the  Forest. 
Adom'd  of  ihc  foremost 
With  flowers  of  Ilie  furest. 

Both  pleasBDl  and  gay  t 
Full  svreet  vras  their  bloamitii,'. 
Their  ecenl  the  ^r  perfumiog. 
But  now  they  ure  wilher'd. 

And  a'  wede  awaj-. 

I've  seen  the  morntng 

With  gold  the  hills  adorning ; 

And  Ae  red  storm  rouriiig, 

Before  the  parting  day: 
I've  seen  Tweed's  silver  Htreutns 
Glittering  in  the  sunny  beams, 
Turn  druinlie  and  ilurk 

As  ihey  roll'd  on  their  way. 


«ONOB  OF  SCOTLANI). 


Oh.  fickle  Fortune  I 
Why  this  cruel  gporitaj;  ? 
Wliy  tbus  perplex  u>, 

Poor  toM  of  ■  4%yi 
Thy  frowns  canuot  fear  me, 
Th;  smiles  ciinnut  cheer  roe. 
Since  ihR  Flowcra  of  ihe  Porcsi 

Are  a*  wede  a«ny. 


who  ■poki  ten  warmlT  of  ba  Mute^ 


FOR   LACK  OF  GOLD. 


For  Iftck  of  irold  she  hu  left  me-o  ; 
And  of  all  that's  ilear  (he's  bereft  me-u 
She  me  forsook  for  a  great  duke. 
And  1(1  endlcsi  wo  the  has  left  me-o. 
A  star  and  garter  have  iu6rc  urt 
Than  youth,  a  true  and  faithful  heart ; 
For  empty  titles  we  must  part ; 
For  glittering  abow  she  has  left  me-n. 


No  cruel  fair  ahull  ever  move 
My  injured  heart  again  to  love ; 
Thro'  distant  cliioaies  1  must  ro< 
Since  Jeuijr  ihe  hw  left  me^. 


Ye  powers  above,  I  to  your  care 
Resign  my  faitbless  lovely  Mij 
Your  cboiceel  blessingg  be  her  sbare, 
Tho'  she  baa  ever  left  me-« ! 


oDtTT- clrli  Id  Aynbtre,  Initad  oTtbaUofr— 


Je  propoulB  df  marrlkEP, ' 


I 


TULLOCHGORUM. 


Come  gie's  &  sang.  Montgomery  cried. 
And  lay  your  disputes  all  aside. 
What  significg't  for  folks  to  cbide 

For  what's  been  done  Iiefore  them  I 
Let  Wbig  and  Tory  all  agree, 
Wliig  and  Tory,  Whig  and  Tory. 
Let  Whif;  and  Tory  oil  agree 

To  drop  tbior  whigmegonim. 


Lei  Whig  Rnd  Tory  nil  agree 

I'o  E{icDd  die  nigki  iTiih  mirtfa  and  glev 

Anil  cheerfu'  sing  alao^  wi'  tne 

The  reel  of  Tullncbgorum. 
Tullochgorum'i  my  ticiiglil, 
Ilgrnnusa'  in  aoe  unite. 
And  any  sninph  tliat  k«epB  up  sjhic. 

In  conscience  1  abbnr  him. 
Blithe  and  merry  we"»  be  a'. 
Blithe  and  merry,  blithe  and  merry. 
Blithe  and  merry  ivc's  be  a'. 

And  mak'  a  i-heerfu'  quorum. 
Blithe  and  merry  we'«  be  a% 
Aa  lang  as  we  hae  bre^atb  (o  drsnr. 
And  dance,  till  we  be  like  to  fa'. 

The  red  ofTiUlochgomm. 

There  needs  iia  be  sae  greftt  ■  phratic, 
Wi'  dringing  dull  Ilalisn  layi; 
t  wadna'  gic  our  ain  slratliapeya 

For  half  a  hundred  Ecore  o  'em. 
They're  douffand  duwie  at  the  beat, 
DoulTand  itoivic,  doiiff  and  dowie. 
They're  doiiff'and  dou-ie  at  the  be«i, 

Wi'  a'  tlieir  variomni. 
They're  douffand  doivic  at  tbe  best, 
Their  allegros,  anil  a'  (he  rest. 
They  canna  please  a  Mlg-hlaiid  taste 

Compared  vd'  Tullucbgorum. 
Let  worldly  minds  tbemaelveB  oppr«n 
Wi'  fear  of  want,  and  double  ccw. 
And  silly  li.iuh  themselves  dlttreH 
Wi'  keeping  up  decnrau). 


Shall  we  «ae  sour  aod  sulkjr  Bit, 
Souf  and  eaiky,  aouT  and  aulkf, 
Shiill  we  $ae  sour  and  sulky  sit. 

Like  auld  Philuaophoruin ! 
Shall  we  sae  eour  and  sulk;  eit, 
Wi'  oeither  seme,  nor  mirth,  nor  wit. 
And  canaa  rise  to  shake  a  fit 

At  thereelof  Tulloch^orum? 
May  cliokcbC  blessings  Btill  attend 
Ench  honeat-hcartcd  opeu  friend. 
And  ealm  and  quiet  be  his  end. 

And  a'  that's  good  watch  o'er  him  I 
May  peace  and  plenty  be  his  tot. 
Peace  and  plentVj  peace  and  pleaty, 
May  peace  and  plenty  be  his  lot. 

And  dainties  n  great  store  o'  em  I 
May  peace  and  plenty  he  his  lot, 
Unstain'd  by  any  vicious  blot ; 
And  may  be  never  want  a  groat 

That's  fond  of  Tullochgorum. 
But  for  the  discontented  fool 
Who  wants  to  be  oppregsian's  tool, 
Alay  cnry  gnaw  his  rotten  soul 

And  discontent  devour  Itim  ! 
May  dool  and  sorrow  he  his  chance, 
X>ool  and  sorrow,  dool  and  Borrow, 
ftlay  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  chance, 

And  honest  souls  ahhor  bim  I 
May  doot  and  sorrow  be  his  chance, 
the  ills  that  come  froe  Fraoue, 
r  he  be  that  winna  dance 

The  reel  of  TuUocb)foruin  I  - 


JOHN  or  BADEN' 


Wh-ca  HtH  1  came  to  b 

Of  iwenty  yean  or  so, 
I  (bought  tnyeelf  a  liaodsoine  youib. 

And  fiiio  thf  world  woiijd  knoiT  : 
lu  best  attire  I  tiept  abroad. 

With  spirits  brisk  and  gay. 
And  here  and  there,  und  crciywbere, 

WwlikeaDioniinMnyi 
No  care  had  1,  do  fear  of  want. 

But  rambled  up  and  down. 
And  for  a  beau  I  might  hare  pua'd 

In  country  or  in  town  : 
I  atill  was  pleased  where'er  I  went. 

And  when  I  was  alone 
1  tuned  my  pipe,  and  pleased  myself 

Wi'  John  of  BadenyoR. 

Now  in  the  days  of  youthful  prime 

A  mistress  I  must  find; 
For  love,  1  heard,  gave  one  an  air, 

A  nd  even  improved  the  mind : 
On  Phillie  fair,  above  the  rest. 

Kind  forluoe  lis'd  mine  eye«  j 
Her  piercing  beauty  touch'd  my 


And  she  became  my  choice. 


bnr^ 


SONCB  OV  BCOTLAKD.  lOl 

To  Cupid  now,  with  hearty  prayer, 

I  offcr'd  inaiiy  a  vow. 
And  danced  and  sung,  aad  tigh'd  and  (wore. 

As  other  lovere  do; 
But  when  at  laaC  I  breath-cd  my  flame, 

I  found  her  cold  aa  stone — 
I  left  ihe  jilt,  and  tuned  my  pipe 

To  John  of  Badenyon. 

When  love  had  thua  my  heart  beguiled 

With  fooliali  hopes  and  Toio, 
To  friendship's  port  I  ateer'd  my  course. 

And  lau);h'd  at  lovers'  pain. 
A  friend  1  got  by  lucky  cliance, 

Twas  sometbing  lilie  divine  \ 
An  honcit  friend's  a  precious  gift. 

And  such  a  gift  was  mine. 
And  no IV,  whatever  might  betide, 

A  happy  man  was  I, 
111  any  strait  I  knew  to  wbom 

I  freely  might  apply: 
A  strait  soon  came — my  friend  I  tried — 

He  heard  and  spurn 'd  my  moan  : 
I  hied  me  home,  uud  tuned  my  pipe 

To  John  of  Baden yoD. 

Hotbought  1  should  he  wiser  next. 

And  would  a  patriot  turn. 
Began  to  doat  on  Juhjiie  Wilkes, 

And  cry  up  parson  Hornet 
pVleir  manly  spirit  1  admired, 

And  praised  their  nobli?  zeal, 

lio  hud  with  flaming  tougue  and  pea 

Muintniued  the  public  weal. 


80MCS  OF  SCOTLAifO. 

But  ere  a  month  or  two  had  paaa'4, 

I  found  myeclf  betray'd  ; 
'Twai  »elf  ftnt)  party  after  sll, 

fur  all  the  stir  Ihcy  made. 
At  last  I  saw  the  facliouB  knarcs 

loaull  the  very  Ihrone  ; 
I  i-'irsed  them  all,  and  tuned  m/  pipe  I 

To  Juhn  of  BadenyoD. 

What  De\t  to  do  I  mueed  a  while. 

Still  hopiug  to  Etici'ced, 
I  pitch'd  ou  hooks  fur  company, 

Aud  gravely  tried  to  read ; 
I  bought  and  borrow'd  every  where, 

Anil  studied  night  and  day. 
Nor  mies'd  what  dean  or  doctoi 

That  happeti'd  in  my  way ; 
Philoeopliy  I  now  eBtecm'd 

Tlie  ornament  of  youth. 
And  cnrefully,  through  man;'  a  page,  " 

1  hunted  after  truth  ; 
A  ibtiuaand  t-arious  schemea  1  tried. 

And  yet  wns  plensed  with  none  j 
I  threw  then*  by,  and  tuned  n 

To  John  of  Bailenyon, 

And  now  ye  youngeiera  evcrywhore    < 

Who  wish  to  make  a  ebow. 
Take  heed  in  lime,  nor  foadty  hope  i 

For  happiticss  below ; 
Wliat  you  may  fancy  pleuure  here  ' 

Is  but  a II  empty  name. 
And  dames,  and  fricndr.  and  books  i 

You'll  6nd  them  all  the  « 


Then  be  advised,  and  warniog  take 

Frotn  such  a  man  as  oie, 
I'm  neither  pope  nor  cardinal. 

Nor  one  of  hii;ti  degree ; 
You'll  ineei  displeasure  everywhere — 

Then  do  us  1  have  done. 
E'en  tune  j'our  pipe,  aad  please  yourselves 

Wiih  John  of  Badcnyon. 


THE  MAID  THAT  TENDS  THE  GOATS. 


tip  amang  yon  cliffy  rocbs 
Sweeily  rinjf*  the  rising  ei-ho, 

To  the  maid  that  tends  the  goaXn, 

liilting  o'er  her  native  notes. 

Hark !  she  singa.  Young  Sandy's  kin 

An'  he's  promised  ay  to  lo'e  me ; 
Here's  a  lirooch  I  ne'er  shall  tine 
Till  he's  fairly  marrie-d  to  uie : 

Drive  Bivay  ye  drone  Time, 

'ih'  bring  about  our  bridal  day. 

■ndy  herds  a  flock  o'  sheep, 
Aften  doeti  he  blaw  the  whistle, 

lunniies  list'ning  dauma  bleat. 


}le'»  M  fleet 'a  tlie  moiuiUiD  roc^ 

Hurdy  as  Oie  hij^liland  bekther, 

Wndiu^  through,  the  winter  snow. 

Keeping  are  hU  flock  logether  t 

Ilut  a  plaid,  ivi'  bare  huughs. 

He  braves  the  hleakesit  narlau  blul. 

Brawly  he  cod  dance  and  sing 
Canty  glee  or  hij;hlnnd  croiinuh ; 

-Vane  can  ever  muleli  his  fling. 

At  a,  reel,  or  round  a  ring: 
Wighlly  can  he  nield  a  rung-. 

In  a  brawl  he's  ay  the  bajigater  : 
A'  hie  praise  ean  ne'er  be  sung 
By  (he  iangesl-ninded  songster. 

.^aiij^s  Ihnt  iihg  b'  Sand; 

Come  short,  Ihou(;h  ihey  were  e'er  aae  lang. 


vorttar  )CD»r1uble  c\ 


I 


i  THE  GAWKIK. 


niitbc  youn^  Besa  (o  Jean  did  say. 
Will  ye  giiag  (o  yon  sunny  brae. 
Where  flocks  do  feed,  and  herds  do  stray,.  J 
And  sport  a  while  wi'  Jamie  i 


SCOTLAND. 

All,  na  laea !  I'll  uo  gang  there. 
Nor  about  jRiniu  tak  a  cure. 
Nor  ahaut  Jamie  lak  a  Qwa, 

For  lie's  ta'en  up  m'  Mttgfric. 
For  hark,  and  I  will  lell  you,  lasa, 
Dill  I  not  Ece  young  Jamie  pass, 
Wi"  mcikte  blilheneia  in  hig  face, 

Out  owre  the  muir  to  Maggie  ; 
I  wat  he  ga'e  lier  nionie  a,  kiss. 
And  iMaggic  took  ttiem  ne'er  nmisa  ; 
'Twecn  ilka  smafk  pleased  her  ivi'  this, 

That  Bess  was  but  a  gaivkie — 
For  when  a  ciril  kiSE  I  seek. 
She  turns  her  head  and  thraire  her  dicek, 
And  for  an  hour  she'll  hardly  speak : 

Wlia'd  no  ca'  her  a  gawkic  ? 
But  Bure  my  Maggie  has  mair  sense. 
She'll  gie  a  score  ivithnut  offence  j 
Now  gie  me  aue  into  the  mense. 

And  ye  shall  he  my  dnwtie. 
O  .tamie,  ye  hae  monie  ta'en, 
But  I  will  never  etand  for  aue 
Or  ti^a  when  we  do  meet  again. 

So  ne'er  think  me  a  gawkie. 
Ah,  QB,  lass,  that  cauna  l>e  | 
Sie  thoughts  as  thae  arc  &r  frae  me, 
Or  onic  thy  sweet  face  that  see. 

E'er  to  think  ihee  a  gawkie. 


)'  this 


e'll  speak. 


But,  ivhist,  t 
For  yonder  Jamie  does  u 
Instead  o'  Meg  he  kiss'd  sae  sweet, 
I  trow  he  likes  the  ga-wkie. 


SONOS  OP   SCOTI^ND. 


hk,  wretch  I  bow  cbd  life  be  worthy  thy  care '. 
0  lengthen  itt  mgmcDta  bui  leDinbcnc  deipur. 


:,  and  softly  tie  b 

And  sweetly  (he  nigbtin^olc  auD);  from  the  ti 
At  the  foot  of  a  rock,  where  the  river  was  floiriiig, 

I  aat  niyiielf  down  on  the  bonke  of  the  Dee. 
Flow  on,  loTely  Dee,  flow  on,  thou  sweet  rirer. 
Thy  bank's  purest  streums  Eholl  be  de&r  lo  mc  e 
For  there  1  first  ^in'd  the  affection  and  faiour 

Of  Sandy,  the  glory  nod  pride  of  the  Dee. 

But  now  he's  gone  from  me.  Hnd  left  me  Ihu6  mo 
To  quell  the  proud  rebels — for  valiant  is  hej 

And,  ah  !  there's  no  hope  of  his  «peedy  returning 
To  ivsndcr  a^in  ou  the  banks  of  the  Dee. 

He'B(ti>n^>''^l'''"'*  ?<""''■  o'er  the  rade-roaring  biUowi. 

The  kioil^^'  ^"'^  sweetest  of  all  Ihe  gay  fellows ; 

And  left  me  "»  "fy  "mongst  Ihe  once-loveljr  wiUowi, 
The  loo^l'^t  rawd  un  the  banks  of  the  Dee. 


I 


1 

liUowii 
llowi, 

J 


But  lime  and  my  prayers  may  perhaps  yet  reslure 
Bleet  pe&ce  may  restore  my  dear  ihepbcrd  to  m 
And  when  he  returnjj,  u'ilb  such  care  I'U  watch  o'h 

He  never  shall  leave  the  sweet  banks  of  the  Dee. 
The  Dee  then  ahall  flow,  all  its  beauties  displaying ; 
The  l&tabs  on  its  Ntiuks  shall  a^un  be  seen  playing  ; 
While  I  with  my  Saudy  ara  (--areleasly  straying, 

And  tasting  again  all  the  sweets  of  the  Dee, 


And  iweiKt)!  IbE  ulghliDcslE  i 
[Q  Uji  tilt  plus.  tb<  olnhtlDgale  ilngi  I 


THE  SMILING  PLAINS   PROFUSELY  GAY. 


Tbt-  smiling  plains,  profusely  gay. 
Are  dreat  in  all  the  pride  of  May ; 
The  birds,  on  every  spray  above. 
To  rapture  woke  the  vocal  grove ; 
But.  oh  !  Miranda,  without  ibee. 
Nor  spring  nor  auionner  smiles  ou  me ; 
All  lonely  in  the  secret  shade 
1  mourn  thy  absence,  charming  miudl 


I  love :  u  liunaur  fair ! 
Serenely  sutet  ai  verDoI  air!  , 

Come  to  my  urme ;  for  tbou  fJonr 
Cantt  all  my  stisencc  past  atone. 

(i  to  my  bleeding  heart 
The  soverei)^  balru  of  lore  impart; 
Thy  presence  lasting  joy  aha]!  bring, 
Aud  give  the  year  eternal  sprin^r. 


THERE'S  NAE  LUCK  ABOUT  THE  IIOUI 


Bunt  im— Died  I7>s. 

Anil  are  ye  sure  the  aews  it  true  I 
And  Hre  ye  sure  he's  weel  1 
In  thin  a  lime  to  talk  o'  work  1 
Ye  jades,  Ilia;  hy  your  wheel ! 
Ie  this  a  time  to  think  of  irark. 
When  Colin'fi  at  the  door  i 
tiie  me  my  cloak  i  I'll  to  ihe  qoay. 
And  see  him  come  nshorc. — 

For  thpre's  nae  luck  about  the  hou» 
TTiere'e  nae  luck  ava ; 

There's  little  pleasure  in  the  hause. 
When  our  ^^dcman's  awa'. 

Rise  up,  and  mak  a  clean  lire-iide. 
Put  on  the  muckle  pot; 
Gie  little  Kale  her  cotton  gown. 
And  Jock  bis  Sunday  conii 


I 


And  inak  Ihcir  slioon  as  black  as  elaes. 

Their  hose  as  white  as  aiiaw ; 

It's  n'  to  please  my  ain  icudemao. 

He  likes  to  see  them  braw. 

There's  twa  hens  upon  the  bank. 

Been  fed  lUU  month  and  mair, 

Mak  bajle  iind  tbra  their  ucckii  aliuut, 

That  Colin  neel  may  Fm^  ; 

And  spread  the  table  neat  and  cIchii, 

Gar  ilka  thing  look  braw  ( 

It's  a"  for  love  of  my  gudeman. 

Fur  he's  been  lang  awa'. 

O  gie  me  down  my  bi|{oneta. 

My  bishop-sat  tin  goivn  ( 

And  rio  oil'  lell  the  Baillie's  ivife 

That  Colin's  come  to  town  : 

My  Sunday  shooDthey  mauu  gne  on. 

My  hose  u'  pearl  blue; 

It'll  a'  to  please  my  ain  gudeman. 

For  he's  baith  leal  and  true. 

Sitfi  true  his  words,  sae  Bmooth  his 

His  breath  like  ealler  air  1 

Hk  very  foot  has  music  in't 

When  he  comes  up  the  stair : 

And  will  I  see  his  face  again  ? 

And  will  I  hear  bim  speak  i 

I'm  doivnrigbi  ditgy  with  tbe  (houfrUl, 

In  troth  I'm  like  to  greet. 

The  cauld  blasts  of  the  winter  wind. 

That  thrilled  through  my  heart. 

They're  a"  blown  by  ;  I  hae  him  »Bfe, 

Till  death  we'll  never  purl  r 


^^b      171                    sowe*  ov  8COTI.4WO. 

1 

^H                     But  what  puts  pirtiDg  in  ny  head. 

■ 

^M                    [tm.yl.cf.irn.r.'i 

^H                    The  prccni  moment  ia  our  wn. 

■ 

^^^L                     The  neist  we  never  mw  I 

■ 

^^H                Siait  Colin's  weU.  rm  well  content 

■ 

^^M                  I  hae  nac  malr  to  crave ; 

■ 

^^H                Could  I  but  live  to  mak  him  bleGi. 

■ 

^^H                   I'm  l>le»  dboun  tbe  lurt;. 

^^H                 And  wUl  I  see  his  face  again  > 

H 

^^H                   And  will  1  hear  him  speak  } 

■ 

^^H                  I'm  (iownrishi  diitj  with  the  thought, 

■ 

^V                  In  troth  I'm  like  to  greet. 

1 

^H        r™.UoDeDfthemo«l*.uiimiwnpiniBes««^«„,„ 

Jm 

^^H     iBnrucc.    ThEtwoUon. 

^^B                                   And  wW  [  »c  hli  rue  .«Kln  , 

•W 

^^H      thI.iE  1  ETFT  hestJ  or  r«d  :  and  the  Huh, 

^^H                                    Hie  pcHut  monent  k*  oat  ua 

^F      »E  ™tlhj  of  the  flrii  ji«l,"-Bu.H.. 

1 

...d  -mte  ,™..  ud  cl.lniBl  IW.  »:.ns  u  h„  «„  J^^ 

hUcoilM^on  gf  Bconi-h  Sorp..  (wiU.  D«t«  b,  aura.)  ih«  Of 

diKorend  unone  the  muuicrliiu  of  MleUc.  the  tntidaini  oi  tti 
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I  LO'E  NAE  A  LADDIE  BUT  ANE. 

I  lo'e  nac  a  laddie  but  &ne. 

He  lo'es  Dae  a  laiale  but  me ; 
He's  ivilling  to  make  m«  bis  ain. 

And  hJB  ain  I  am  willing  to  be. 
He  rofl  me  a  rokelay  of  blue, 

A  pair  of  mitleos  of  green — 
The  price  wae  a  km  of  my  idou, 

And  I  paid  bim  Ibe  del>t  yeitrecti, 

Mf  mitber's  ht  mokin^r  a  phraee. 

That  I'm  rather  young  to  be  wed  ; 
But  Itinfr  ere  she  counted  my  days, 

O"  me  she  was  brouRhl  to  bed. 
Sae  mother  juat  settle ycrc  tongue. 

And  dinna  be  Syling  eae  bsuld. 
We  can  weel  do  Ibe  thing  when  we're  y< 

That  we  cauna  do  wecl  when  we're  ai 


at  ue.'  «u  wiiHen  bj  "  Ui.  i 


■I  ii  prtnted  by  Hltiou 


AND  YE  SHALL  WALK  IM  SILK  i 

And  f«  ahull  n-iJk  in  silk  Kllire, 

And  eiller  bae  to  dpare, 
Gin  ye'll  coaaent  to  be  bU  hride. 

Nor  tliiok  o'  Dunald  in&ir. 
O  wba  wad  liuy  a  iilken  gown, 

Wi'  a  poor  brokeo  heart  i 
Or  wbM'fl  to  nic  a  siller  cronrn 

Gin  fr«e  my  love  I  part  i 


The  mind  whose  a 

Far  deuesi  i 
And  cro  I'm  forced  tu  brcuk  my  fuQ 

I'll  lay  me  down  and  die : 
For  I  have  vowed  a  virgin's  vow, 

My  lover's  fate  to  share. 
And  he  has  gi'cn  lo  me  his  bean. 

And  what  can  man  do  mairi 


His  inind  and  manners  ivau  my  hev 

He  gralefu'  took  the  gift. 
And  did  1  wiah  tu  seek  tt  back. 

It  wad  be  n-aur  than  ihcf^. 
For  kngett  life  cao  ne'er  repay 

The  love  he  bears  to  me — 
And  ere  I'm  forced  lo  break  my  failllfl 

I'll  lay  me  down  and  die. 


I 


LOGIE  OF  BUCHAN 


O  Logie  of  Buclian,  its  Logie  tlie  lain). 
He's  ta'eu  bw&'  Jamie  vrht,  delved  in  the  yard, 
Whn  played  on  the  pipe  and  the  viul  ioe  stua' — 
He  has  tft'eo  awa'  Jamie,  the  Sower  o'  ibem  a'  I 

Keep  up  yere  heart,  laiisic,  [hough  I'm  gaun  awa' 
Keep  op  ycre  heart,  laatie,  when  I'm  far  awa'  j 
For  summer  will  cooie  wheD  caiild  winter's  awa'. 
And  I'll  come  and  sec  you  iii  spile  o'  them  a'  f 

0  Sao  die  has  owsco  and  aiUer  and  kye, 

A  house  and  a  haddio  and  a'  things  forhjie. 

Yet  his  look  is  my  life,  and  bis  wish  U  my  law  j— 

They  haie  la'en  awa"  Jamie,  tte  flower  o'  them  a 

My  daddie  looks  sulky,  my  mother  looke  «our  j— 
They  luoi'k  me  wi'  Jamie,  beeauae  be  is  poor : 
But  daddiu  and  minnie  altho'  ihal  they  be. 
There's  oane  o'  them  a'  like  my  Jamie  to  me, 

1  sit  io  the  BUDEhiue  and  spin  on  ray  wheel. 
And  think  on  the  laddie  who  loves  me  sae  weel ; 
And  1  think  till  my  hearts  lit  to  start  into  iwu — 
They  bae  ta'en  awa  Jamie,  the  flower  o'  them  a' ! 

inus  toog  !■  printRl  with  namnDua  r«rUtioin  :  Bunii  touch. 


GIN  LIVING  WORTH  COL'LD  WIN   MY  h 

Gin  living  worth  could  trin  my  hean. 

Ye  sbuu'diiu  eigh  ia  vain  { 
But  in  ihe  darksome  grave  It's  laid. 

Never  to  rise  agmn. 
My  w»cfu'  hesrt  lies  low  wi'  his 

Whose  heart  was  only  mine) 
And  whm  *  heart  wu  that  to  loae ! 

Dut  1  maun  no  repine. 

Yet  ok!  gin  heaven  in  mercy  soon 

Would  ^rant  the  boon  I  crttVC, 
And  lak  thia  life,  now  nae(hing  worth,  ' 

Siu'  Jamie's  in  his  grave  t 
And  see  his  genllc  spirit  comes 

To  shew  me  on  my  way ; 
Surpriz'd  nae  doubt,  I  still  am  here, 

Sair  wond'ring  at  my  stay, 

1  come,  I  come,  my  Jamie  dear ; 

And  oh  I  wi'  what  good  will, 
I  follow  whcresoc'er  ye  lead. 

Ye  canna  lead  to  ilL 
She  said  j  and  aoon  a  deadly  p«]e 

Her  faded  cheeii  possesi. 
Her  wnefu'  heart  forgat  to  beat. 

Her  sorrows  sunk  to  rest. 


rt«n  &  ildf  >i  theet,  pilnli 


IS  I  am  Mmr  to  Mr  1«  unknown.} 


■y  Uul«t  Kayvctt."   n 


W^^B 


O'ER  THE  MOOR  AMANG  THE  IIEATHK,) 


I 


I 


Coming  through  the  craig^  o'  Kjflc, 

Amaiig  the  boDoic  bloomiDg  henlbcr. 
There  I  met  a  liouiiie  la«de. 

Keeping  a'  her  ewe  a  Iht^ither. 
O'er  the  moor  atnang  tbe  heather. 

O'er  the  moor  umatig  the  hcuther ; 
There  I  met  a  bftnnie  laasie,     * 

Keeping  a'  her  ewes  tha^^ther. 

Says  I,  my  dear,  where  ii  thy  hame, — 
lu  moor  or  dale,  pray  tell  me  whether  f 

8hc  saya,  1  tend  the  fieecy  flacks 
That  feed  among  the  bloomlog  heather. 

We  laid  us  down  upou  a  bank, 

Sae  warm  luid  sunnie  wat  the  weather : 
She  left  her  flocks  at  large  to  rove 

Amaog  thebonnie  bluoiniog  heather. 

White  thus  wc  lay,  ahe  eaDg  a  WDg, 
Till  echo  rang  a  mile  and  farther ; 

And  aye  the  burdeo  of  the  sang 
Wu,  O'er  the  moor  aoiaag  the  beatlier. 

She  charm'd  my  heart,  and  aye  singyne 
I  couldna  think  on  ony  other: — 

By  sea  and  sky,  she  shall  be  mine. 
The  bonnie  lass  amang  tbe  heather  I 


I 


O'er  ihe  moor  am&ng  Ihe  heftlli«r, 
Down  sniMig  the  blonoting  heather,— 

By  sea  tnd  sky.  she  shall  be  mine. 
The  boDDie  lis*  ftmaiif;  the  heather '. 


n'HEN  I  UPON  THY  BOSOU  LEA». 


Wlien  I  upon  thy  bosom  lean. 

And  fondly  clasp  thee  a'  my  nin, 
I  ;;lory  in  the  sacred  tiei 

That  iDBile  u»  ane,  wha  once  were  twiun 
A  muluul  ftamc  inspires  us  boith. 

The  tender  look,  the  melting  kisg  : 
Eveu  years  shall  ne'er  destroy  our  love     J 

But  only  gie  us  cbiingc  o'  blits.  I 

Hae  I  a  nhh )  it's  a'  for  thee ;  1 

1  ken  thy  wish  Is  me  to  pletue: 

Our  uioineuls  pass  sae  smooth  away. 
That  numbers  oa  us  look  and  gnae. 


I 


SONGS   OF   SCOTLAND.  ]  7  9 

a 

Wcel  plcas'd  they  see  our  happy  days. 
Nor  envy's  sel  find  aught  to  blame ; 

And  ay  when  weary  cares  arise. 
Thy  bosom  still  shall  l>e  my  hame. 

ril  lay  me  there,  and  take  my  rest. 

And  if  that  aught  disturb  my  dear, 
ril  bid  her  laugh  her  cares  away. 

And  beg  her  not  to  drap  a  tear ; 
Hae  I  a  joy !  it's  a'  her  ain ; 

United  still  her  heart  and  mine ; 
They're  like  the  woodbine  round  the  tree. 

That's  twin'd  till  death  shall  them  disjoin. 


[**  This  song  was  the  work  of  a  yerjr  worthf  Ikcetioat  olA  fellow, 
John  Lapraik,  late  of  DalAram,  near  MolrUrk,  (In  Ayrshire).  He  has 
often  told  me  that  he  composed  it  one  day  when  his  wife  had  been 
fretting  o*er  their  misfortanes." — Burns. 

Barns  heard  these  beantifnl  rerses  snnf  In  a  mstlc  assemhlf,  and 
was  so  delighted  with  them,  that  he  desired  Uie  friendship  of  the 
aathor,  and  addressed  a  poetic  epistle  to  him  in  which  he  aDndM  with 
ezqnisite  delicacy  to  the  aboye  song"— 

There  was  ae  sang,  amang  Uie  rest 
Aboon  them  a*  it  pleased  me  best 
That  some  kind  hosband  had  addreaaed 

To  some  sweet  wife. 
It  thirld  the  heart-strings  thro'  the  breast 

A'  to  the  life. 

Walks,  II.  p.  17J.] 


aoNGs  or  BcoTi.AMv. 


ROSLIS    CASTLE. 


Tnas  in  that  aeasoti  of  the  year. 
When  all  ihinKS  gay  and  sireei  appear, 
Thul  Colin,  nith  the  morniuf  rnj', 
Aroiic  and  suug  bis  rural  lay. 
Of  Nanoy's  cbarms  the  shepherd  aung. 
The  hills  and  dales  irith  Naony  nia^; 
Wliilc  Roalin  Castle  heard  the  siTaiii, 
And  echoed  back  the  i-bcerful  straio. 

Awake,  sweet  Mute  !  the  breathing  spr 
With  rapture  ivarms ;  awake  and  ting  I 
Awake  and  join  the  vocal  throng, 
Who  hail  the  niuming  with  a  iong; 
To  Nanny  raise  tbe  cheerful  lay, 
O  1  bid  her  has^tc  and  come  awayi 
In  sweetest  smiles  herself  adorn. 
And  add  new  graces  to  the  mom  I 

O,  bark,  my  love  I  on  ev'ry  spray. 
Each  feather'd  warbler  tunes  his  lay ; 
Tis  beauty  Gres  the  rorish'd  throng 
And  love  inspires  the  melting  song ; 
Then  let  ray  raptur'd  notes  ariae. 
For  beauty  darli  from  Nanny's  eyesj 
And  love  my  rising  bosom  warms. 
And  fills  my  soul  with  sweet  alonu. 


O  come  my  li>»a  !  thy  Colin'a  luy 

Wiih  rapture  cslla,  O  come  away 

f'ome  while  the  muse  this  wreath  ehall  twin 

Arot'.nit  that  modesl  brow  of  thine, 

0  hither  haste,  Hnd  with  thee  bring 

That  IteauCy  bloomio);  like  the  spring, 

Those  graces  thut  divioel;  iihine, 

And  (-hnrm  this  ratigh'd  Leart  of  miiie. 


I'a  CoUecUoD,  nte-] 


MY  GODDESS,  WOMAN. 


|-  Of  mighty  Nature'*  handy-works. 

There's  nought  through  a'  her  limits  wide 

Can  be  compared  to  woman. 
The  farmer's  toita,  the  merchant  trokes, 

From  dawing  to  the  gloamiu  ; 
The  fanner  cares,  the  merchant's  toils. 

Are  a'  to  please  thee,  womnn 
The  sailor  spreads  the  daring  sul. 
Through  billows  chafed  and  foaming, 
I    For  gems  and  gold  and  jewels  rare. 

To  please  thee,  lovely  woman. 
I   The  soldier  Bghts  o'er  crimson'd  fields^ 

^   In  distant  climates  roaming; 
'    But  lays,  wi'  pride,  his  laurels  down. 
Before  thee,  conquering  woman. 


The  monarch  1r«ves  hie  gulden  throao. 

With  other  men  in  eoininoii. 
And  layi  uide  his  crown,  and  kneclg 

A  iubjecl  to  thee,  woman. 
Though  all  were  mine  e'er  tuan  poteeot'^i 

Bar  burial),  Greek,  or  Roman, 
What  would  earth  be,  fr«c  ea«t  lo  vreal. 

Without  my  goddess,  woman  J 


THE  WAYWARD  WIFE. 


Alail  my  aon,  fou  little  know 
The  sorrows  which  from  wedlock  flow 
Farewell  sweet  hours  of  mirth  and  eoM 
Wlien  you  have  gotten  a  wife  to  please. 

Sue  bide  ye  yet,  and  bide  ye  yet. 
Ye  little  k«n  what's  lo  betide  ye  yet. 
The  half  o'  (hat  will  gane  you  yet 
If  B  wayward  wife  obtain  you  yet. 

Your  hopes  ore  high,  your  wisdoio  tasti 
Woe  has  not  had  you  in  its  thrall; 
The  black  cow  on  your  fool  ne'er  trod, 
Which  makes  you  &iug  along  the  road. 

^hen  I,  like  you,  was  young  and  free, 
I  valued  not  the  proudest  she  j 
Like  you,  my  boast  v/as  bold  and  vain. 
That  men  alone  were  born  to  reign. 


SONGS  Ott  SCOTLAND. 

Great  Herculea  aail  Sompsou  loo 
Were  atronf^er  far  th.an  I  or  fou. 
Yet  they  were  baffled  by  their  dears, 
Aod  Telt  the  dietaff  and  the  shears. 

Stout  ^Dtes  of  brass,  and  well-built  wulln. 
Are  proof 'gainst  swords  and  cannon-bull^; 
But  nought  is  found,  by  sea  or  land. 
That  can  a  ivayward  wife  withstand. 

L  pabllahed  Jt  Id  «  very  [miwrrect  >nCa  Id  17fu.  I 


THE  MILLER. 


SIR  JOHX  CLERK   of  PBNNVCriCK. 

O  merry  may  the  maid  be 

Who  marries  wi'  the  miller. 
Fur  foul  day  or  fair  day 

He's  ay  briofpng  till  hur ; 
Has  ay  a  penny  in  hia  poueh. 

Has  something  het  for  supper, 
Wi'  beef  and  pease,  and  melting  cheese, 

An'  lumps  o'  yellow  butter. 

Behind  the  door  stands  bogs  o'  meal, 

.\nd  in  the  ark  is  plenty ; 
And  |{ood  bard  rakes  liis  mither  bake«' 

And  many  a  sweeter  dainty. 


aDKCB   OF  SCOTUtVD. 

A  ^'oucl  fat  Miw,  a  Elreky  row. 

Are  »tandin!(  in  the  byre ; 
Whilst  winkioff  puae,  tri*  mealv  m 

Is  playing  round  ihc  6re. 
Good  tians  Bfp  these,  my  niiiher  says. 

Aud  bid«  ine  tnkr  iltc  miller; 
A  tnillvr't  wife'*  a  merry  ivife. 
And  he's  ay  bringing  till  her. 
Por  meal  or  maut  ahe'll  neTcr  wast 

Till  woud  and  water's  scanty) 
As  laags  Iliere's  cocks  and  cackling  h< 

She'll  ay  hnc  cggi  in  plenty. 
In  winter  time,  when  irind  oni^tlect 

^hake  ha-house,  barn,  and  byre. 
He  sits  aside  a.  ctcau  hearth  slaoe, 

Bcrure  a  rousing  firc; 
O'er  foaming  ale  he  tclla  bis  tale ; 

And  ay  to  show  he's  happy. 
He  clape  hi«  weans,  and  dawtea  hit  n-ift 
Vi'i'  kisses  warm  and  sappy. 


CAULD  KAIL  IN  ABERDEEN. 


I  i-u— Diid  inr- 


Tliere's  cauld  kail  in  Aberdeen. 

And  caatocks  in  .Slra*bogl«i 
Gin  I  hae  but  a  bonnie  lass, 

Ye're  welcome  to  your  rogic 


Ad(I  ye  may  sit  up  a'  the  ni);hl. 
And  drink  till  ii  l>e  hraid  ilay<lighl ' 
Gie  me  a  lase  liaith  clean  and  tipht, 

To  dance  the  reel  o'  Bogie. 
1u  cotillons  tlie  Frenct  e 

Julin  Bull  lovcB  courilt}'  duiici;3  { 
The  Spaniardfi  dance  fsodiiugoi  well  j 

Mynheer  an  all'manil  prances : 
III  foursome  reels  the  ^cols  dclig'hi, 
At  threesoineB  they  dance  wond'rnus  lighl. 
But  twasomes  ding  a'  out  o'  aij^hi. 

Danc'd  to  the  reel  o'  Bogie. 
Come,  1^,  and  view  your  partners  iveel, 

Wale  each  a  blithesome  rogie : 
I'll  tak  this  lassie  to  mysel'. 

She  looks  sae  keen  and  vogie : 
Now,  piper  lad,  bang  up  the  spring  { 
Tlie  country  fashion  is  the  thing. 
To  pree  their  mou'«  ere  wc  begin 

To  dance  the  reel  o'  Bogie. 
Now  ilka  lad  has  got  a  lass 

Sare  you  auld  doited  fogic. 
And  la'eu  a  fling  npon  the  gruis. 

As  they  do  in  Sira'hogie  ; 
But  a'  the  lasses  look  sae  Tain 
We  canna  think  oursels  to  liaiHi 
For  they  maun  hac  their  come-again 

To  dance  the  reel  o'  Bogie. 
Now  a'  the  lads  has  done  their  best. 

Like  true  men  o'  Sira'bogie ; 
We'll  stop  a  while  and  tak  a  rest. 

And  tipple  out  a  cugie. 


Come  now,  iny  lull,  and  tak  your  g 
And  try  ilk  other  to  sarpMs 
la  wJEbinft  heallh  to  ev'ry  Ism, 
To  dance  the  reel  o'  Bogie. 


ViihllBbcd  In  ths  tccOBil  mlnni 


'.  Ubnilui  u  Oortva  Ci 


THE  BONNIE  BRUCKET  LASSIE. 


TLe  bonnie  bracket  laEsie, 

She's  blue  beneath  the  txa  t 
She  iva9  the  fsirost  laii«ie  I 

That  danced  on  the  green.  | 

A  lad  he  loo'd  her  dearly. 

She  did^  Uis  love  return ; 
But  he  hia  vovfi  hae  bmken, 

And  left  her  for  to  mourn. 

Mj  shape,  she  gaya,  vnm  handaome, 

Aly  face  ivaa  fair  and  clean ; 
But  now  I'm  bonnie  brucket. 

And  blue  beneath  the  een. 
My  eyee  were  bright  and  aparklinf^,  4 

Before  that  they  turn'd  blue ;        1 
But  now  they're  dull  with  weeping,! 

And  a',  my  Iqtc,  for  you. 


My  person  it  was  romely. 

My  shape  [lie;  sud  waa  neat ; 
But  DOW  I  am  quite  chunged, 

My  stays  Ihcy  wiona  meet. 
A'  night  I  slipped  soundly. 

My  mind  was  never  sad ; 
But  now  my  rest  is  bToken, 

Wi'  thinkiug  o'  my  lad. 

O  could  1  live  in  darkness. 

Or  bide  me  in  the  aea. 
Since  my  love  is  unfaithful. 

And  has  forsaken  me ! 
No  other  love  I  suffer'd 

Witlian  my  breast  to  dwell  j 
In  nought  I- have  offended 

But  loving  him  loo  well. 
Her  lorer  heard  her  mourning, 

As  by  he  chanced  to  pasa ; 
And  press'd  unto  his  bosom 

The  lovely  brucket  lass. 
My  dear,  he  said,  cease  grieving ; 

Since  that  your  love's  so  true. 
My  bonnie  brucket  lassie, 

I'll  faithful  prove  to  you. 

A  Df  thla  SODS  i'  to  mo  ray  DCtcloil ;  the  two  flnl  llnan 

eitrannUniry  hodr  0(  the  nunc  ol  Trtloti  coaunodlT 
le  DKmg  of  Batlagn  TyOa,  tram  his  hariDC  projected  a 


>■  oeonce-by.thc-BTace.ol 


soNoa  op  sGOTi^xn. 


OH,  HOW  COULD  1  VENTURE. 


Oh,  how  could  1  venture  to  loTe  one  like  thcc. 

And  you  not  despise  a  poor  conquest  like  me. 

On  lords,  thy  admirers,  could  look  wi'  diiduiu. 

And  knew  1  wag  naethiug.yel  pitied  my  pain  } 

You  said,  while  they  teased  yon  with  notuetiseHiiddnM 

^^'1leD  real  the  passion,  the  vanity's  le»st 

You  saw  through  that  silence  which  others  despite. 

And,  while  beaux  were  n-talkin^,  read  love  in  aiy  ejtt- 

Oh,  how  shall  I  fnuld  thee,  and  kiss  a'  thy  chanue. 
Till,  fainting  wi'  pleasure,  I  die  in  yuur  arms  i 
Through  all  the  wild  transports  ofci-tasy  tost. 
Till,  sinking  together,  together  we're  lost  1 
Oh,  where  is  the  maid  (hat  like  thee  ne'er  can  cloj, 
Whose  wit  ran  euliveo  each  dull  pause  of  jor  i 
And  when  the  short  ra.ptureB  are  all  at  ai 
From  beautiful  niislresa  turn  sensible  friend  ? 

In  vain  do  I  praise  thee,  or  strive  lo  reve 
(Too  nice  for  expression,)  what  only  we  feel : 
In  a'  that  ye  do,  in  each  look  and  each  tnien. 
The  in^u;es  in  wutinf^'  -adorn  you  unseen. 
Whiin  I  sec  you  I  love  you,  when  hearing  adord 
1  wonder  and  think  you  a  woman  no  mo. 
Till,  mad  wi'  admiring,  I  canna  contain. 
And,  kissing  your  lips,  you  turn  woman  B^iii.1| 


With  lliee  Id  my  bosom,  how  can  I  de«pair> 
I'll  gaze  on  thy  beautieB,  and  took  aws  care : 
I'll  oak  thy  odvii-e,  when  with  troubles  opprest. 
Which  never  dUpleuee,  hut  always  is  best. 
In  all  that  I  write  I'll  thy  judg'iueat  require  ( 
Thy  ml  shall  eorrcL't  what  thy  charms  did  inspire. 
I'll  kiss  thee  and  press  thee  till  youth  in  all  o'er, 
And  then  live  iu  friendship,  when  passion's  no  more 


I 


O  TELL  ME  HOW  TO  WOO  THEE. 


If  doughty  deeds  my  lady  please, 

Kight  soon  I'll  mount  my  steed ; 
And  strong  his  arm,  and  fast  his  seat. 

That  bears  me  froe  tbe  meed. 
I'll  wear  thy  colours  in.  my  cap, 

Thy  picture  in  my  heart; 
And  he  that  bends  not  to  thine  eye 
Shall  rue  it  to  his  smart. 

Then  tell  me  how  to  woo  thee,  love ; 

O  tcU  me  how  to  woo  thee  I 
For  tby  dear  sake,  nac  care  I'll  lake. 
Though  ne'er  aootliur  trow  me. 

If  gay  attire  delight  thine  eye, 

I'll  dight  me  in  arrayi 
I'll  tend  thy  chamber  door  all  night. 

And  sqaire  thee  all  the  day. 


soMos  nr  scotlams. 

If  sweetest  sounds  c»n  win  thy  r»r, 
Tbete  aounds  111  strive  tn  catch  ; 

Thy  voice  Til  sltal  lo  woo  Ihfsel'. 
That  voice  that  none  can  maicb. 

But  if  fond  love  tliy  bean  can  gain, 

Nbc  maiilcD  lays  her  ikaith  to  me ; 

\  never  lov'd  bill  you. 
For  you  alone  I  ride  the  rin^. 

For  you  I  wear  the  blue ; 
For  you  alone  I  strive  to  sing — 

O  tell  me  hoir  to  woo  ! 


[£lr  Waller  Brrtt  uripin]  th 
printed  It  !□  iht  HiDttrelsrp  *' 
to  baTC  b«a  tli<  compiHillDn 

I.  GnhMu  of  Qutmooi  vu 


THE  LEA  RIG. 


ROBERT  rBRQUHON. 


Will  ye  guDg  o'er  the  lea  rtg, 
My  aln  kind  -deuie-oi 

And  cuddle  there  fu'  kindly 
Wi'  me,  my  kind  deariiMi  I 


r 
I 


At  iliorny  hush,  or  birken  Irue, 

We'll  clatf,  und  never  weary-o , 
They'll  Bcug  ill  e'eu  frae  you  and  me. 

My  Euu  kind  dearic-o. 
Nile  herd  vfV  keat  or  eolly  there 

Shall  ever  come  to  fear  ye-o; 
Dul  lacerot'ks  whietliog  in  the  air 

Shall  woo,  like  me,  their  dearie-o. 
While  itliere  herd  their  lambs  aiid  ewi 

And  toll  for  ivarld's  ^ear,  my  jo. 
Upon  the  Ice  my  pleoBurc  grows 

Wi'  thee,  my  kind  deorie-o. 


And  mony  a  heavy  aigli  I  gie. 

When  absent  fnte  my  dearie-n : 
fiut  geated  'neath  the  milk-irhiie  thorn, 

la  ev'Diog  fair  and  ulearie-o. 
Ell  rapt  ur'd,  a'  my  cares  I  acorn, 

WhuD  vvi'  my  kind  dearie-o. 
Whare  thru  ugh  the  liirks  the  buruie  roivs, 

Aft  hac  1  eat  la'  cheerie-o, 
Amon(^  the  bonnie  greensward  howes, 

Wi'  thee,  my  kind  dearie-o. 
I've  courted  till  i'vc  heard  the  craw 

Of  boneet  Chaoticleerie-o, 
Yet  never  misa'd  my  sleep  ava. 

Whan  wi'  my  kind  dearie-o. 
For  though  the  night  were  ne'er  sue  dsrk. 

And  I  were  ne'er  nae  weary-o, 
I'd  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig, 

Aly  Bin  kind  dearie-o. 


F^^^l 

1 

pi 

WVOt  or  BOOTI.AMO. 

miik  in  Ibli  weary  warld  of  w»e 

miat  mnkes  me  blithe,  and  keeps  luc  «e 

'Tii  thee,  my  kind  dearie-o. 

IFHgU 

HOD  imite  the  two  Bnl  t«ki  of  thii  toob  <^  <' 

Hulmc 

Tbe" 

r.  Rit '■  of  B<irp>  n.>y  cKipe  In  ■  note  :- 

-  When  o"oi  iSc  hill  Ihe  eutern  ttmi. 

TeU.  bugUao.time  li  nur,  mT  Jo  i 

HMuin  «e  dowfuid  we«T  o ,  ' 

Oown  bT  ihc  hum.  wbire  Kcntm  bliU 

^^ 

Wl'  dew  ire  hinflDB  cle«,  my  Jo, 

fU  meet  itaH  UD  tbe  let-ric. 

MlpUnklnddouleO. 

^^H 

In  mlrk»t  glcD,  .(  mUalcbt  hour. 

I'd  rove,  ud  ne-oT  be  eerie  O, 

« Ibrooeh  urn  glen  1  picd  to  th«. 

Mr  in  kind  de>.rle  0. 

JUOioojli  the  nlgHt  were  ne'ei  ue  wild, 

And  I  were  oc'ec  iM  neirie  O, 

I'd  meet  thee  on  the  l*«.riB. 

Mj  win  kind  drane  0. 

To  .onic  the  maunHOn  d«c.  mr  Ja< 

At  noon  the  nihn  *eck*  the  cln. 

I 

Along  the  bunno  iteer.  mr  jo  1 

Glf  oi*  the  honi  o'  iKkubId'  ga^. 

Tomeettheeoalbelnrlc. 

Mj  ain  kinil  dearie  O. 

WUKim 

»T  the  old  words  prcsened  by  Bnnu. 

MrsiBkinddeule.O, 

fUrowethBO'erthele^rtB 

Mr  ilii  kind  de&He.  O. 

Aliho-  the  night  wot  ofa  ttt  ml 

And  I  were  oe'er  mt  vwrj,  o, 

I-U  nxre  thee  o'er  the  leB.il| 

Mr  .In  kind  deule.  O,)                         ^_ 

MARY'S  DREAM. 


Tlic  moun  haU  cliuib'i]  ihe  highest  hilf 

That  rises  o'er  the  source  of  Dee.  ' 
And  fruTD  the  ciuleru  summit  shed 

Her  silver  light  ou  totv'r  and  tree ; 
When  Mary  laid  her  down  to  sleep. 

Her  thoughts  on  Sandy  far  at  ses ; 
Wheu  Euft  and  luff  h  voicK  \ns  heard, 

Saying,  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me. 

She  from  her  pillow  gently  raia'd 

Her  head,  to  (u>k  who  there  might  be; 
She  saw  young  Saady  shiv'ring  Bland, 

With  visage  pale  and  hollow  e'e  : — 
O  Mary  dear,  cold  is  my  ciay, 

It  lies  beneaib  a  stormy  eeai 
Far  far  from  tbce  I  sleep  in  death, 

Sa,  Mary,  weep  no  more  fur  me. 

Three  atormy  nights  and  stormy  days 

We  toas'd  upon  Ihe  raging  main. 
And  lonjf  we  strove  our  bark  to  save, 

But  all  our  striving  wu  in  vain. 
Ev'u  then,  when  horror  chill'd  my  blood. 

My  heart  was  Gll'd  with  love  for  thee  ; 
The  itorm  is  past,  and  I'm  at  rest. 

So,  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me. 

VOL.  II.  o 


O  inuiiteti  dtuu'.  Ihyi«lf  prepkrc,  ' 

We  soon  ihall  nie«  upoo  (hnt  sliure 
Where  love  »  free  from  doubi  antl  c«rt. 

And  ihou  and  I  eboll  port  no  more. 
Iioud  crowM  the  cotk,  tlid  abadow  flad, 

Nci  more  of  Sandy  could  «be  see ; 
But  soft  the  pasdn^r  epirit  aoid, 

"  Sweet  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  we '." 


Alrdi.  00  ihg  RiTcr  Dcr,  vbcni 

)av«.  ■  tit.  Alciudci  HUJet  >t  « 
WTltlPi  th«  ilKiTC  |i*th«lc  rcim. 


STREPHON  AND  LYDlA. 


All  lonely  on  the  sultry  beach 

Gxpiring-  Slreplion  lay. 
No  band  the  cordial  draught  lo  rew 

Nor  cheer  the  ^IcKjoiy  way. 
Ill-fated  youtli  I  do  parent  aigh 

To  catch  thy  fleeting  breath. 
No  bride  to  Hx  thy  iwimmiog  eye. 

Or  amooth  tbe  face  of  doaUt  1 


IWlll«B. 

meotBiauQlMoti.  TTirlad7«-uIhc(»iiIie Jtmm 

nUnnm 

Motwhcii  Id  JStailvia  of  DaBgoRr-i  Pmna,    tlvMig  ^cqucatlr 

bUc  placej.  lUer  h"!  foimm  i  reclprocil  iltaclinicD 

which 

their  W. 

by  oo 

qqU<9  to  IbtM  tutn  and  loblti  of  life,    To  elude 

Le  md 

loC«- 

thurCDK. 

ATHblre. 

-BD.«.l 

THE  BOATIE  ROWS. 

UR.   BWCM  OF  ABBVDBEN. 

0  iveel  ma;  the  boalte  row. 

And  belter  may  Eh«  speed ! 

And  weel  may  llie  bonlie  row 

Tliui  wioe  iho  bairns'  bread. 

The  boalie  rt>w»,  the  boatie  rows. 

l-he  boatie  rows  indeed , 

1 

And  happy  be  the  lot  of  »■ 

1^ 

That  ^Ubei  lier  to  speed.                  1 

■ 

tONOs  or  sooTtuutn, 

I  cuist  my  iitw  in  Largo  h*f. 

And  tiaheB  I  ralch'rf  nine) 
Ticu  three  lo  boil,  and  ihrve  to  fir, 

And  three  to  bait  the  line. 
The  l>o«tie  rowa,  ibe  boAtie  rmn, 

T^e  boatie  rows  indeed  t 
And  hnppy  be  the  lot  of  t,' 

Who  iri»he»  her  to  »pee4. 

O  neel  maf  the  boatie  row 

That  fill*  a  hea^y  creel, 
Aiid  cleads  us  a'  fine  head  to  feet, 
.   And  buyi  our  porritch  meiU. 
The  hoatie  rows,  the  boatie  rowa. 

The  hoKtle  rows  indeed; 
And  happy  be  the  lot  of  a' 

That  wish  Ibe  boatie  speed. 

When  Jamie  voVd  he  would  be  mine 
And  wan  froe  me  my  heart, 

0  mucklc  lighter  grew  my  creel  I 
He  swore  we'd  never  part. 

The  bofttie  rows,  the  boade  rows. 

The  boatie  rows  fii'  wecl ; 
And  muckle  lighter  is  the  lade 

When  love  bears  up  the  creel. 

My  kureh  I  put  upon  my  head, 
And  dreii'd  mysel'  fu'  bnw, 

1  trow  my  heart  was  douf  an*  WM 
When  Jamie  gaed  awa': 

But  neel  may  the  boatie  row, 

And  luclty  be  her  part ; 
And  lij^htsone  be  the  losiic's  rare 

That  yields  an  boneat  baari. 


I 


S0KG8  or  BCOTt^ND. 


When  Sawney 

,  Joek,  uid  Janetie, 

Are  up,  and 

l^otten  lear. 

They'll  help  t( 

i  gM  th«  boatie  ron, 

And  lighten 

a'  our  care. 

The  hoatle  rov 

n,  ihe  botlie  rows. 

The  hoatie  i 

'OWB  ta'  weel , 

And  llghtaoDie 

be  her  heart  that  li< 

The  murlaic 

I  and  the  creel. 

And  when  wi'  age  we're  worn  down 

And  hirplingf  round  the  door. 
They'll  row  to  keep  us  dry  and  WHrm, 

As  we  did  them  before. 
Then  weel  may  the  boatie  row. 

She  WLQS  the  bairns'  bread. 
And  happy  be  the  lot  of  a' 

That  wish  the  boat  to  speed. 


RED   GLEAMS   THE   SUN 


r  DR.  BOBBBT 

Red  gleams  the  lun  on  yoa  hill  tap. 

The  dew  aits  on  the  gowan  j 
Deep  murmurs  thro'  her  glens  the  Spey, 

Around  Kinrara  rowon- 
Where  art  thou,  furcst,  Icindeat  luw ) 

Alas !  wert  thon  bat  near  me, 
Thy  K^nilc  soul,  thy  meltinff  e'e 

Would  ever,  ever  cheer  me. 


■OHGi  or  scoTi^KR. 

The  laverock  un^g  ftmuo^  the  cIoikJi,  1 
The  lambs  they  sport  so  rheerie, 

And  i  tit  weeping  by  the  birk  • 
O  where  art  thou,  my  dearie ! 

Aft  may  I  meet  the  mominj;  dew, 
Lang  greet  til]  I  be  weary  j 

Thmi  cauDa,  winaa,  gentle  maid  ! 


THE     CUCKOO. 


Hail,  beauteouB  stranger  of  the  groTC  1 1 

Thou  tneeienger  of  spring  1 
Now  heaven  repairs  tfay  rural  seat, 

An4  woodE  tby  welcome  Nng. 

What  timt  the  daisy  decks  the  green 

Thy  certmn  Toiee  we  hear ; 
Uagt  thou  a  star  to  guide  thy  path. 

Or  mark  the  rolling  year  I 

Delightful  visitant !   with  thee 

1  hail  the  lime  of  fluwen, 
Aud  hear  the  cound  of  rausic  twecl 

From  birds  tuuoug  the  bowers. 


The  schoolboy,  wondering  through  the  » 

To  pull  the  primrose  gay, 
Stkna,  the  new  voice  of  tpring  to  hear. 

And  imitates  (hy  Iny. 

ythax  time  the  pea  puis  on  the  bloom 

Thou  fliest  thy  vocal  vnle. 
An  anniial  ^eet  in  olher  Undit, 

Another  spring  to  bail. 

Sweet  bird,  thy  bower  is  ever  fKOx, 

Thy  iky  is  e<rer  clear; 
Thou  hail  no  sorrow  in  thy  song. 

No  winter  in  thy  year. 

O  could  I  fly,  I'll  fly  with  thee  ! 

We'd  make,  with  jvyful  vfiag, 
Our  anniiat  visit  o'er  the  globe, 

Companionn  of  the  spring. 


}r  bai  •  vutdeilDg  n 


ALONE  BY  THE  I-IGHT  OF  THE  MOON. 


Tlie  day  is  departed,  and  round  from  the  cloud 
The  moon  in  her  beauty  appears  ; 

The  voice  of  the  nightingale  warbles  aloud 
The  mu»ic  of  love  in  our  ears. 


Vn  BOV(7B  or  BCOTLAIrBh 

Marik,  appear !  now  tbe  seuoo  bo  atrect 
With  the  heal  of  th«  hcan  is  in  taoe  i 

The  time  is  go  tender  for  loT«ts  lo  moM 
Alone  by  the  light  i>f  ihe  moon. 

-  1  cannot  when  present  nnfold  wtiat  I  fe«l  i 

I  sigh^an  a  lorer  do  more  t 
Her  name  to  the  ahepherda  I  never  r«mkl. 

Yet  I  think  of  her  all  ihc  liay  n'er. 
Maria,  my  love !  do  yuu  long  for  the  gnre  t 

Do  yon  sigh  for  an  intenien  soon  I 
Dnei  e'er  a  kind  thought  run  on  me  a«  yaa  r( 

Alone  by  tbe  light  of  Ihc  moon  i 

Your  name  from  the  shepherds  whene 

My  bosom  is  all  in  a  glow; 
Your  voice,  when  it  vibrates  go  tn-tei  t 

My  heart  thrills'— my  eyes  orerflov. 
Ye  powers  of  the  sky,  will  your  bounty  dirine 
^  Indulge  a  fond  lover  lus  boon  i 

Iliall  heart  spring  to  beart,  and  Marin  be  miu 
Alone  by  the  light  of  the  moon! 


ROVS  WIFE  OF  ALDIVALLOCH. 

Roy's  wife  of  Aldiralloch  ! 
Boy's  wife  of  AldiTslloeh ! 
Wut  ye  how  she  cheated  me 
Ai  1  came  o'er  (ho  brae*  of  Bulloch  ? 
She  Towed,  she  swore  she  wad  be  miiKv  i 
gaid  that  she  lo'ed  me  best  of  ony  i 
But,  oh  !  the  Gekle,  faithless  quean. 
She's  la'en  the  carle  and  left  her  JuhDle.fl 


mmoB  OF  sooTLATO.                     SOI 

Roy's  w-ife  of  Aldivslloihl 

Roy's  wife  of  AWiraUoch  1 

Wat  ye  how  she  chented  me 

Ab  I  came  o'er  the  braes  of  B&lloch  i 

She  was  u  kind  and  cantie  queen, 

Weel  could  (he  dunee  the  highland  wallocli ; 

HoiT  happy  I,  had  she  been  mine. 

Or  I'd  been  Roy  of  AldlvaUocb  < 

Roy's  wife  of  Aldivdloch ! 
Roy's  wife  of  Aldivalloch  ! 
Wat  ye  how  she  cheated  me 
Aa  1  came  o'er  the  braes  of  BaUoch ! 
Her  iiair  aae  fair,  her  een  aae  clear. 
Her  wcc  bit  mou  sae  sweet  and  bounie  1 
To  me  ihe  ever  will  he  dear. 
Though  she's  for  ever  lefi  ber  Johuie. 

[ "  Ui.  Cnnick.  u  anxlaiu  Inqnlm  Into  oU  m>ttet>  Ulutnti'c  of 
northern  »nr,  wrlbo  Roy".  Wife  of  AJdH^oiMi.  to  Mm.  Uunrny  of 

.hip  liu  beio  MlUM— uid  1  wn  mnr  (or  Itj  beemoMwhoeiBr  wroie 

^k     HER  ABSENCE  WILL  NOT  ALTEH  HE.                   ^H 

^B     Though  diatani  far  from  Jeasy't  charm*,                  ^| 
1  Btrelch  in  yaia  my  loneiug  arms;                              ^^M 
Though  parted  by  the  deeps  of  sea,                             ^H 
Her  kbsonce  shali  not  alter  me.                               ^^H 

Thotigh  brauieauE  nympba  I  *««  aroaiuli 
A  Cfalaris,  Florti,  niiglit  Ire  found, 
Or  Pbillit  with  lier  ruviug  e'ej 
Her  absence  shttll  not  ftltcr  mc. 
A  furer  face,  a  tweeler  etnile, 
JnconBtant  lovers  niBj  beguile ; 
But  111  my  la£s  I'll  constant  be. 
Nor  shall  lier  absence  alter  me. 
Though  laid  oa  India's  burning  ciMtt, 
Or  UD  the  wide  Atlantic  tusl. 
My  mind  from  love  no  power  could  free. 
Nur  could  ber  sbscnce  alter  oic. 
Sec  how  the  flim'r  tbal  cotuts  Ibe  nu 
Pursue*  him  till  hii  race  is  nin  j 
See  how  the  ueedle  seeks  Ihc  p^le. 
Nor  dietance  can  its  power  rontrol ; 
Shall  ltfe1e«B  flaw'ra  the  lun  punne. 
The  needle  to  tlie  pole  prove  true. 
Like  them  shall  I  not  faithFul  be. 
Or  fiball  her  absence  aller  nie  i 
\sk,  who  has  seen  the  inrlle-doire 
Unfaithful  to  its  marrow  prove ! 
Or  who  the  bleating  ewe  bas  seen 
Desert  her  lambkin  on  the  green  I 
Shall  besstj  and  birds,  inferior  far 
To  US,  display  their  lore  and  care  I 
Shall  they  in  union  sweet  agree. 
And  Bhall  her  absence  (Jtcr  me  I 
For  cuni('ring  love  ia  strong  as  death, 
Like  vcb'meni  flames  his  pow'rful  bre 
Through  Hoods  unuiov'd  his  course  ht 
l^v'n  trough  llie  sea's  deTOuring  decp4i 


i 


S0ND9  OP  SCOTLAND. 


Hit  Teh'ment  flamea  my  Iroaom  burn, 
Unchaiig'd  they  blaze  till  I  return ; 
My  faithful  Jesay  then  ehall  see 
Her  absence  haa  not  Bller*d  me. 


THE  MINSTREL. 


I  Keen  blawa  the  wind  o'er  BoDOcht-heail, 
Tlie  snaw  drivea  sDelly  through  Ihe  Jale, 
The  Gaberlunzie  tirls  my  sncck. 

And  ihiv'ring  telh  hU  waefu'  (ale  : 
Cauld  U  the  niKht,  O  let  me  in. 

And  dinna  let  your  roinatrel  fa' t 
And  dinna  lei  his  winding^  sheet 
Be  naeihini;  but  a  wreath  o'  snaw. 

Full  ninety  winters  hae  I  seen. 

And  pip'd  whar  gorcocks  whirring  fleW; 
And  mony  a  day  ye've  dsnc'd,  I  ween. 

To  nils  that  frae  my  drone  1  blew. 
My  Eppie  wak'd  and  soon  «hc  cried. 

Get  up,  guderoan,  and  let  him  in. 
For  weel  ye  ken  the  wiutcr  night 

Was  short  when  he  began  his  din. 

My  Eppie'a  vok-e,  0  wow  its  sweet  1 
B'en  though  she  banns  and  acolda  a  wee  i 

But  when  it's  tun'd  to  pity's  lale, 
O,  haitb  it's  doubly  dear  to  mc  '■ 


•UNO*  or  aetrnjutn. 

(nme  in,  Buld  carle,  I'll  rouse  my  Bit, 

Aui]  iBkke  it  bl«ei«  «  boanie  flamvi 
Your  lilude  b  thlD,  ye've  tial  tfa«  fitf : 

Ye  ihoadns  iiTSf  «ae  for  frae  hame- 
Nne  hamc  bac  I,  the  minsircl  snid. 

Sad  p»rty  strife  w'ertum'd  mj  ha". 
And.  weeping,  at  the  eve  o'  life, 

I  wander  ihrou|rh  a  wnath  o'  tnKV- 


HOW  SWEET  THIS  LONE  VAUS. 

ANDIIKW   B8BK1XK. 


How  sweet  this  lone  vaJe,  aod  bow  sootfaiag  to  tt<Sici. 
You  nightioKBle's  nules  which  in  melody  m«ll'. 
Oblivion  of  woe  o'er  iny  mind  gently  al«ftl)0(, 
A  pause  from  keen  aaguieh  one  momeul  b  fdt. 
The  moon's  yellow  light  o'er  the  atill  lake  is  dM^I 
Ah  !  near  the  lad  spot  Mary  sleeps  in  her  tomb. 
Again  the  heart  swells,  the  eye  flows  with  wMptng, 
And  tbe  sweets  of  the  Tale  are  all  bhaded  witli  gloom. 


[-'.UlHr.Knkln«-< 
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AULD    ROBIN    GRAY. 
«  LADY  ANNE^LINDSAY. 

Dl0d  18S5. 

^hen  the  sheep  are  in  the  fauld,  and  the  kye  at  hame, 
^nd  a'  the  warld  to  sleep  are  gane : 
*The  waes  of  my  heart  fe'  in  show'fB  frae  my  ee, 
^hen  my  gudeman  lyes  sound  by  me. 

-Toung  Jamie  loo'd  me  weel,  and  sought  me  for  his 

bride. 
But  saving  a  croun  he  had  naething  else  beside ; 
To  mak  that  croun  a  pound,  my  Jamie  gade  to  sea, 
nd  the  croun  and  the  pound  were  baith  for  me. 

He  hadna  been  awa,  a  week  but  only  twa. 

When  my  mother  she  fell  sick,  and  the  cow  was  stown 

awa; 
My  father  brak  his  arm,  and  my  Jamie  al  the  sea. 
And  auld  Robin  Gray  came  a  courting  me. 

My  father  coudna  work,  my  mother  coudna  spin, 
1  toil'd  day  and  night,  but  their  bread  I  coudna  win ; 
Old  Rob  maintain'd  them  i)aith,  and  wi'  tears  in  his  ee. 
Said  "  Jenny,  for  their  sakes,  O  marry  me.*^ 

My  heart  it  said  nae,  for  I  look'd  for  Jamie  back. 
But  the  wind  it  blew  high,  and  the  ship  it  was  a  wreck ; 
The  ship  it  was  a  wreck,  why  didna  Jenny  die. 
And  why  do  I  live  to  say,  Wae's  me  ? 


I 


My  fuber  arinied  Mir,  my  mitbn-  didu  spfk. 
She  lookit  in  my  fare  till  uty  Le«rt  wu  lik«  la 
8«e  thtj  fp'ti  him   mj  bkiid.  tho'  my  Iwafl  « 


And  mold  Robin  Gray  u  eudeman  to  m«. 

I  badna  ticvii  a  wife  »  week  but  only  tomr, 
WhfD,  bittio^  sae  mournfully  at  the  door, 
I  9Bn  my  Junic'i  wniilh,  for  I  roudnm  think  it  ht, 
'Till  he  eaid,  ■'  ["oi  eiimc  bock  for  to  mtnj  thee." 

0  sair  did  irc  grtel,  and  mickle  did  <v«  uy, 

Wc  look  but  ae  kiss,  and  we  (ore  ourselm  amyt 

1  wi«b  I  were  dead  ]  but  I'm  ao  like  lo  die. 
And  why  do  1  live  to  »ay,  Wae's  me  t 

I  gaug  like  B  gbaist,  and  I  carena  to  tpin, 
1  darenn  think  on  Jntulc,  for  that  wad  be  •  iIdi 
Bui  I'll  do  my  lieni  a  giidcwlfe  lu  be. 
For  RiUd  Rubin  Gray  ia  kind  unto  me. 


tell  b J  wHOnt  a  tew  roHMl  M- 


uiU  <>eD  i>mc  o 

lU  ■dmircn  wen  rurwd  cbodUi  tD  uctOc  »■ 

bmd  It  >aiig  IwfoR  ihF  loveJ J  Unr  Qo«b  tf  »«»■ 

Burnt  till!  Dl 

biit  Id  tliB  erul  V 

wt'i  dity  li  vu  rot  luctiiTcif  kaon  •luiwtw 

antlior.    Id  latB 

mm  Ihi  wUhu 

•bin  Id  ■  lElict  u>  Bir  Wilier  Ecolt  ) 

A 


E  TEARS  1  SHED  MUST  EVER  FALL. 


The  tears  1  elied  miiiil  ever  full ; 

I  iveep  not  for  an  abscut  swsiu. 
For  tliuu^lits  can  post  delights  recill, 

And  ported  loven  meet  again. 
I  ireep  not  for  the  silent  dcud. 

Their  toils  are  pasl,  their  gorruws  o'er. 
And  tliose  they  lov'd  their  steps  thall  tread. 

And  death  (hull  join  to  pari  no  more. 

Though  boundless  oL-eans  roll  betiTeen, 

If  uertiiin  that  his  heart  is  near, 
A  cnuscious  transport  giatLa  each  scene. 

Soft  Is  the  sif;h  and  sweet  tho  tear. 
Ev'n  when  bf  death's  told  hand  remov'd. 

We  inourn  the  tenant  of  the  loinh, 
To  think  that  er'n  in  death  he  lov'd, 

Can  gi[d  the  horrors  of  the  gloom. 

But  bitter,  hitter  are  the  tears 

Of  her  who  utighted  love  beivaili, 
No  hope  her  gloomj'  prospect  cheers. 

No  pleasing  melancholy  hails. 
Her's  are  the  pangs  of  ivounded  pride, 
^  Of  blasted  hope,  and  wiiLer'd  joy  ; 
"~  e  prop  she  lean'd  on  pierc'd  her  side, 
[  The  flame  the  fed  burns  tu  deatrajr. 


aoNoa  or  icoti-akd. 

n  dots  memory  renew 
The  boara  oDce  ling-'il  in  tnuuporl'*  dn: 
The  lad  rcveree  coon  itaru  lo  rieir. 
And  turos  the  thong-lit  to  ag-ony. 

Thr  pong  ID  ev'ry  fe-eling  due  r 
Ungen'rous  yoult,  thy  boast  how  pour. 
To  steal  B  heart,  and  break  it  loo  '. 

No  cold  approach,  an  alter'd  mien, 

jDtt  what  would  make  auapicion  ctarl  -, 
No  paOEc  the  dira  extremes  between. 

He  made  me  blest — and  broke  lav  heati ! 
Hope  from  lU  only  anchor  torn. 

Neglected  uid  neglecting  all, 
Priendlcsii  fureaken,  nnd  forlorn. 

The  teari  I  shed  must  ever  fall. 


CHEROKEE  INDIAN  DEATH  SONC. 


The  lun  seta  iu  night,  and  the  stan  shun  th«  day. 
But  glory  remains  when  their  lights  fade  away. 
Begin,  ye  lormentitrt ;  your  Ihreau  are  in  vain, 
For  the  son  of  Alknomook  will  iwer  GtMnplain. 


SOMOR  OP  gCOTLASIK 

■8  he  shot  from  his  bow  j 
Remember  your  chiefs  by  hie  hatchet  laiil  luw. 
Why  60  alow !  Do  you  ivait  till  I  shrink  from  the  pi 
No  J  the  son  of  Alknomook  ehull  never  L-omplun. 
Remember  the  wood  where  ia  ambuab  we  lay, 
And  the  scalps  which  we  bore  from  your  oation  away. 
Now  the  llame  n»e»  fa«t ;  ye  exult  in  my  pain  ( 
But  the  son  of  Alknomook  can  never  complain. 

I  go  to  the  land  where  roy  fallier  in  gone  : 
His  )(huBt  shall  rejoice  in  the  fame  of  his  son. 
Death  comes  like  a  friend,  to  relieve  me  from  pun  ; 
And  thy  son,  U  Alknomook,  has  acora'd  to  complain 


O  GIN  MY  LOVE  WERE  YON  RED  ROSE. 

O  gia  ray  lore  were  yon  red  rose. 

That  grows  upon  [lie  castle  wa' ; 
And  I  mysel'  a  drop  o'  dew. 

Into  her  bonnie  breast  lo  fa' ! 
Oh,  there  beyond  expression  blest, 

I'd  feoBt  on  beauty  a'  the  night ) 
Seal'd  on  her  sUk-saft  faulds  lo  rest. 

Till  flcy'd  awa  by  Pboebus'  Hsht." 
O  were  my  love  yon  lilac  fair, 

Wi'  purple  blossonas  to  the  spring ; 
And  I,  a  bird  to  shelter  there. 

When  wearied  on  my  little  wing. 


when  it  tvu  inm 
n  wilJ,  mil  M-inicr  nidf  ■ 
I  1  u-wl  nine  r>u  waoUiD  triuKt 
When  TOulbfu*  M«y  iu  bloom  r 


a(tlil>ex<(nl^WlUUe 


aoxea  or  icOTU 


■r.  Mothetnllnrai 

qdulH  ana 4  hJi  ilehtor.  it  m 
hcOloe  the  iLUr  utilidoDi  Mr.  ! 
rnfpniot  cuiulos.    Could  not 


TALK  NOT  OF  LOVE, 


Talk  D0(  of  lore  it  gives  lue  pain, 

For  lore  has  been  my  foe; 
He  bound  me  with  an  iron  chain, 

And  plunged  me  deep  in  woe. 
Bat  friendship's  pure  and  lasiiu^Jofa, 

My  beBfC  was  furio'd  lo  prove, 
There,  welcome  win,  and  wear  the  prize. 

But  ofver  talk  of  lore. 

Your  friendship  much  can  make  me  blc&i, 

0  why  tbul  blias  deitroy ! 
Wliy  iirffe  the  only  uue  requeat 

You  LddTv  I  wiU  d«ny ! 


I 


^^19  tOUaS   OW  SCOTLAND, 

Your  thongUt,  if  love  must  harbour  tbtrr. 

CoDceal  it  in  that  thought ; 
Nor  cau«e  me  fruin  my  bDnum 

The  very  frien-d  I  sought. 


* 


■luU  loaaa  In  tbc  burlctqnt  lAstmla  of  Tkr,  aoil  lbs  • 

f'mb-itreet  idiooJ  ot  iiBiten.    The  luSj  L«  atiU 
jDoiiniJ  bj  t  wUb  (drclc  of  relntloa*  uid  btaw 


THE  LASS  OF  BALLOCHMYLE. 


Twoi  even— the  deWy  field*  were  gnea. 
On  every  blade  the  pcarU  hang. 

The  zephyr  waulon'd  round  the  beau, 
Aud  bore  ila  fragrant  iweels  alug : 

In  ev'ry  gleu  the  inn  vie  saDg, 

>  lisleniug  sceiii'd  the  while. 

Except  where  greenwood  echoes  rang, 
Amaag  the  brae-s  u*  Ballocbmyle. 


I 


With  careless  step  I  onward  nnj'A, 

My  heart  rejok'd  in  nature'i  joy. 
When  mueing  in  a  lonely  glade, 

A  maiden  fair  I  thanc'd  to  spy  g 
Her  look  was  like  the  morning's  eye. 

Her  hur  like  nature's  vernal  smile. 
Perfection  whisper'd,  passing  by. 

Behold  the  lass  o'  B alloc h lu yl e ! 

Fair  is  the  room  in  flow'ry  May, 

And  sweet  is  night  in  autumn  mild; 
When  roving  thro'  the  garden  gay. 

Or  wand'ring  in  the  kenely  wild : 
But  woman,  uature'e  darling  child ! 

There  all  her  charms  she  does  compile ; 
Even  there  her  other  works  arc  foil'd 

By  the  bonnie  lass  o'  Ballochmyle. 

O,  had  she  been  a  irDnntry  maid. 

And  1  the  happy  country  snain, 
Tho'  ehcUer'd  in  the  lowest  shade 

That  ever  rose  on  Scotland's  plain. 
Thro'  weary  winter's  wind  and  rain 

With  joy,  with  rapture,  1  would  toil] 
And  nightly  to  my  boiom  drain 

The  bonnie  lass  o'  Ballochmyle. 

Then  pride  might  climb  the  slipp'ry  steep. 

Where  fame  and  honours  lofty  shine; 
And  thirst  of  gold  might  tempt  the  deep, 

Or  downward  seek  the  Indian  mine  ; 
Give  me  the  cot  below  the  pine, 

To  tend  the  Socks,  or  till  the  soil. 
And  ev'ry  day  have  joya  divine. 

With  the  bonnie  lass  o'  Ballochmyle. 
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Wi'  lightoome  heart  I  pn'd  a  rote, 

Fu'  8weet  upon  ito  thorny  tree ; 
And  my  fauie  luver  stole  my  rote. 

But  ah !  he  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 


[The  lady  to  whose  lip«  thcM  w%rj  beantlftil  ttata  vn  flv«a«  wm 
Miss  Kennedf  of  Dalcftrrock,  a  yoanr  and  luaiiUftil  girl  tlMt  Ml  a 
ctim  to  her  heaiHeM  seducer,  M'DooaU  of  Lofaa. 
I  subjoin  the  earliest  Terslon  of  this  Ikvoorite  Ijrlo. 

Ye  flowery  hanks  o'  bonnto  Dooo, 

How  can  ye  bloom  sae  Cyr  i 
How  can  ye  chant,  ye  Uttte  birds. 

And  I  sae  fa*  o'  cart  I 

Thonll  break  my  heart,  tboa  bona!*  blrd« 

That  sings  upon  the  bough ) 
ThoQ  minds  me  o*  the  happy  days 

When  my  flanse  lave  was  true. 

Thonll  break  my  heart,  tboa  bonnle  bird. 

That  sings  beside  thy  mate ) 
For  sae  I  sat,  and  sae  I  sang, 

And  wist  na  o'  my  Cste. 

Aft  hae  I  roT*d  by  bonnle  Doob, 

To  see  the  woodbine  twtna. 
And  Ilka  bird  sang  o*  Ita  lore. 

And  sae  did  I  o^  mine. 


Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  po'd  a  loee, 

Ftae  aff  Its  thorny  tree, 
And  my  flanse  loTcr  ataw  the  foatb 

Bat  left  the  thorn  wl*  mt.] 


B  OF^VOTLAND. 


GRKEN-  GROW  THE  RASHEJi.  6' 

ROBEHT  DVaSS. 


Ureen  ^rnw  lUe  rathen,  O; 

Green  (rM*"  the  n»Bhcs.  O; 
Tlie  sweetest  hours  thnt  e'er  1  tpend. 

Are  spent  umnn^  ibe  )«Mes,  f). 

There'!  nought  bnt  r4ire  od  ev'ry  ban'. 
In  e?ery  hour  that  pAfaex,  O : 

What  eigniGes  ibe  life  u'  man. 
An'  'twere  na  for  the  lassee,  Oi 

The  ivarly  race  nmy  riches  ebaie, 
An*  riches  ttil  I  ma;  Ay  them,  0 ; 

An'  tho'  Bt  last  they  catch  them  Tast, 
TTieir  hearts  can  ne'er  enjoy  them.  O. 

But  giK  me  a  cunny  hour  at  e' 
My  arms  about  my  dearie,  0; 

An"  warly  cares,  an'  warly  men, 
May  a'  gae  tupsaltecrie,  O. 

For  you  we  douce,  ye  ineer  at  tbis, 

Ye're  nought  but  seDsdcss  ai 
The  wiicst  insD  the  wuV  e'er  w 

He  dearly  lov'd  the  laasea.  O. 
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Anld  Nature  swears,  the  lovely  dears 

Her  noblest  work  she  classes,  O : 
Her  'prentice  ban'  she  try'd  on  man, 
An'  then  she  made  the  lasses,  O. 
Green  ^row  the  rashes,  O ! 

Green  grow  the  rashes,  O ! 
The  sweetest  hours  that  e'er  I  spend. 
Are  spent  amang  the  lasses,  O. 


[  Upon  some  old  fragments,  now  freqaentlf  printed.  Burns  founded 
tbis  verjr  charming  and  popular  song. 

The  sentiment  of  the  last  verae  tlMmgh  not  new,  is  at  Mr.  Cun- 
ningham saf a,  **  the  richest  incense  any  poet  erer  offered  at  the 
slirine  uf  beauty.**] 


THE  BIRKS  OF  ABERFELDY. 

ROBERT  BURNS. 


CHORUS. 


Bonnie  lassie,  will  ye  go. 
Will  ye  go,  will  jt  go ; 
Bonnie  lassie,  will  ye  go 
To  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy  ? 

Now  simmer  blinks  on  flowery  braes. 
And  o'er  the  crystal  streamlet  plays ; 
Come  let  us  spend  the  lightsome  days 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 


soNDi  or  icoruMB. 

The  liiil«  liirdiM  Uliihely  ^'"g. 
Wliile  o'er  their  beads  Oxv  hatelt  binn 
Or  lightly  flit  on  wmnton  wing 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldf. 

The  braes  Bsrend,  like  lofty  vi%'t. 
The  fuamy  elream  deep-rouiog;  fa't, 
O'erhunp  m'  fragrant  Kpreading  sImwi 
The  birks  of  AberfeWy. 

The  hoary  cliSa  are  crowii'd  wi'  flown 
White  o'er  Ihe  linns  tht  btirnie  ponn. 
And  riEinR-,  weeta  wi'  misty  thower* 
ThebirkeofAberfeldy. 

Let  Fortune's  gift*  at  random  See, 
They  ne'er  ^ball  draw  a  wish  frae  roe. 
Supremely  blest  wi*  Iotc  and  thee. 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 

Bonnie  lassie,  will  ye  go,       ■ 
Will  ye  go,  will  ye  go ; 
Bonnie  lassie,  will  ye  go 
To  the  birk*  of  Aberfeldy  i 


othihlre) Bo  saa^^^H 

J 


THE   DAY   RETURNS. 
BOBBHT  BURNS. 

The  day  relunis,  my  bosom  burns, 

Tbe  bliaiful  day  we  Ina  did  meet, 
Tho'  winter  wild  in  lempesl  loil'd. 

Ne'er  Bummer-sun  was  bdf  sae  ewcet. 
Than  a'  the  pride  Ihut  loads  (he  tide. 

And  LTossea  o'er  the  sultry  liLe  j 
Tlian  kingly  rubee,  than  crowns  and  globes, 

HeKFtn  gave  me  more— it  made  thee  mine  I 

While  day  and  night  can  bring  delight. 

Or  nului'e  aught  of  pleasure  give. 
While  joys  above  my  miiid  cun  move. 

For  thee,  and  thee  alone,  ]  live. 
V^'hen  tbat  grim  fue  of  life  below 

Comes  in  between  to  maVe  us  part, 
I'he  iroD  band  that  breaks  our  baud. 

It  breaks  my  bliss — it  breaks  my  heart. 


IdiU,  ol  PrIua-CuK;  a. 
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KOKG8  or  SCOTLATfV.  2*23 

[An  old  copy  of  verges  printed  in  Allan  Ramsay's  Miscellany,  we 
are  told  by  Gilbert  Burns,  gave  his  brother  the  hint  of  writinif  this 
curious  song.    See  "  The  Auld  Man's  Address  to  the  Widow," 

O  wha  is  at  my  ehamber  door 
Fair  widow  are  ye  waokin, 

called  by  Ramsay,  "  The  Auld  Man's  best  Argrnment."] 


ANNA,    THY    CHARMS. 
ROBERT  BURNS. 

Anna,  thy  charms  my  bosom  fire. 

And  waste  my  soul  with  care ; 
But,  ah !  how  I)ootle8s  to  admire, 

Wlien  fated  to  despair ! 
Yet  in  thy  presence,  lovely  fair ! 

^o  hope  may  be  forgiven ; 
For  sure,  'twere  impious  to  despair 

So  much  in  sight  of  heaven. 


[  laserted  by  Burns  in  the  second  edition  of  bis  poems,  the  first 
Edinburgh  copy.  The  ktea  as  Mr.  Cunningham  obeerves  is  taken 
fiom  the  last  verse  o^  HumiltQn's  rery  ezqaisite  song : — 

Ah!  tha  poor  shepherd's  monmfol  fkte. 

sec  ante,  p.  1 17-  Mr.  Motherwell  Justly  remarks  that  "  there  is  great 
point  and  elegance  in  this  little  lyric.*'] 


""•   >'=     o„*"  ■»■'>'  «"..     ,  '"  '■"'■  0'.,„ 


tONGt  OF  8C0TI.AND.  W5 

The  woodbiDe  I  will  pu'  when  the  e'ening  star  is  near. 
And  the  diamond-draps  o*  dew  shall  be  her  een  sae 

clear; 
The  violet's  for  modesty  which  weel  she  fa's  to  wear, 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

I'll  tie  the  posie  round  wi'  the  silken  band  o'  luve. 
And  PU  place  it  in  her  breast,  and  1*11  swear  by  a' 

above. 
That  to  my  latest  draught  of  life  the  band  shall  ne'er 

remove. 
And  this  will  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 


[Profestor  Wilson  ba«  remarked,  that  simUar  MntlineDtt  Inspired 
Melea^er  in  bis  *  Heliodora's  Garland.*  "  The  feellnr  of  ibe  Greek 
lines/'  says  Wilson,  '*  is  tender,  and  the  expreasloa  perfect :  bat  com- 
pare the  coartier  with  the  clown,  Meleafer  with  Boms.  The  Scot 
surpasses  the  Greek  in  poetry  as  well  as  in  pasaion  j  bit  tenderueas  Is 
more  heartfelt,  his  expression  more  ezqniaite.'^ 


JOHN    ANDERSON. 
ROBERT  BURNS. 

John  Anderson  my  jo,  John, 

When  we  were  first  sequent. 
Your  locks  were  like  the  raven. 

Your  bonny  brow  was  brent ; 
But  now  your  brow  is  beld,  John, 

Your  locks  are  like  the  snaw ; 
But  blessings  on  your  frosty  pow, 

John  Anderson  my  jo. 

VOL.  II.  *  Q 


John  AndenoD  my  ja,  John. 

We  cUmb  the  bill  thcftitber. 
And  inony  a.  canly  day,  Juba. 

We've  bad  wi'  knc  auiUier  t 
Now  we  nsuQ  loiter  dowD,  J  obi 

But  haod  in  band  we'll  ffo, 
And  sleep  thegither  at  tte  foot, 

John  AAdenon  mjr  jo. 


it  romiKl  like  nuDf  id  f 
r  wM  Hud  In  Pncj 
i(  twISK  repilnted-l  J 


OF  A*  THE  AlRTS  THE  WIND  CAN  BU 

EOBKRT   BUHNB. 

Of  ■'  the  nirta  the  wind  caa  blaw 

I  dearly  like  the  west. 
For  there  the  bonnie  la&sie  lives. 

The  lassie  I  lo'e  beat : 
There  wild-wooda  grow,  and  rivers  rt 

And  raony  a  hill  between  ; 
But  day  and  night  oiy  fancy's  fligbt 

Is  ever  wi'  my  Jean. 

I  see  her  in  the  deny  flowers, 

I  see  her  sweet  and  fair : 
I  hear  her  in  the  tuoefu'  bird*, 

I  hear  her  charm  the  tir: 


r 

I 


There's  not  a  boDoie  flower  that  gpringB 

By  fouDttkin,  shaw,  ar  i;recn. 
There's  not  a  boonie  bird  that  sings. 

But  roinda  lae  o'  iny  Jean. 
O  blaw  ye  westlln  wioda,  blaw  saft 

Arasng  the  leafy  trees. 
And  froe  ilk  fragrant  Hill  and  lulc,* 

Bring  hame  the  laden  bees  ; 
And  bring  the  IsEKie  buck  to  me 

That's  aye  sae  neat  and  cluau ; 
Ae  blink  o'  her  wud  baiiiah  care, 

Sae  charming  h  my  Jean. 

What  sifihs  and  vows,  omang  Ike  knowet 

Hac  passed  atweeu  ua  Iwa ! 
How  fond  lo  meet,  how  wae  to  part. 

That  nigbt  she  gaed  awa! 
The  powcrd  nboon  can  only  ken. 

To  whom  the  heart  ia  seen. 
That  nane  can  be  sae  dear  to  me 

As  my  sweet  lovely  Jean  I 


n,  vtnDifQljr  uvmib,  u 


HOictJnin  printed : 


ca^e  calc  Uom  hlU  ■ad  dlt.- 


0.  WERE  I  ON  PARNASSUS'  HIU- 

ROBBHT  BDBN8. 

O.  were  I  on  PuuKUtu'  LiU  I 
Or  had  of  Helicon  loy  fill  t 
That  1  inigbt  calch  poetic  skill. 

To  sing  how  dew  1  Iotc  thee- 
Dut  NIth  tuauQ  be  my  muse'a  well. 
My  muse  mauo  be  thy  boiiDie  scl' ; 
Ou  Coreiacnn  I'll  glow'r  and  >pell. 

And  write  how  dear  1  Jove  thee. 

ThcD  come,  aweet  muae,  iaapire  my  loy  '. 
For  a'  the  lee-lang  eimmer'ii  day 
1  coudnn  ting,  I  coudua  mv. 

How  much,  how  dear,  1  love  thee. 
I  «ee  tbee  danciog  o'er  ttie  green, 
Thy  waist  sae  jimp,  thy  limbs  kbc  cleut. 
Thy  templing  lipe,  thy  roguish  eeo — 
By  hearen  and  earth  1  love  thee  '. 


I 


By  aighX,  ij  day,  a-field,  at  hame, 
The  tliou)(hu  o'  thee  my  breast  ioQaiuc : 
And  aye  I  muse  and  sbg  thy  name — 

1  only  live  to  love  thee. 
Tho'  I  were  doom'd  to  wander  on 
Beyond  ibe  Boa,  beyond  the  euii, 
Till  my  lut  weary  naud  was  run  ; 

Till  then— and  then  I'U  love  ihee. 


THE  BLUE-EYED  LASSIE. 
BOBEKT  BURNS. 

1  gaed  a  waefu'  gate  yestreen, 

A  gate,  I  fear,  I'll  dearly  rue; 
I  gat  my  death  frac  twa  sweet  cen, 

Twa  lovely  ecu  o'  liounle  blue. 
'Twas  not  her  golden  ringlets  bright. 

Her  lips  like  roses  wat  wi'  dew, 
Her  heaving  boeoni  lily-whiCe  j — 

ll  was  her  een  sae  bounie  blue. 

She  talk'd,  she  smil'd,  uiy  heart  she  wyl'd, 
ijhe  churm'd  my  £Oul — 1  iviHtua  how  ( 

Aud  aye  the  stound,  the  deadly  wound. 
Cam  frse  her  eea  »ae  boouie  blue. 


I 


» 


1  or  BCOTLAKH. 


But  ipare  to  spcftk,  and  Rpftre  ti 
She'll  niblins  I'lstfn  to  my  ran  i 

Sboulil  the  refuse,  I'll  lay  my  dead 
To  lier  Xwa  eea  «ae  boDnie  blue. 


TOICHncl  icnIbfirllietoDic.  fivaUy 


urToT*.-'- 
oacb  draDEbt  ot  Hi 


MACPHERSON'S  FAREWELL. 


Furewell,  ye  duDgeoati  dftrk  uid  stronf, 

llie  wrelch'i  deetinie  I 
Mafpberson's  time  will  aot  be  long. 
On  yonder  gallowB-trce, 

Sbc  rantingly,  sae  wantonly, 

Sao  dauntingly  ^acd  he  [ 
He  play'd  a  spring,  and  djuied  U  Kiund, 
Below  tbe  f(alIows.tree, 


^^^                                       SONOS  OP  BCOTI.AHU.                                SSI      ^^H 

^H           Oh.  H'hal  is  death  liut  parting  brentb  !~                 ^^H 

H^               On  many  a  bloody  plalo                                          ^^H 

I've  dar'd  liU  face,  aud  iu  thU  place                      ^^M 

I  acorn  bim  ;et  again!                                             ^^H 

Untie  theee  bands  from  off  my  handa,                  ^^H 

And  briug  to  ine  m^  eword ;                             ^^^| 

And  there's  no  a  man  in  all  Scotland,                .    ^^H 

But  I'll  brave  him  at  a  word.                         '    ^^H 

I've  liv'd  a  life  of  oturt  and  Mrifc  t                        ^H 

I  die  by  treachcrie                                                    ^^H 

It  burns  my  heart  I  inutt  depart,                            ^^| 

And  not  avenged  be.                                           ^H 

Now  farewell  ligbt— tbou  sunshine  bright,               ^^M 

And  all  beneath  the  sky !                                ^H 

^H             May  coward  shame  distain  his  name,                       ^^H 

^B              The  wretch  that  dares  not  die  I                          ^^M 

^^1                       Sae  rantingly,  sae  wantonly,                          ^^H 

He  play'd  a  spring,  and  danc'd  it  round,     ^^H 

Below  the  g&UDWs-tree.                             ^M 

bDDk,  ud  U»  Did  biUBd  ot  Ma<n>hen»n->  tanwgU  U  tvaUj  wA  ^^H 

kDovn.    (See  Biun>'  Worki.  *ol,  t,  p.  <H.j                                            ^^H 

In  tbe  btUul  ol  Ri«h!e  Onhun.  prlnlHl  In  JobnMn,  BDma  In.  ^^H 

■bore  gtMd  Lrrtn  i  tbs  lull  uid  lusa  of  StUUat  ua  Mmtliif  the 

Unrt  ftllow  oith  tbe  nun*  ol  loun  .- 

0  kooH  mj  titbt  bind  litt  M  Hid, 

He'i  no  In  SUrliog  town  tbl>  •(■!>.                                    ^^M 

Duu  1^  the  ait  ta  BiicUe  Gntaun.]                         ^H 

I 

L 


•  or  SCOTLANU. 


TO  MART  IN  HEAVEN. 


Thou  liug'riiifr  aur.  with  leKi'oiiif  ray, 

Th«i  loT'st  to  greet  tbc  early  luoni. 
Again  thou  usher'st  in  the  day 

My  Mary  from  my  sO'ul  wtu  torn. 
O  Mar)' !  dear  deputed  shade  I 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blisiful  rot  1 
■Seest  thou  thy  lorer  lowly  laid? 

Hev'si  thou  the  groui  thu  rend  hU  breui 

That  Eacred  hour  can  I  for)fet } 

Can  I  forget  the  hallow'd  grove. 
Where  by  the  winding  Ayr  we  met. 

To  live  one  day  of  partiuK  lo»e! 
Eternity  cannot  efface 

Those  reeorda  dear  of  transports  pact ; 
Thy  image  ai  our  last  embrace ;  ' 

Ah  1  little  ihought  we  'Imts  our  tut ! 

Ayr,  gufKling,  Icias*'!  his  peebled  shore, 

O'erhung  with  wild  woods  thick'niog  green ; 

The  fragrant  birch  and  hawthorn  boar 

Twin'd  amorous  round  the  raptur'd  scene  ; 

The  flow'rt  sprang,  wanton  to  be  preat. 
The  birds  sang  lore  on  ev'ry  spray, 
ill  ino,  too  soon,  the  glowing  west 
Proclaini'd  the  speed  of  winged  day. 


•ONCS  OP  BCorLAsn.  2; 

Still  o'er  theae  sceneti  my  mcni'ry  wakes. 

And  fondlf  broods  with,  miser  care ; 
Time  but  tli'  imprcabioD  stronger  mokes, 

A6  «lream8  their  cbannelf  deeper  wear. 
My  Mary,  dear  departed  &bade  ! 

Where  ia  thy  place  of  blissful  rent  ? 
Seeat  Ibou  thy  lover  lowly  laid? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  h'lK  lircast  ? 


HIGHLAND    HARY. 


Ye  banks,  and  bruea,  and  atreams  around 

The  caatle  o'  MoDtgomery, 
Green  be  your  woods,  and  fair  your  flowers, 

Your  waters  never  drumlie ! 
There  aimmer  first  unfauld  her  robea. 

And  there  the  lances'  tarry  i 
For  there  I  took  the  last  fareweel 

O'  my  awMt  Highland  Mary. 
How  sweetly  bloom'd  the  gay  green  hirL, 

How  rich  the  hawthorn's  blossom. 
As  uadcnieath  their  fragrant  shade 

I  clasp'd  her  to  my  boBOin  I 


SUHOS   OP  MCOrLANB. 

The  jfoMeti  houre.  on  angel  niaip. 
Flew  o'er  me  and  my  d«>nc  j 

For  dear  to  me,  as  li^lii  and  life, 
W»s  ray  iwect  Highland  Mary  I 


Wi' 


f.  Mid  lock'd  embrace. 


Oiir  pitniTi)[  was  fa'  tender ; 
Anil,  piedpn^r  aft  to  meet  agwn ; 

We  lore  ounels  atunder ; 
But  oh  I  fell  deatfa'a  untimely  froti. 

That  nipt  my  flower  sae  early  ! — 
Now  green's  the  sod.  and  eauld's  the  clay. 

Thai  wraps  my  Highland  Mary  ! 

O  pole,  pale  now,  those  rosy  lips, 

I  ofl  ha«  kU««l  ixe  fondly  1 
And  eloE'd  for  ay  Ihe  sparkling  glanre, 

That  dwelt  on  [ne  sae  kindly  I 
And  mouldering  now  in  eilenl  dusi. 

That  heart  that  lo'ed  me  dearly — 
But  still  within  my  huso 

Shall  live  my  Highland  Mary  I 


WILLIE  BREWD  A  PECK  O'  ^ 
ROBBRT  BtrBNH. 


WILLIE  BREWD  A  PECK  O'  MAUT. 
ROBBRT  BtrBNH. 

O  Willie  breiv^'d  a  peck  o'  maut. 

And  Rob  and  Allan  PB.m  to  pree; 
I'hree  blytber  hearts,  that  ke-laog  night. 
Ye  wad  na  found  in  Chrislendie. 

Vic  are  na  fou,  we're  iin  that  fou, 

Bui  juat  a  drapple  in  our  e'e ; 
The  coirk  may  craw,  the  day  may  daw. 
And  aye  we'll  tatte  the  barley  bree. 

Here  are  we  met,  three  merry  boys. 
Three  merry  boyg,  I  irow,  are  we ; 

And  mony  a  night  we've  merry  been. 
And  mony  mac  we  hope  to  be  1 

It  is  the  moon,  I  ken  her  bom, 
Tbal'e  blinlciu'  in  the  lift  sae  hie ; 

She  shinee  sae  bright  to  wyle  lu  h&me. 
But  by  my  sooth,  she'Uwait  ft  wee  ! 

Wha  first  ahall  riee  to  guig  awa, 

A  cuckold,  coward  loun  is  he  1 

Wha  last  beside  his  chair  shall  fa'. 

He  is  the  king  amanjf  us  three  I 

We  are  ua  fou,  we're  no  thai  fou. 

But  just  a  drappie  in  our  c'c; 
The  cock  may  crsw,  the  day  may  daw. 


OP  SCOTLAND. 

My  (laddie  saj's,  ^n  I'll  forsake  him. 
He'll  |;ie  ine  gudc  hundred  marks  ten 

fiul  l(  il's  ordaio'd  1  mauD  tiike  him, 
O  wha  will  I  gi2l  but  Tarn  Glen  ? 

Yeslreen,  at  the  Valentine's  dealing. 
My  heart  to  my  luou  gied  a  aEeo ; 

For  thrice  I  drew  aue  without  failiog. 
And  thrice  it  waa  written.  Tarn  Glen  1 

The  last  Halloween  I  was  waukin 
My  droukit  s&rk-sleev«,  as  je  ken  j 

?IU  likeness  cam  up  the  house  staiikin. 
The  very  grey  breehs  o'  Tam  Olen! 

Come  cuunsel,  dear  Tit  lie,  don't  tarry ; 

I'll  gie  you  my  bonny  black  hen, 
Gif  ye  will  advise  me  to  marry 

The  lad  I  lo'e  dearly — Tam  Glen. 


MY  HEARTS  IN  THE  HIGHLANDB. 


My  heart's  in  the  Higblandd,  my  heart  h  not  here ; 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  a-chasin^  the  deer  j 
Cbasing  the  wild  deer,  and  following  the  roe. 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlaads  wherever  I  go. 


i. 


IjO  BOSCB    or   SCOTI^KD. 

rarcwpll  to  ibe  Htghlnnds,  fkrew^  u>  ilw  N«.  _ 
I'hc  hirthplncc  of  Talnur,  ibe  eaontry  of  vorth  i 
Wherever  I  wuider,  whcreTer  I  rove. 
The  hilU  nf  the  Highljuidt  for  e*er  1 10f«. 

Farewi;!!  to  tlie  mouutuni  high  corer'd  irilli  sno", 
FBrewell  ti>  the  sirallu  &ad  gnen  nUtyt  bdm.; 
FaiTwell  to  the  forcBts  and  wild -hauling  witni* : 
Farewell  to  the  torreula  and  load-pouring  flood-. 
My  lienrfs  in  the  Hi^liluidf,  my  heart  is  not  hcff 
My  heart's  in  the  Highland*  a-chafiing  the  dea ; 
('hiaing  the  wild  deer,  and  foUowin};  ihe  rue. 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  wherever  J  go. 


I   OP   DEATH. 


Farewell,  thou  fiiir  day,  thou  greeo  eanb,  and  ye  ski 

Now  gay  with  ihc  bright  seitiog  sun ! 
Farewell,  loves  and  friendships,  ye  dear  tender  liett 

Our  race  of  cxislence  U  run ! 

Thou  grim  king  nf  terrors,  thou  life's  j^ooniy  fot^l 
Go  frighten  the  coward  and  sUre  '.  "F 

Go  tCBch  them  lo  trewlilc,  fell  tyrant !  hot  knw.4 
No  terron  hast  thou  to  the  bnve. 


Thau  strik'it  the  dull  peouuit:  be  tioks  in  Ihe  di 
Nor  sares  ev'u  the  wreck  of  »  oame : 

Thou  strik'bl  the  youu);  hero,  a  glorious  mark  : 
He  falls  in  the  blaze  of  Ins  r«me. 

Id  the  field  of  proud  honour,  our  swords  in  our  t 

Our  king  and  our  country  ta  save. 
While  victory  shines  on  life's  laat  ebbing  sands, 

Ub  !  who  would  not  die  with  the  brave  i 


a  lile  ol  Sliir  ttine  snggeittd  to  Bonn, "  Ths  Sode  of  Di 


THERE  WAS  A  LASS,  AND  SHE  WAS  FAIR. 


There  was  a  lass,  and  she  waa  fair. 
At  kirk  and  market  to  be  seen, 

When  a'  our  fairest  maiJt  were  met. 
The  fairest  maid  was  bonnie  Jean, 

And  aye  she  wrought  her  country  wark. 

And  aye  she  sang  eae  merrilie  : 
The  blythesC  bird  upon  the  bush 
Had  ne'er  a  lighter  h-eart  than  she. 

But  hawks  will  rob  the  lender  joys 
That  bless  the  little  lintwhite's  neat ; 

And  frost  will  blight  the  fairest  Bowers, 
And  love  ivill  break  the  soundest  rest. 


■  WrdoMttkc 


■kK  »«■  mN  ft  ^c  W  b^ 

^  C^M  «  ^  %  ^? 


I 


O  Jeanie  fair,  I  lo'e  thee  dear; 

Aud  canst  thou  tbink  to  fancy  me  i 
And  wilt  ibou  leave  Iby  country  wsrk. 

And  learn  lo  turn  ihe  maute  wi'  me  f 

Thy  baiidsome  foot  thou  shalt  aa  set 
III  liurD  or  byre,  to  trouble  thee  { 

But  sit  on  a  cuihion  and  sew  at  thy  eeaiu 
And  learn  lo  turn  the  ninute  ivi'  me.* 

Now  Jcunie  wist  na  what  lo  say, 
tihe  had  nae  will  to  iny  him  na ; 

At  length  ehe  blueh'd  a  kind  consent. 
And  blias  was  aye  betwten  theni  Iwu. 


juma' klDd  MiDd  Ur.  M'Maida.or  DrnmUnrlci  "ItuTi  not  pilnled 
Ircu  ■nd  stauKclH  ot  ■  cotU[rr-"    It  wu  wrlltcn  ia  17ilfl,  uid  leal 


to  Georyc  ThopisDn,  rreaU  r  tltciHl  iDlanEafefffl  fyt 
»  Un.  tcUiudQ.  (Worlu.  r.  )i.  as.)    Tlie  Editor  I 

Ql  ud  almplB  Inllul  ahanlct  b<  Ion.] 


aoKca  or  scori^xo. 


I 


GROVES  O'   SWEET  MYRTLE. 


&OBEHT  BDRKI 


groves  o'  sweet  myrtle  let  tordga  land»  redtoBf  , 
Where  Uright-benming  summers  exalt  the  perfiunci 
Far  dearer  to  me  yon  lone  glen  o'  green  breckui, 
Wi'  the  burn  atealini;  under  the  long  ycllui*  brooa. 


Par  dearer  to  me  are  tod  humble  broom  bowert. 
Where  the  blue-bell  and  gotran  lurk  lonly  uuina: 

there,  lightly  irippiug  amang  the  wild  Aowerk  _ 
A  listening  the  linnet,  nfi  wandera  my  Je«n.       ^M 


he  breeze  in  their  gay  aiinnf  valli^yt, 
Aad  cBuld,  CaledoDia's  blast  on  ihe  ware  j 
Gwcci-scenled  woudliuids   ihat  skirt 

What  ore  they  ?  The  haunt  of  the  tyraot  and  lUi 


The  sluve's  «picy  forcste,  and  gold-bubbliag  fount 
The  bniTc  Caledonian  viewt  wi'  disduu  i 

He  iranders  ai  free  as  the  winds  of  hia  diaanuJna, 
Save  love's  uilliug  feltera,  the  chwns  o'  I 


the  proud 


KBONCS   OF  SCOTLAXD 
AULD    I.ANQ    8TNK. 
ROBftRT  BtlKNS. 

Shoold  auld  acquamtaace  be  forf^ot. 

And  never  brought  lo  inin'  ? 
Should  auld  acquaiutance  be  fori;ot. 

And  days  □'  lung  syne ! 
For  autd  laog  syae,  mj  dear. 

For  ftuld  lap)^  eyne, 
We'll  lak  a  uup  o'  kiadDess  yet, 

For  auld  lang  syne  ! 
We  twa  bae  run  about  the  braea, 

And  pu't  the  gowaua  fiuc) 
But  we've  ivaudered  many  a  weary  t'uot. 

Sin  auld  laug  ayiic. 

We  twa  bae  pnidl't  i'  the  buro. 

Free  momin'  8un  till  dine : 
But  seas  between  us  braid  hae  roar'd, 

Sin  auld  lang  syne. 

And  here's  a  band,  my  trusty  fere. 

And  gic's  a  baud  o'  thine ; 
And  we'll  tak  a  right  guid  willie-waught, 

For  auld  lang  syne? 

And  surely  ye'll  be  your  pint-stowp. 

And  surely  I'U  be  mine ; 
And  we'll  tak  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet. 


gOKflS  OF  BCOTI.ASV. 

For  Bnld  Itag  tjrne,  inr  dettr. 

For  Buld  laag  syne. 
We'll  Ink  a  cup  o'  kindness  jei, 

For  auld  kn^  iyae  ! 


orrtgr  ThuBMa  « 


FOR  A'  THAT  AND  A"  THAT 


U  Ihcre,  for  bone^l  poverty. 

That  htuiga  hU  hend,  aiid  ft'  ttwt  ? 
The  coM-ard-Eluvc,  we  past  him  by. 
We  dare  be  poor  for  a'  ihnl '. 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

Our  toils  obdcure  and  >'  thai. 

The  rank  is  hvt  the  fruinea  ibunp  i 

Tlie  iiimrb  ihe  gowd  for  a*  iluu. 

What  tho'  on  haniely  fan;  we  dine. 
Wear  hoddin-griey,  and  a'  that ; 
Gie  fools  their  EilkE,  a4id  knaves  their  win 


Their  tinsel,  thaw,  and  a*  that ; 
The  honest  man,  tho'  e'er  ne  poor 
Is  king  o'  men  for  a'  Ihu. 


BOWOS  OP  SCOTUNR. 


DUNCAN    GH 


KOBEBT  BVRMS. 


Dun  COD  Gray  cam  bere  to  woo, 

Hh,  b&,  the  wonitiit  o't. 
On  btytlie  yule  night  when  we  were  foil. 

Ha,  ha,  the  n-ouing  o*l. 
Mag^e  coost  her  head  fa'  liigh, 
Loiik'd  niklent  and  unco  skeigb, 
dart  poor  Duncan  ttind  abeighj 

Ha.  ha,  the  wcioin);  o't. 

Duncan  fltxch'd,  aad  Duncan  pray'd, 

Hn,  ha,  the  wooing^  o't ; 
Meg  tta«  deaf  SB  AUsa  Craig, 

Hu,  ha,  the  wmiug  o'l. 
Duncan  sifih'd  baiih  out  anil  in, 
Orat  bi»  ccn  baith  bleer't  aoil  hlin', 
Spak  o'  lowjiin  o'er  a  lion  j 

Ha,  Iiu,  Ibe  wooing  o'l. 

I'iine  and  rbaQce  are  hul  a  tide, 

Hn,  ha,  the  wnoinR  o'li 
Slighted  love  is  sair  10  bide. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooio);  o'l- 
i>hall  t,  like  B  fool,  quoth  he. 
For  a  haug'bty  bizEte  diel 
She  may  gae  to — France  for  tn  t 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o'l. 


I 


c  things  I 


'How  it  comes  let  doctors  lell  j 

Ha,  ho,  the  wooing  o't, 
Meg  grew  sick— as  he  grew  heal, 

Hq,  ba,  the  wooing  o't. 
SomethiDg  in  her  boHom  wringH, 
For  relief  a  sigh  she  brings ; 
And  O,  her  e«n,  they  spslc  si 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing   o't. 
Duncan  was  a  lad  o'  grace, 

Hu,  ha,  the  wooing  o't  i 
Maggie's  ivas  a  piteous  c^ase. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 
Duncan  could  ua  be  her  death. 
Swelling  pity  amoor'd  hia  wrath  ; 
Now  they're  crouse  and  canty  baith, 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 


If  iitbt.tK 


THE  POOR  AND  HONEST  SODGEB. 


When  wild  ivar-s  deadly  blast  was  bla 

And  gentle  peace  returning, 
Wi'  niony  a  sweet  babe  fatherless. 

And  mony  a  widow  mouraing  : 
I  left  the  lines  and  tented  field. 

Where  lang  I'd  been  a  lodger. 
My  humble  knapsack  a'  my  wealth, 

A  poor  and  hnnest  sodger. 


RONOS  or  scoTi.AKa. 

A  It^al,  light  lieiu-[  ynt  in  my  breut. 

My  hBDil  iiuitajii'i]  wi'  pluixtv ; 
And  for  t»\T  Scotia  bame  itgaia 

I  cheery  on  did  wander. 
I  lhoi])[lit  upou  Ihe  bftnki  o'  Coil, 

I  thou^lii  upon  my  Nuiry, 
I  tliitught  iipoti  the  mtchinif  imile 

That  caught  my  youthful  fancy. 
At  length  I  reach'd  the  boiitiic  jfien. 

Where  e&rly  lifi;  I  sported; 
I  pM&'d  the  mill,  and  Irytliog  thum. 

Where  Nancy  aft  I  courted  ; 
Wha  spied  I  but  tny  ain  flear  tnud. 

Down  hy  her  mgthcr's  dwelling  1 
And  luni'd  me  ruuud  to  hide  the  flood 

That  in  my  ecn  wiu  twelling. 

Wi'  alter'd  voice,  ijuotfa  I,  tweet  Ims, 

Street  aayon  hawthorn's  hlns^om, 
O I  happy,  happy  may  he  he, 

Thai's  deareal  to  thy  liosom ! 
My  purse  it  li>rht,  I've  far  to  gang. 

And  fain  wad  be  thy  lodger  j 
I've  ncrv'd  mykinir  and  couniry  long — 

Take  pity  on  b  iodger. 

Kae  wistfully  ahe  gaz'd  on  rae. 

And  lovelier  was  than  ever  : 
Quo'  ehe,  a  aod^'er  aoce  I  lo'ed. 

Forget  him  ehaJl  I  never : 
Our  humble  cot,  nnd  hamely  fare. 

Ye  freely  shall  partake  it. 
That  gallant  badge,  the  dear  cockade, 

Ye're  welcome  for  the  sake  o't. 


^H                                 SONOB  Ol-   HOOTLAND.                                «49    , 

^P       -She  ^z'd— she  redden-H  Hkc  a  rose— 

V               Syne  pale  like  onie  lily: 

H              She  sank  within  my  arina.  and  cried, 

F                Art  thou  my  ain  dear  WUlie  i 

f                   By  him  who  made  yon  sun  and  sky. 

By  >vhom  true  love's  regarded, 
I  am  the  man  ;  and  thus  may  itill 

True  lovers  be  rewarded. 

The  wars  are  o'er  and  I'm  come  hame. 

And  find  thee  still  true-hearted  j 
^^          Tbo'  poor  in  gear,  we're  neb  in  lo^e, 
^^K             And  mair  we'se  ne'er  be  parted. 
^^H        Quo'  ehe,  my  graadsire  left  me  gowd, 
^f          A  niailen  pleniBh'd  fajriy  j 
^^         And  come,  my  faithful  aodger  lad, 

Thou'rt  welcome  to  it  dearly  1 

For  gold  the  merehaol  plought  the  main, 

I'he  farmer  ploughs  the  manofj 
But  glory  is  the  sudfter's  prize; 
The  sodger'a  wealth  is  honour  ; 
^^^         The  brave  poor  aodger  ne'er  despise, 
^^L            Nor  count  him  as  a  stranger. 
^^^        Remember  he's  his  country's  stay 
^^^           In  day  and  hour  of  danger. 

[■'  Boroi,  I  h»Te  l>«n  Inforaitd,  wa>  ooa  nlniiHr  ennlDC  M  Uie 
■TiD  at  BiDwobUl,  n<vr  UnmMcm,  Hlth  i  Hiuple  oT  (rluiiU,  wtaoD  ■ 
poar  w»r-wom  >g1ilier  pMWMl  Uic  window ;  of  ■  luddcn  It  itiack  the 

not  anuioAl  mlUi  btm.    Ug  »u  UftM  (□  Uw  roglDn  where  be  hid  hU 
■  GtcU^a  ud  giDdnc  Robs'  atKiat  blm.  ud  tbc  mult  <n*  Oie  ml. 

or  Kcmuitto. 


BONNIF,   LESLEY. 


0  taw  ye  boonic  Lesley 
As  she  gaed  o'er  the  border.' 

She's  f[ane  like  .Alexander, 
To  spmul  her  conqucsu  tnnbei. 

To  see  her  is  to  love  her, 
Aud  love  but  her  for  ever ; 

For  Nature  made  her  whAt  she  u. 
And  never  made  uniiher ! 

Thou  an  a  queen,  fiur  Lctley, 
Thy  subjects  wc,  before  ihee: 

Thou  art  divine,  fair  Lesley, 
The  hearts  o'  men  adore  thee. 


,  The  Deit  he  eou'dna  sctulh  tbee, 
Or  aughi  that  wad  belang  thee ; 

'  He'd  look  inio  thy  boDnie  face. 
And  say,  "  1  canua  wrang  ihee." 

The  powers  abaon  will  tent  thee't 
Miefortune  ifaa'Da  steer  th«  i 

Thou'rt  like  theniBclves  sae  lovely. 
That  ill  they'll  ne'er  [«t  neu  thee 


Return  agaia,  fair  Lesley, 

Re  I  urn  lo  Coledoaie  1 
That  lie  may  bras',  ^^  ^^^  ^  ^'^^ 

There's  nane  again  sac  boiiiiie. 


{"  Tbli  rliftpKKtr  I 


iKinCh   DnmMeB  to  Epgluil."— 


I'll  nwn  ilire  Ip  mypli 


I, 


HAD    I    A     CAVE 


UoA  I  a  ca?e  on  tome  wild,  diBtant  shore. 

Where  ihe  ifinds  howl  to  the  wages'  daahing  roar  • 
There  woold  I  weep  my  woea. 
There  aeet  my  lost  repose. 
Till  grief  my  eyes  should  close. 
Ne'er  to  wake  more. 


"""'«.■..„.  '""•••'er.' 

.■»'',"".C^;^~".. 


80MG8  OF  SCOTI.AX 


WANDERING    WILLIE. 

SOSBRT   BURNS. 

Here  awa,  (here  awa,  wMtdriiiig  WiDie, 

Hure  awa,  there  swa,  baud  swk  hao>e ; 

Come  ID  my  bosom,  my  un  only  dearie, 

[adH]  Tell  me  thou  briug'tt  me  my  Willie  I 

Winler  witicit  blew  loud  and  caold  Ml  our  part 

It  ns  DH  the  blul  bn}Dctil  the  Uu, 

Fcara  for  my  Willie  brought  ie»rs  in  my  c'ej 

Welcoine  now  simmer,  aud  welcutue  tuy  WiUia 
The  simmer  to  nature,  my  Willie  to  a 

Vc  hDrricmne*  rot. 

Rest,  yc  wild  stormji,  in  the  eai 
wild  homn 
(O]  How  your  dread  howling  a  lover  ftlamu  ! 

Wuuken,  ye  breezet,  bEuw  gently,  ye  biUotn, 
And  wafl  my  dear  laddie  auce  mair  to  my  aim 


e  o"  your  dumbcn; 


he's  faithlesa, 
II  between  ui 


and  mtadoit  hie  Nanni 


U«y  I  never  see  it,  may  1  never  trow  it, 
Bui.  dying,  believe  that  uiy  WUIie'i  ray  aia- 


a  dvttmilB*  «aMicr  ■ 


noNca  OP  icoTLAsn. 


•p  line  Id  the  Blx)*e  covt  ahcttt  Biiroe'  DrlgliiBl  letdlDE,  an 
erlliiettie  BltenliDni  mmlE  thToogh  thr  inKpMttDaa  ot  Mi 


BRUCE  TO  HIS  MEN  AT  BANNOCKBL'RN, 


Scots,  wha  hw  wi'  WaUate  ble<l, 
Scnts,  wham  Bruce  has  aftcu  led ; 
Welcome  to  your  gory  bed. 
Or  to  vicloric  ! 

Now'g  the  day,  and  qow'b  the  hour, 
See  the  front  o'  battle  lour : 
See  approach  proud  Edivard'»  pow'r- 
Chaios  and  slaveric  t 

Wtut  will  lie  %  traitor-knave  i 
Wha  can  fill  a  coward's  gravef 
Wha  lae  base  as  be  a  slave  i 
Let  him  turn  and  flee  1 


MKOB  or  s(*orLAi«i». 

Wha  for  Scotlutd'fl  king  aad  Urn 
FrMdom'i  gword  wiU  ttTtui/;}j  in* 
Fr««ffian  cAnd  or  freemu  ^'  f 
lict  him  foUuiv  rae  I 

By  opprtMion's  voes  bbij  poina  '. 

By  uar  mob  in  *errile  «lu^ni  I 

Wc  xrill  dnua  ovr  dtmrrst  tcus. 

Bill  llicy  shall  be  free  ! 

I^y  (he  pruad  u«urp«n  low  I 
Tvnntt  fall  in  CTcry  foe ! 
Lib«rt;'e  lo  eTpry  blow ! — 
Lei  u*  da  or  die  ! 


M  Ol  Job.  U  Sf  BC 


.0NC«  or  scoT.*ND.                     -iM' 

» It  ■( 

rte,  UU  Septeiober.    Wlieo  the  trtreUera  <tae  U  SI.  Mu-y* 

Jnlj)  the  lew  or  lord  Belklrk,  synie  (l.i  tlie  lune  irtter] 

lo  thflr  aetuag   rrbnut ;    uid  tarat  In  BrirtrnilKr  Irill 

a  lh»l  he  ihovred  tl«  •«  m  the  urnv,  ■■  Hey  tuHle  UMt,"  m 

tbu  on 

>e«  for  ii,  but  -  1  h.d  no  ide.,"  ur>  "i"  1«*'.  "  <*  B»'foB 

mrwiri 

ipy  IrouliLe  about  It  til]  Ibc  Rcciileut^  rccolledion  nuud  my 

tupposed  lo  Iksve  been 


HERE'S  A  HEALTH  TO  ANE  I  LO'E  DEAR. 


Herv'e  a  hi^dltli  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear, 
Hi^re'x  a  lif^itltli  tu  une  I  lo'e  ilcHr, 

Thou  art  iweel  aa  the  iiuilc  when  food  lovers  in 
And  soft  BB  their  parlinx  tear— Jessy  ! 

Although  thou  maitn  never  lie  inloe, 

Althuugh  even  bupc  ia  denied  j 
'Tia  sweeter  for  ihee  dcepairio^ 

Than  liuKbl  in  the  world  beiidc — Jessy  ] 

1  mourn  thro'  tbe  f^uy,  jfaiuly  day, 
Ab,  ho  pel  ess,  I  inuae  on  thy  chHrme  t 

But  welcome  the  drettm  o'  awcet  alumber. 
For  then  I  am  lock't  \a  thy  nrms— Jessy  I 


•  or  eoon-Avo. 


1  gucii  tiy  iht  d«ar  an^  smile, 
1  guest  hy  the  lore-rolling  ee  j 


'Oiiiutt  F 


J  decrc*  i~-  Jeitj  1 


Ucrt's  II  health  to  ane  I  Iv'e  dear, 

flt^re'«  It  health  lii  nne  I  Id'g  dear. 
Thou  arl  sweet  as  the  fiinile  when  food  lovers  uteri, 

And  soft  as  their  iinrtinjf  tear — .tessv  ! 


I- 


MARY  OF  CASTLECARY. 


BatD  I7M— Died  is 


Saw  ye  my  wee  thing,  saw  ye  my  ain  Ihlng, 

Saw  yc  my  true  love  doivu  on  yon  leu — 
Crossed  she  the  meadow  yeBlreen  ut  the  gloauaine, 

Sought  she  the  burnie  where  flowers  the  hawtree  i 
Her  hair  it  iii  lint-while,  ber  akiii  it  is  uiilk-wblte. 

Dark  in  the  blue  of  her  soft  rolling  c'c  : 
Red,  red  are  her  ripe  Hps,  and  sweeter  than  roses, 

Where  could  my  wee  thing  wander  fme  mcl 

I  saw  DUG  your  wee  thing,  J  ibw  nae  your  ain  thing, 

Nor  saw  I  your  true  love  down  by  yon  lea; 
Bui  I  met  my  bonnie  thing  late  in  the  gloaming, 

Down  by  the  burnie  where  flowers  the  hawtree  i 
Her  hair  it  inis  lint-white,  her  skin  it  was  milk-wldte. 

Dark  wus  the  blue  of  her  soft  rolling  e'e  j 
Red  were  her  ripe  lips  and  sweeter  than  rose*^ 

^wcet  were  the  kiseei  that  she  gave  to  mc 

It  was  nae  my  wee  thing,  it  was  nae  my  ^n  thing, 
It  was  nae  my  true  love  ye  met  by  the  tree ; 

Proud  is  her  leal  heart,  modest  her  nature, 
She  uever  loved  ony  till  ance  she  lo'ed  me. 

Her  name  it  is  Mary,  she's  froe  Castle-cary, 
Aft  has  she  sat  when  a  bairn  on  my  knee : 

tVir  OS  your  faee  is,  werc't  flfty  limes  fairer, 

m  Young  bragger  she  ne'er  ivud  gie  kisses  to  Ihee. 


r  860  lONCs  or  bcotl.\!«d.  ^^^H 

I  It  wu  then  your  MMy;  she'i  fne  Castle-c*ry,     ^^^H 
i       It  WBs  tlifD  your  irue  love  1  met  by  the  tree; 
ProQil  fls  her  bean  is  acil  inod««t  her  Daturr, 
Swevi  were  ihe  klsso  thai  the  gave  lo  me. 
Sair  ttlootnetl  hit  dark  hrow,  blood-red  hU  cheek  fcrew, 

Will)  flashed  the  lire  fime  his  red  rolling  e'e  : 
fe'ee  rue  aair  this  maming'  your  bouts    anil  your 
scormng, 
Df  fend  ye  fHUBe  traitor,  fu'  loudly  ye  lie. 

Away  wi"  bceuilinff,  cried  ihe  yonth  sinilinfC — 
I        Olf  went  the  booDet,  [he  lint-white  Lock*  Ree, 
The  belted  jdaid  fa'ing,  her  white  bosom  shaoring. 

Pair  stood  rhe  loved  maid  wi'  the  dark  rolUni;  e'e. 
Ii  it  my  wee  thing',  ia  it  my  ain  IhiDg, 

Is  it  my  true  love  here  that  I  tec  :  ^^^_ 

0  Jamie  forg^e  me,  your  heaii't  conttBnl  to  tiie,^^^^| 

I'll  never  raair  wander,  dear  laddie,  fnu:  thee.  .^^^H 

Cuuic  undrr  my  pinidy,  the  nighl's  gaun  to  fu,"      ^^M 

Come  in  frae  Ihe  eauld  blast,  the  drift  and  the  inanrj  - 

Come  under  my  plaidy,  and  sit  down  beside  me, 

^H~      There's  room  int,  dear  IwisiE,  bdieve  me,  for  tw«)    »     j 

^^^        Coine  under  my  ptaidy,  and  sit  down  beside  ni«,  '^^H|I 

I'll  hup  ye  rmc  er'ry  canld  blast  tb«t  can  blaw  |  ^^^^| 

Come  under  my  plaidy,  and  Mt  down  beside  m^^^^H 

^^^      Theie'a  lootn  \a't,  dear  lassie,  believe  me,  fur  ^^^^^| 


COME  UNDER  MY  PLAIDY. 


BOSOB   IlK  SCI»TI,A\n,  Iti}      1 

Ciae  wa'  wi'  jrour  plaidy  !  a\x\4  Donald,  gae  mi'  I 

I  fear  nu'  the  cauld  liliul,  the  drift,  our  the  siiaw  j  I 

Gae  «'a'  wi'  your  plaidy !  1*11  no  ait  beside  ye,  I 

Yc  migbt  be  mygutcher,  tiuld  Duoald,  gae  wa' !  J 

I'm  ^un  to  meet  Johnny,  he's  youn^  and  be'e  bontty,  I 

He's  lieen  at  Meg's  bridal  sae  trij^  and  sae  brew;  I 

0  nane  datives  sac  lightly,  tiae  gnicefu'  or  tightly !  -j 
Hia  cbeek'B  like  tbe  new  rose,  bis  brow's  like  ibe  anuw  I    I 

Dear  Marion,  lei  that  flee  alick  faat  to  the  wa',  I 

Your  Jock's  Imt  a  gowk,  and  has  naelbing  ava  j  I 

Tlie  bale  o'  his  jtack  be  has  now  od  his  back  ;  I 

He's  ihrctty,  and  I  um  but  tbreescorc  and  ttva :  I 

Be  frank  now  and  kindly,  I'll  busk  ye  aye  finely,  I 

To  kirk  or  tn  market  ihey'll  nane  gang  sae  bnw  {  I 

A  bien  liouse  to  bide  in,  a  chaise  for  to  ride  in,  I 

And  flunkies  to  'tend  ye  as  aft  as  ye  ca'.  I 

.My  father  aye  taul'd  me,  iny  mitber  and  a',  I 

Ye'd  mak  a  (,'ude  husband,  aod  keep  me  aye  braw ;  I 

It's  true  1  lo'e  Johnny,  he's  yuiing  and  he's  bonny,  I 

But,  wac's  nie,  1  ken  he  has  naething  ava !  I 

1  liac  little  toohcr,  ye've  made  a  gude  offer,  I 
I'm  now  mair  than  twenty,  my  time  is  but  smu' ;  I 
Sae  gi'c  mc  your  plaidy,  I'U  creep  iu  beside  ye,  I 
I  thought  ye'd  been  aulder  than  threescore  aud  twa.  I 

She  crap  in  ayont  him  beaide  the  stune  wa',  i 

Where  Johnny  was  list'nin,  and  heard  her  tell  a' ;  I 

The  day  was  appointed  !  bis  proud  heart  it  dunted,  1 

And  Biraek  'gunst  hia  «ide  as  if  buratin^  in  twa.  J 

He  wauder'd  hame  weary,  the  night  it  was  dreary,  I 

And  thowless  ho  tint  his  gitte  'mang  the  deep  enaw;  1 
The  owlet  was  screaming,  wbile  Johnny  cried,  Womes  J 
Wad  marry  Auld  Nick,  if  he'd  keep  them  aye  braw.     '  ■ 


•ovos  or  acnTT.aMn. 

O  ibe  de'il'^  in  lb«  laues  <  ibrv  K«iif  ■uiO'  He  (>n«, 
IVjr^ lie  down  wt'  mid  men  o'  rnHr»roK  and  m; 
Tbe  Ull  of  ibdr  ni«nii^^  u  gvwil  utd  a  carrngt. 
Flaik  Utp  is  Uic  c«14«l  btui  Dow  Ibu  trui  hia*  ' 
Add  doUrds,  be  m»Tj\   uk  teat  (Hicd  ye  roarry, 
YutiB);  iriTW  «ri'  their  «MWk«s  Ther^  nrhqi  uil  lioTI 


Jatuiiif   ihafa  yoinbfa'  utt 
hadet  to  claw. 


TKE  BRAES  O-  lUOWHITMES 


Let  Ds  go,  Uiue,  go. 

To  the  br»es  of  Bal(|uhillier. 
Wbdrc  \hr  blar-lierrii^ii  grow 

'iMao^  tbe  buDnic  Hij^Muid  licutier  t . 
Where  the  deer  uid  the  roe. 

Lightly  huuudiug  lagviker. 
Sport  tbe  lan^  autnmer  da; 

Ou  the  braes  o'  Balquhilher. 
1  will  twioe  thee  b  bower, 

Bj  the  clear  siller  fountain. 
And  I'll  coier  it  o'er, 

Wi'  ihe  llowen  ofibe  iDountain. 


I  xvill  rauge  tUro'  tbe  wilds,                                  ^^M 
And  the  ilet:p  gkas  sae  dreurie,                        ^^H 

And  return  wi' thmiioiU                                       ^^H 
Tu  the  bower  o'  iny  duaric.                             ^^H 

When  ihc  rude  wintry  win-                                ^^M 

Idiv  raves  round  »ur  dwelliug.                       ^H 
And  the  roar  of  the  Una                                    ^H 

On  the  night  breeze  U  swelling,                     ^^H 
So  merrily  we'll  sing,                                        ^^^| 

Ah  the  atonn  rattlea  o'er  us,                          ^^^| 
Till  the  dear  shieling  rinff,                                ^^M 

Wi-  tb«  light  liltiqg  cboriu.                        ^^M 

Now  tbe  summer  is  in  prime,                              ^^^| 
Wi'  the  Suwera  richly  blooming,                   ^^^| 

A'  the  moorlands  perfuming  i                     ^^^H 
To  our  dear  nalive  scenes                                ^^^H 

Let  us  journey  together,                              ^^H 
Where  glad  innocence  reigns                          ^H 

'Uang  tbe  braes  o'  Balqubitber.                  ^^M 

^H                       THE  BRAES  0'   GLENIFFER.                         ^^H 
'                                                   K0UER1'                                                                      ^^H 

Keen  binws  the  win'  o'er  the  braes  o'  GleniScr,              ^^M 
The  aiild  LDstlc  turrets  are  corer'd  with  soaw ;              ^^H 

How  chang'd  frae  the  time  nhen  I  met  wi'  my  lorer       ^^H 
Ainang  the  broom  bushes  by  Stanley  green  shaw  1      ^^H 

I 


'*llw  uU<l  Aow-'rt  u'  ■immer  H-ere  sprcud  a'  nc  boonie, 
Ttie  tiiBv-is  sang  sweet  fra«  tlic  KTeen  tiirken  trea 

But  far  tu  tlie  camp  they  hue  marcli'd  m;  dear  JohBW^ 
And  uow  it  is  winter  wi'  uature  and  me:. 

TheD  ilk  t1iin){  nruund  ua  waa  blithesome  aad  cheerit. 

Then  ilk  thing  around  us  was  honuie  and  brew ; 
Now  naething  i»  beard  but  the  trind  whistling  dxearii'. 

And  naclhitig  is  seen  but  xhe  wide-tprcading  may,-. 
The  trees  arc  a'  bare,  and  the  birds  mule  and  duwie ; 

Thry  shake  the  caulil  drift  frae  their  wings  a*  lit* 


Yon  cauld  sleety  cloud  skiffs  alan^  the  bleak  niounisin, 

And  shakef  the  dark  6n  du  the  steep  rocky  bra«. 
While  down   the  deep  glen    bnwls  the   saan-flooded 
fouulaiii. 

That  murrour'd  sac  sweet  H)  my  laddie  and  mc- 
lt'6  no  its  load  roar  ou  the  wsDtry  iviad  sweUin', 

It's  no  the  cuuld  blast  brings  the  tear  i'  ny  c'c  ; 
Fnr,  0 1  K>ii  I  ^^'  '><it  ^y  bonDy  scots  cnllan, 

Hie  dark  days  n'  winter  were  Eiminer  to  me. 


THE  FLOWR  O*  Din«BI.ANE. 


The  sun  has  guue  down  o'er  lbs  lofty  Beolomaad, 
And  left  the  red  clouds  ti)  presidr  o" 


Ik 


While  laaely  I  stray  in  the  calm  suiuuier  gloamta 
.    To  maw  oa  k«<«A^  Jmsie^  th^  floner  u*  Oanblai 


How  Bivecl  U  the  brier,  wi'  its  saft  ruuldia'  lilossum  t 

And  aweet  ia  the  birk,  wi'  its  inaiide  o'  greea  ; 
Yd  swceKr  and  fairer,  aod  dear  to  tbii  baaom. 

Is  lovelv  young-  Jesaie,  the  Sow'i  o'  Dmnblanir, 
I 
She'i!  modcsl  aa  onie,  and  blilhc  &s  she's  bonnie ; 

For  g^iilcless  simplicity  marks  hpr  its  oin  ; 
And  far  be  the  rillain,  digested  of  feeling, 

Wha'd  blight  in  its  bloom  I  be  aiveel  flow'r  o'  Dum- 

Sio;;  on,  thou  sweet  inaviii,  thy  hymn  to  the  e'ening-) 
Thou'rt  dear  to  the  echos  of  Calderwood  glen  ; 

Sae  dear  to  this  bosom,  aae  nrtleag  and  winning, 
la  charming  young  Jcshie,  the  flow'r  o'  Dumblane. 

How  lost  were  my  days  till  1  giet  wi'  my  Jeaaie! 

The  sports  o"  the  city  secm'd  foolish  and  vain ; 
I  ne'er  saw  a  nymph  I  would  ca'  my  dear  lassie. 

Till  charm'd  wi'  sweet  Jessie,  ibe  floiv'r  o'  Dum- 

Tliough  mine  were  the  station  o'  loftiest  grandeur, 
Amidat  its  profusion  I'd  languish  in  pain. 

And  reckon  ag  naething  the  height  o'  itu  splendour. 
If  tvanting  sweet  Jeeiiie,  the  Sow'r  o'  Dumblanu, 


GLOOMS'  WINTER'S  NOW  AWA". 
BOBBar  T4MNAHILL. 

Gloomy  winter's  now  awa', 
Saft  the  weMlin  breeces  blaw : 
'Mang  the  birks  o'  Stunely-shaw 
The  mavis  ainga  fu'  checrie-o. 


SwMi  (lie  craw-fl(nrer's  early  l>eU 
Decks  Olciiiffcr's  dewy  deli. 
Blooming  like  Ihy  bonnie  sel'. 

My  yDUQif,  my  Aitleis 
Come,  my  Iiueic,  I^  us  stray. 
O'er  Oleokillouh's  sunny  brae, 
Blithely  spend  the  govrtlea  day 

Midal  joys  that  never  wearic- 

Tow'rinjf  o'er  the  Newton  viotkU, 
Lavrocks  fan  the  anaw-ivfaiie  doi 
Siller  BttnghB,  wi'  doimie  buds, 

Adum  the  banks  sue  brierie-o. 
Hound  the  sj'lvoa  fairy  nooks. 
Feath'ry  brckans  fringe  the  rocks, 
'NcBlh  the  brae  the  bumic  jouka. 

And  ilka  thing  is  cheerie-o. 
Trees  may  hud,  and  birds  may  ■i»e 
Flow'n  may  bloom,  and  verdure 
Joy  to  me  they  cuina  brin^. 

Unless  wi'  thee,  my  de«rie-<i- 


trav,  ^H 

brM.        ^1 

■a  ^^^ 

bile  c)oim£^I 


THItO'  CRUIKSTON  CASTLE'S  lO^ELT  J 


Tlio'  mirk  the  cheerless  e'eaio);  fa's,  4 
Yet  I  hire  vow'd  to  mcci  my  Mnryi  1 


Yes,  Mary,  tko'  the  winds  ahnu'd  nve 

Wi'  jealaug  spite  to  keep  me  frae  thee. 
The  darkest  atormy  nif;ht  I'd  linive 

i'  Ibee. 


Luud  o'er  Curdouald'a  rocky  steep 

Rude  Carthu  pours  io  bouodlesa 
But  I  will  ford  the  whirling  duep 

Thnt  loan  between  me  and  my  treiuure. 
Yes,  Mary,  tht>'  the  torrent  rave 

With  jeuluue  spite  lo  keep  me  frae  iliee. 
Its  deepest  flood  I'd  buuldly  brave 

Fur  ae  Bweet  secret  mument  wi'  thee. 

The  vvatcli -dog's  howlio);  loads  the  blast. 

And  inakea  the  nighlly  waud'rer  eerie ; 
But  when  the  loaesume  ivay  is  past, 

I'll  to  this  hosom  clasp  my  dearie. 
YcE,  Mary,  tho'  stern  winter  rave 

Wiih  a'  Lis  storms  to  keep  me  frae  thee, 
The  wildest  dreary  nif^lit  I'd  brave 

For  ae  sweet  secret  moment  wi'  thee. 


THE  LASS  OF  ARRANTEENIE. 


Far  loue,  amang  the  Highland  hill&, 
'MidRt  Nature's  wildest  graudeiir, 
'  By  rocky  deni,  imd  woody  glens. 
With  weary  steps  I  wtuider  ; 


The  Unj^omc  wsv.  the  darksome  day, 
The  mountain  loUt  sae  rainy. 

Arc  noii)[ht  to  rne,  when  ^un  lo  (bcc. 
Sweet  lais  of  Arrtuitecnie. 

Vnn  moMy  rosc-dud  down  the  bone, 

JufI  op'oiof;  fresh  and  lioooie, 
III  inks  aweelly  'nealh  the  huzel  boufth. 

And'*  Sfarcely  seen  hy  ony  -. 
Sue  eweet  ainidfet  her  native  hilk 

Obicnrely  blooms  my  Jeuiie, 
iMair  fiur  and  fay  Iban  rosy  May, 

The  flower  of  A.rT>nteenie. 

Now,  from  the  inotintain'a  lofty  br<m, 

1  view  the  distant  ocean  j 
There  anrice  kiui1«b  the  lioundiog  prow, 

AmhitioD  courts  pmmotion. — 
Let  fortune  ponr  her  golden  store. 

Her  Uurell'd  fapuura  many. 
Give  me  liat  this,  my  sourK  fint  wiih, 

Tlie  laaa  of  Arr&nteenifl. 


THE  EVENING  STAR. 


How  sweet  thy  i&ode«t  lijht  to  riew. 
Fair  star  I— to  lore  and  Io*er*  dear; 

While  trembline  on  the  fillini;  d«w. 
\.\\it  ViBiuVi  iVvoing  IhniQK^  the  l«ar  j 


Or  hauling  o'er  thai  it 

To  mark  each  iiiiaf(e  trembling  there, — 
Thnu  seem'sl  to  smile  with  softer  gleam 

To  ace  iLy  luTcIy  facu  so  fair 

Thaugli  lilsKiiig'  o'er  llie  arch  of  Dight, 

The  moon  tliv  timid  bettmi  outshine, 
Ai  far  as  thine  each  starry  oight — 

Her  rays  can  oevcr  rie  witli  thine. 
Thine  are  the  soft  enchanting  hours. 

When  twilight  lingers  on  the  plun. 
And  whispers  to  the  eluding  flow'ri 

'I'hat  soon  the  sun  will  rise  again. 

Thine  10  the  brceic  that,  murmuring,  tiland 
As  mosic,  ivaftg  the  lover's  sigh. 

Anil  hids  the  yielding  heftrt  expand 
In  love's  delicious  ecslsey. 

Foir  star!  though  1  he  duoiu'd  to  prove 


Ah  1  still  ]  feel  'tis  sweei  to  lote — 
But  sweeter  to  be  lov'd  again. 


'd  with  pain  ( 


GOOD  NIGHT,  AND  JOY  BE  wr  YOU  A'. 

Min  ALBXAKDBIC   BOSWBtL, 

Bora  177*— KUlta  isai. 

(Jood  aighl,  and  j'ly  he  wi'  ye  a'  j 

Yonr  harmless  mirth  has  checr'd  my  heart : 
May  life's  full  blasts  out  o'er  ye  blaw  1 

tn  sorroiv  may  ve  never  part  ! 


^^B       970                        so\'n«  aw  BcoTt-AKO.            ^^M 

^B                My  epirit  lives.  Iiut  stren^h  ic  goat ,-         ^^ 
^H                     TUe  mountain- Area  noH-  blsz«  in  valp : 

^H                   And  in  your  dc^eds  I'll  lii-c  a^in  1 

^H               When  on  yoD  ninjr  our  gnllMit  dan 
^H                     Frae  boastin;;  fou  ihcir  liuiiim  ion, 
^M                 Wha  Ehow-d  himselfa  better  niUB, 
^H                   Or  fiercer  H-av'il  the  red  clayoiure.'       ^^H 
^H                Hoc  when  in  peace— [heo  mark  tne  tUcra^^l 
^H  *                Wbcn  ihrougb  the  glen  the  H-ond'rer  «i^H 
^^H                 I  ^ve  him  of  our  lordly  fare,                      ^^H 
^^M                 1  gave  hiui  here  a  welcome  bane. 
^H              The  Buld  will  epuok,  the  youn^'  mauu  bev  i 
^^H                  Be  t'onlie,  but  be  good  und  leal  j              ^^ 
^^B                Your  ain  ilia,  aye  boe  heart  to  bear,          ^^H 
^H                   Auither'*  aye  hae  bean  lo  feel.              ,^^H 
^1               So,  ere  1  set,  I'll  see  you  Bbine.                 ^H 
^H                   I'll  Bee  you  triumph  ere  1  fa'  j               ^^M 
^H                  My  parting  breath  shall  boast  you  mine-^^^l 
^H                   -Uood  night,  and  joy  bewi'yeit'.           ^^H 

^^M                         MY  ONLY  JO  AND  DEARIE.  O.     ^H 

^^^^H  Tby  cheek          the            bne.                ^H 
^^^^H       Myonlyjuanddearie.Oj                     ^M 
^^^^H  Thy  uei'k          the  siUer  dew,                   ^M 
^^^^H                  the  bank  aoe  briery.  0.             ^H 

I 

I 
I 


Tliy  teeth  are  o'  the  ivory, 
U  sweat's  the  twinkle  o'  thine  ee : 
Nae  joy,  nu:  pleasure  blinks  on  me, 
My  only  jo  and  dearie,  O. 

The  birdie  sings  upon  the  thorn 

Its  sang  o"  joy,  fu'  cheery,  0  j 

Rejoieing  in  the  siniiiier  morn, 

Noe  cure  to  make  it  eerie,  O. 

All,  little  kens  the  SHD|;sler  sweet, 

Aught  o'  the  care  I  bae  to  meet, 

Thut  gan  my  realless  bosom  beat. 

My  only  jo  antl  ilearie,  0 1 

When  we  were  hairnies  on  yon  brae, 
And  youth  was  blinkin'  honnie,  O, 

Aft  we  wad  dafF  the  lee  lang  dny. 
Our  joys  fu'  aweel  and  monic,  O. 

Aft  I  wad  chase  ihee  ower  the  lea. 

And  round  about  the  thorny  tree ; 

Or  pu"  the  wild  flow'rs  a'  for  thee. 
My  only  jo  and  dearie,  O. 

I  hae  a  wish  I  cunna  tine, 

'Mang  a'  the  cares  that  grieve  me,  O 
A  wish  that  thou  wert  ever  mine. 

And  never  mair  to  leave  loe,  O  j 
Then  1  uad  daut  the  nicht  and  day, 
Nae  ither  (varldly  care  I'd  hae. 
Till  life's  warm  stream  format  to  play. 

My  only  jo  and  dearie,  O. 


F  SCOT t^ KB. 


I'lUROCH    OF  DONUIL  DHU. 
BIB  WaLTHK  •COTT. 
Bon  1771— DIM  t*»t. 

Pibroehof  DonuilDbu, 

Piliroch  of  Donuil, 
Wake  thy  wild  voice  anew. 

Summon  Clan  Conuil. 
tlutne  away,  come  away, 

Hnrk  (o  the  summonn ! 
Ciimc  in  your  war  amy, 

Oeuilcs  and  CommoDs  I 

Come  from  deep  glen,  and 

From  mounwin  io  rocky  ; 
The  war-pipe  and  peuoon 

Areal  Inverlochy. 
Cumeuvery  li ill-plaid,  aud 

True  heart  ihnt  wears  one ; 
Cuine  every  steel  blade,  und 

Slnmg  hand  Ihal  btun  out  I 
Irfave  uniended  the  herd. 

The  lluck  wilhoul  ihelleri 
Leave  the  corpsi!  onialcrr'd, 

Tlie  hrlde  nC  the  allar. 
Leave  the  deer,  leave  the  steer, 

Lca<e  nets  and  barges ; 

Coroe  wi\h  your  fighting  gear, 

Broadaworda  and  tnrgv*. 


Come  na  the  winds  come,  when 

Forests  are  rended : 
Come  at  the  waTes  come,  when 

Nariea  are  atranaied. 
Faster  come,  fabler  come, 

Faster  and  faster ; 
Chief,  taB6al,  page,  and  groom. 

Tenant  and  master. 

Fast  they  come,  fail  they  comC) 

See  how  they  gather : 
Wide  waves  the  ea^le  plume. 

Blended  with  heather. 
Caat  your  plaids,  draw  your  blades, 

Forward  each  man  set ; 
Pibroch  of  Donuil  Dhu, 

Knell  for  the  oniiet '. 


'I  Aaiholorri  '»'*■] 


YOUNG    LOCHINVA 


F,  young  Lochinrar  has  come  out  of  the  west ; 
Through  all  the  wide  Border  his  steed  was  the  best; 
And,  save  his  good  broadsword,  he  weapons  had  nonet 
He  rode  all  unarin'd,  and  he  rode  all  alone. 
So  faithful  in  love,  and  so  goUant  in  war  1 
There  never  was  knight  like  the  young  Lochiuvar. 


fST< 


I 


I 


He  stay'd  not  for  brake,  and  he  Ktapp'il  not  foi 
He  swftm  ihc  Eske  river,  nhtire  ford  there  wm 
But,  ere  he  alighted  at  Netherbj-  gate, 
Tbe  bride  had  consenied — the  ^lluit  came  late— 
For  n  lajcganl  iu  luve,  and  a  dastard  in  wmr, 
Wa«  to  wed  the  fair  Helen  of  brave  Lochintar. 

So  boldly  he  enter'd  the  Nelherby  hall, 

Anioni;  bridc'smcn,  and  kinsmen,  ajid  brothers,  and  all  1 

Tlien  spoke  the  bride'e  fMher,  liis  hand  on  bh  snurd, 

(For  the  poor  eraveo  bridegroom  Boid  never  a  word,; 

■'  O,  come  ye  io  peace  here,  or  come  ye  in  war. 

Or  to  danee  at  our  bridal,  youDg  Lord  Luchinvar  .'"— 

"  I  long  woo'd  your  daughter — my  suit  you  deuicd  ;— 
\.ove  stvetia  like  the  Soln-uy,  but  ebba  like  its  tide  ;— 
And  uow  am  I  come,  witb  IbU  lost  love  of  mine 
To  lead  but  one  measure,  drink  one  cup  of  wine 
Tlicre  arc  majdena  in  Scotland  more  lovdy  by  l&r. 
That  tvuuld  gladly  be  bride  to  the  young  Lochinnr," 

Tlic  bride  kisa'd  the  goblet;  the  knight  took  it  up; 
He  i]uaff'd  off  ibc  wine,  and  he  threw  down  the  cup. 
IJhe  look'd  down  to  blush,  and  she  look'd  tip  to  sigh. 
With  a  smile  on  her  lipa,  and  a  tear  in  her  eye- 
He  look  her  soft  hood  ere  her  mother  could  bar : 
"  Noiv  tread  we  a  measure  \"  said  yomig  Luchinntr. 

So  stately  bis  form,  and  so  lovely  her  face, 
Hial  never  a  hall  aueh  a  gsUiard  did  grtu-e; 
While  her  mother  did  fret,  and  her  fiither  did  ftu 
And  the   bridegroom   stood  dangling  hla    bunnet  i 

And  the  liride-mtudens  whiaper'd, '"  'twere  better  by  far, 
To  Uave  ut«;i>:U'd  our  fair  cousin  with  yoimg-  Lod  ~ 


iftl^^P 
junet  tai 

Iter  by  far, 


One  touch  to  her  hand,  and  one  ivord  in  her  car. 

When  they  reach'd  ihe  hiUl-door,  and  the  charger  Blood  | 

So  light  to  the  croupe  the  fair  lady  he  sivung, 
So  light  to  the  saddle  before  li«r  he  sprung ! 
"  She  ie  won !  we  are  gone,  orer  bush,  loch,  and  sea 
They'll   bare   fleet  steeds  that   follow,"  i|UO[h   young   I 
Lochinvar. 

There  wa»  moantlng  'taoag  Onemts  of  the  Netherbj  J 

Fosters,  Femvicks,  and  Miugravei,  they  rode  aud  ttiey  J 

mil  t 
There  was  racing  and  chasing,  on  Cannohie  Lee, 
But  the  lost  bride  of  Netherhy  ne'er  did  they  si:e. 
So  daring  in  love,  and  so  dauntless  in  war. 
Have  ye  e'er  heard  of  gallant  like  young  Locbinvar 


JOCK  O-   UAZELDEAN. 


SIR  WALTKR    SCOTT, 


''  Why  weep  yc  by  the  tide.  Indie — 

Why  weep  ye  by  Ihe  tide  ( 

I'll  wed  ye  to  ray  youag'eel  son. 

And  yc  shall  be  his  bride  j 


SONCS   or   SCOTLAMP. 

And  ye  Bball  be  bt«  bride,  bntic. 

S«e  L'omelf  tu  be  srcu  -." — 
But  aye  »be  loot  thft  tears  down  fit', 

For  Jock  of  HatcldcHD. 

"  Now  lei  ihU  ivilfid  icrief  be  done. 

And  dry  ihnt  cheek  so  pole : 
Young  Frank  b  cbief  of  Erriu^oii. 

And  lord  of  Langley-dale  ; 
H'lB  step  U  first  in  [>e>ceful  ha', 

Hia  aword  in  bnltle  keeu  :'* 
But  aye  ehe  loot  the  tears  down  (»', 

For  Jock  of  Haieldean. 

"  A  ['luuD  o'  gold  ye  tail  not  W-k, 

Nor  brud  lo  bind  your  hair. 
Nor  mel(l«d  lioand,  nor  mauagMl  hank, 

Nor  palfrey  fresb  and  Uir ; 
And  you,  the  foremost  o'  thctn 

Shall  ride  our  forest  qne«D :" 
Bui  aye  she  loot  the  tears  down  b' 

For  Jock  of  Hazeldean. 


i 


The  kkk  was  decked  at  momiaf-tit 

The  tapers  gliininered  fairj 
The  priest  and  bridej^om  wait  Ihc 

And  dame  and  knight  wcrr  then 
They  sought  her  b«ith  by  bu«r«r  and  ha' 

The  ladie  was  not  seen  !— 
She's  o'er  ihe  Border,  and  awa' 

Wi'  Joci[  of  Hazeldean  !  J 


["TbiOntdanuallhlibslliut  iJiuic^cot    TiMcilkaCI 
r.  LamiiticllS  Albru'i  jUiOlulojr.  I  Kit."— Sean.] 


MACGREOORS'  GATHERING. 


Tlie  inuoa's  od  the  lake,  und  tbe  miiU  on  the  brae. 
Anil  the  clan  has  a  name  that  is  aaroelesB  by  divy, 

Tben  ;{atber,  ^itther,  gather  Grigalach  ! 

Gather,  gather,  gather,  &«. 

Uur  signal  for  light,  that  from,  monarche  we  drew. 
Must  be  heard  but  by  night  in  our  Tengeful  halso ! 

Then  haloo,  Grigalach  1  baloo,  Griguluch  ! 

HaloD,  haluo,  haloo,  Grigalach,  &c. 

Glen   Orchy's   proud  luountMna,   Coalcbuirn   and   her 

Glen&troe  and  GlenlyoD  do  longer  are  ours  j 

We're  landless,  landless,  landless,  Grigalach  1 
Landless,  laadlesii,  landless,  &C. 

But  duom'd  and  devoted  by  vasaal  and  lord, 
Mac  Gregor  has  still  both  bis  heart  and  his  sword  I 
Then  courage,  courage,  courage,  Grigalach  I 
■Courage,  courage,  courage,  &c. 

If  they  rob  u&  of  name,  and  pursue  ua  with  beagles, 
Give  their  roofs  to  the  flame,  and  their  fleeh  to  the 
eagles ! 
Then  vengeance,  vengeance,  vengeance,  Grigalach!   J 
Vengeance,  vengeance,  teugeance,  &c. 


3;«  sowcs  or  Koruira.  ^H 

WUe  Ihcfc'k  1a*c*  !■  ifce  tent,  ud  &«■  m  « 

Mac  Gngvr  daflte  An  ih^  flowtik  for  mr! 
CoMC  tlM,  GripmlMA.  cone  Ikfl  G«%^tK 
C«*e  |1h9.  rxm*  iIms.  mme  Am,  te. 

TtoNgh  tW  deptbaf  Ladk  KMriM  iW  tlMl  lU 

O^  Ae  peik  aC  Bea  Lonand  Ue  fnik?  ih«H  iten. 
A^  *e  nA*  of  Cndg  Rontm  llk«  mMw  Bdt. 
Br  ««r  wro«f«  be  for^M,  or  iwm- wagwce  bbMi  : 

TV*  ntker.  f*lber,  Katber.  Grifibck! 

Gaikcr,  guber.  gmtber,  ftc. 


THE  RnXS  O*  OAUjOWA.' 


TWOMAS  CtrxxiNOKAH. 


I 


r  Ike  birks  nr  \AjAc  iBd  g^r, 
*  my  JnU>  huorwud  £*■■ ; 
|ne  lintiu  ckituitii  on  the  tpnf. 
The  haimies  loupit  on  ihe  l»<ni ; 
■  Olck  b«Mm  the  Bwmnt  ««>  dmvii. 
'  The  bnei  *■'  gvwvis  bnsiit  bn«, 
P**'  glMBiB'a  pJaid  *•  gnj  «u  Ihnwn 
Oni  0WTC  the  UHg  o'  G«Uowm'. 


I 

I 


Wi'  mime  wild  the  woodlBiida  rang. 

And  fragrance  wing'd  ulaog  the  lea, 
As  dowQ  we  eat  the  flowers  amauK, 

Upon  the  banks  o'  staCely  Dee. 
My  Julia's  arms  encircled  ine. 

And  eaftly  slade  (he  hours  awa', 
Till  dawin  cooit  a  KlimmeriD  e'e 

Upon  the  hilla  o-"  Oallowa', 

It  isna  owscn,  sbeep,  an'  Icye, 

It  isna  gowd,  it  isaa  gear. 
This  lifted  e'c  wad  hae,  quoth  I 

The  warld's  dnunlie  gloom  lo  cheer. 

But  gic  to  me  toy  Julia  dear, 
Ye  powers  whii  rowe  this  yirthen  ba* 

And  O!  sae  biythe  tliro*  life  I'll  steer, 
Amang  the  hills  o'  OaJlowa*. 

Wban  gloBinin'  daunere  up  the  hill. 

And  our  gudeman  ca's  hamc  the  yowee, 
Wi'  her  I'll  trace  the  mossy  rill 

That  owre  the  muir  meanderiog  rowee  -, 
Or  tint  Binang  the  acroggy  knowes. 

My  birkcn  pipe  I'll  sweetly  blaw. 
And  slug  the  itreaine,  tb«  straths,  and  howei, 

The  hills  and  dales  o'  Oallowa'. 

And  when  auld  Scotland's  heathy  hilli. 

Her  rural  nymphs  and  joyous  swains, 
Her  flow'ry  wilds  and  wimpling  rills. 

Awake  nae  mair  my  canly  strains; 
Wbare  friendship  dwells  and  freedom  reigns, 

Whare  beatber  blooms  and  muircocks  craw, 
O  I  dig  my  grave,  and  btde  my  banes 

Amang  the  hills  o'  Gallowa'. 


THE  BRAES  OF  BALLAHLN 


k 


Now  smiliD^  Euinmer's  balmy  breeie 
Soft  whispcrinf;,  wnvee  the  leafy  tree* : 
The  linnet  greets  the  rosy  mora. 
Sweet  io  yon  fngranl  flowery  Ihom  j 
The  bee  huiDS  round  tbe  woodbine  bower. 
Collecting  sweets  from  every  Sower! 
And  pure  the  crystal  8tn»mlet$  run 
Amang  the  bmes  of  Ballahun. 

0  blissru)  days,  for  ever  fled. 
When,  wandering  wild  as  fancy  led, 

1  ranged  the  bushy  bofrom'd  glen. 
The  scroggy  *haw,  the  rugged  linn. 

And  mork'd  ««ch  blootaiag  hawtboro  buali 
Where  aeailing  wkt  the  speckled  tbrtisli ; 
Or  careless  roaming  wandered  cm 
AmaDg  the  brae*  of  Ballahtin. 

Why  starts  the  tear,  why  burals  the  sigh. 

When  hills  and  dales  rebound  with  joy  I 

The  flowery  glen  and  lllied  lea 

111  vun  display  their  charms  to  me. 

I  joyless  roam  the  heathy  wnate, 

To  soothe  this  sad,  this  troiitiled  breast ; 

And  seek  the  haunts  of  men  to  sbua 

\mw^  xXw  Nineti  of  Ballalinn. 


I 

[■a 

I 


The  virgin  blush  uf  lovely  youth. 
The  angel  smile  of  vtles^  truth. 
This  breaet  iltmn'd  wiih  heavenly  joy. 
Which  lyiirl  time  cou  ne'er  dentroy  : 
O  Julia  dear ! — th&parting  look. 
The  lad  farewell  we  Borrowing  took. 
Still  haunt  me  u  I  stray  alone 
Amang  the  Brae«  of  Dcdlahun. 

Iiiliua,*  Is  •  wild  WDodj  cIcD  aetr  Blackwood  Una 


FAREWELL  TO  BONNl-E  TEVIOTDALE. 


Our  native  laod,  our  native  vale, 

A  lonif,  a  liist  ndieu  I 
Farewell  to  bouQy  Teviotdale, 

And  Cheviot  mountuoe  blue! 


Farewell,  ye  hilU  of  glorious  deeds. 
Ye  streiuns  renown'd  in  soDgl 

Farewell,  ye  braes  and  blossom'd  meads, 
Uur  hearts  have  loved  so  long ! 

Farewell,  the  biyihesoine  brooiiiy  lAowes, 
Where  thyme  und  barebelU  s;tovi ! 

Farewell,  the  hoary,  haunted  hoives, 
O'erhuug  with  birk  and  sloe  ! 


The  mossv  cave,  iinit  inouldertng'  lower,  ■ 

Thai  skirt  our  DsliTe  di^ll ; 
TTifl  mnrtfr'a  irrnTe,  and  lover's  boiver. 

We  bid  a  sad  farovell : 

Home  uf  our  Iote  1  our  father's  Iiqidc 

Land  of  the  brare  and  free ! 
Tlie  «ail  is  flappiag  on  the  foam. 

That  bean  us  far  frota  thcc 

Wc  seek  a  wild  and  diiiaut  sboi 

Beyond  the  u-esleri 
We  leave  Ihee  to  return  no  aore,] 

Nor  vi«w  thy  cliffs  ngaJn 

Our  native  land,  our  Dative  vale, 

A  long,  B  last  adieu '. 
Farewell  to  bonnie  Teviotdale, 

And  Scotland's  mouDtains  blue. 


i 


THE  BONNY  LASS  OF  DELOl 


■0K4U|^^ 
toy.  ^^H 


Still  must  my  pipe  lie  idle  by, 

And  worldly  cares  my  mind 
Again  its  softest  notes  I'll  ir>-, 

So  dear  a  theme  can  never  cloy. 
Last  tiine  my  mountain  liarp  I  stranp, 

'Twas  she  inspir'd  the  simple  stnun, 
Tbui  lovely  flower  so  sweet  and  young, 

Tte  \>MiHiT  Wi*  it  Delorainc- 


I 


How  bleat  ihe  breeze's  bftlmy  tiglis. 

Around  her  ruddy  lips  tliat  blow. 
The  flower  that  in  her  hosom  dies. 

Or  gnus  that  bendi  lieaeath  her  loe  t 
Her  cheeks  endued  with  powers  at  will 

The  rose's  richest  ahade  to  dnun. 
Her  eyes  what  soft  euchantmentg  flU, 

The  bauny  lass  of  Delonune. 

J<et  Athole  boast  her  birchen  bowers. 

And  Windermere  her  woodlands  ^reen. 
And  Lonond  of  her  lofty  shores — 

Wild  Etiriek  boosts  a  blythcr  scene; 
For  ibere  the  evening  twilight  swells 

With  many  &  wild  and  laeltiiijr  straio. 
And  there  the  pride  of  beouly  dwells. 

The  bonny  lass  of  Deloraine.    ' 

May  health  still  cheer  her  beauteous  Ace, 

And  round  her  brows  may  honour  twine. 
And  heaven  preserve  that  bosom's  peace. 

Where  meekoess,  love,  ajid  duty  join. 
But  all  her  joys  shall  cheer  my  heart. 

And  all  her  griefs  shall  give  me  pain. 
For  never  from  my  soul  shall  port 

The  bonny  lass  of  Deloraine. 


THE  MOON  WAS  A-WANISO, 
lAMEa  Bono. 

The  moan  was  o^waniDg, 

The  tempest  was  urer  j 
Fur  was  the  maiden. 

And  foQil  wu  the  lover  i 
But  the  suow  whs  so  deep. 

Thai  his  heurt  U  grew  ive«ry. 
And  be  siiDk  down  lo  deep. 

In  the  moorUnd  so  dremy. 

Soft  was  the  bed 

She  ba-d  mode  for  her  lover. 
White  were  Ihu  sheets. 

And  eoibroidcred  the  cuieri 
But  his  nheets  are  more  white. 

And  his  canopy  grander, 
And  sounder  he  sleeps 

Where  the  hill  foxes  \t&ader. 

Alas !  pretty  maiden, 

Wlmt  sorrows  attend  fou  I 
I  see  you  sit  shivering. 

With  lights  at  your  window ; 
But  long  may  you  wait 

Ere  your  arms  shall  eoflose  bin 
For  still,  still  he  lies, 

W\Vb  ^  liTcath  on  his  busom '. 


HONOS  OF  SCOTLAND.  885 

How  painful  the  task 

The  sad  tidings  to  tell  yon  1 
An  orphan  you  were 

Ere  this  misery  befell  you ; 
And  far  in  yon  wild. 

Where  the  dead-tapers  hover. 
So  cold,  cold  and  wan 

Lies  the  corpse  of  your  lover ! 


["  One  of  the  Mmge  of  mj  yooth,  written  loof  en  I  thivw  Mide  the 
iepbenl*s  plaid,  and  took  Ihrewell  d  mj  tnatf  coUey,  for  the  bard*e 
erilont  and  thankless  occupation.'*— Hooo,  ISSI.] 


O,  JEANIE.  THERE'S  NAETHIN6  TO  FEAR  YE! 

JAMES  HOGG. 

O,  my  lassie,  our  joy  to  complete  again. 

Meet  me  again  i'  the  gloaming,  my  dearie ; 
Low  down  in  the  dell  let  us  meet  again — 
O !  Jeanie,  there's  naething  to  fear  ye ! 
Come,  when  the  wee  bat  flits  silent  and  eiry ; 
Come,  when  the  pale  face  o'  Nature  looks  weary. 
Love  be  thy  sure  defence. 
Beauty  and  innocence : — 
O !  Jeanie,  there's  naething  to  fear  ye ! 

Sweetly  blows  the  haw  an'  the  rowan-tree. 
Wild  roses  speck  our  thicket  so  breery ; 

Still,  still  will  our  walk  in  the  greenwood  be ; 
0 1  Jeanie,  there's  naething  to  fear  ye  : 


A  •owai  or  sooTLUtD. 

Lint  wbi^ii  Lhe  btkckbird  o'  dignag  gruns  wcirr. 

List  wben  the  be«lk  bee's  bugle  comeg  near  ye ; 
TlicD  come  with  fairy  luute. 
Light  fool,  an'  beating  brcul : — 

O'.  Jeanie,  there's  iiiwtbing  to  fear  ye! 

Fur,  far  will  the  bogle  and  browtile  be ; 

Beaalj  bo'  tmth,  ibejr  darr^oa  come  near  it- 
Kind  lore  ia  the  tie  of  our  unit}' ; 

A'  maun  love  it,  Biid  a'  maun  revere  li. 
Love  maks  the  s&Dg  v'  the  woodland  ue  cbeerie. 
Love  gars  a'  Nature  look  boante  Ihai'i  near  vci 
Love  miks  the  rose  sae  sweet. 
Cowslip  and  violet : 
O !  Jeanic,  there's  iisething  to  fear  je  I 


WHEN  THE  K'i'E  COMES  HaME. 


Came  all  yc  jolly  shepherds 

That  whistle  through  the  glen, 
rUlellye  ofagciTei 

Thai  courtiera  diuna  keni 
What  is  the  greatest  bliss 

That  the  tongue  o'  oisa  can  nan 
Tis  tu  woo  a  boany  lassie 

NfVuk  \he  kve  comes  hiuie. 


i 


^ 


I 


When  the  kye  comes  barae, 
When  the  kve  comes  hsrae, 

the  gloaming  and  the  mirk, 
When  the  kye  ci 
Tie  not  beneath  tbe  ci 

Nor  canopy  of  s' 
TJB  not  OD  coucb  of  velrel. 

Nor  arbour  of  the  great, — 
Tis  bencatU  the  spreadinK  birk, 

lu  the  glen  u'itbout  the  Daiiic, 
I,  Wi'  u  bonny,  bonny  lassie. 

When  thu  kye  comes  hame. 
There  the  blackliird  bigs  his  ne^t, 

For  the  mate  he  lo'us  to  see. 
And  on  the  topmost  bough, 

0,  a  happy  bird  i«  be '. 
Then  be  poura  his  melting  ditty. 

And  love  is  u'  the  theme. 
And  bu'll  woo  his  bonny  laasie, 

When  the  kye  comes  hame. 
When  the  blewart  bears  a  pearl. 

And  the  daisy  turns  a  pea, 
And  the  bonnte  lucken  g'owan 

Has  fauldit  up  her  ce, 
Then  the  lavrock  frae  the  bloe  lift, 

Drapa  down  an'  thinks-  nae  sbime 
To  ivou  his  botinie  lassie. 

When  the  kye  comes  hame. 
See  yonder  pawky  shepherd 

That  lingers  on  the  bill — 
HU  yotves  are  in  the  fuutd. 

And  his  lambs  are  lying  still ; 


Vet  he  dowaa  (Jing  tu  tiwi. 

For  hiB  heart  in  in  a  tl»"oe 
To  meet  his  b<»iuiy  l»*«e. 

When  the  kye  comes  huat. 

When  the  lilile  wee  bit  hem 

Biaes  high  lo  ihe  breMt. 
And  the  little  wee  bil  st»m 

Rises  red  in  the  ewl, 
Olhere'injoy  BttcdcM. 

Th«  the  heart  cm  harflj  frame 
Wi'  a  bonny,  bonny  Iwsie, 

When  the  kye  comes  hame. 

Then  since  idl  Nature  joins 
In  this  love  without  alloy. 
O,  wha  wad  prore  a  irwtor 
To  Nature'*  dearest  joy  ? 
Or  wha  wad  choofe  a  crown. 
Wi'  ita  perils  and  its  feme. 
And  mm  his  bonny  lassie. 
Wlien  the  kye  come*  haiiic. 
When  the  kye  comes  harnc, 

When  the  kye  comes  banic. 

■Tween  the  [(loaming  aad  the  n 

When  the  kye  comes  haroe 


1,  Usm:^  '  ("*"""•  iwisnl  lo 
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THE  MINSTREL   BOY, 


The  minstrel  Boy  to  the  )(l«n  it  gone. 

In  its  deepest  dell*  you'll  find  him. 
Where  echoes  BiDg  to  his  iniuic'i  tone. 

And  fairieG  listen  behind  him. 
He  singa  of  nature  all  in  her  prime. 

Of  sweelB  that  around  liiiii  hover. 
Of  mountua  heath  and  moorland  thyme, 

And  triflee  that  tell  the  loTcr. 

Hoiv  wildly  Bweel  ia  the  miuacrel'H  lay. 

Through  clilTa  and  wild  wooda  ringing. 
For,  fth !  there  ia  love  to  ht-acon  his  way. 

And  hope  in  the  songe  he's  singing  I 
The  bard  may  indite,  and  the  minstrel  sing. 

And  maidens  may  chorus-  it  rarely  ( 
But  unleaa  there  be  lore  in  the  heart  within. 

The  ditty  mil  charm  bat  sparely. 


THE   SKYLARK. 


Bird  of  the  wilderness, 
BIylhesome  and  cnmhcrleM, 

Sweet  be  thy  matin  u'er  moorland  and  lea ! 
Emtilem  of  happineat, 
Bleet  is  thy  dwelling  place — 

O  to  abide  in  the  desert  with  thee  I 


i 


Touhk  Jock  haa  taei)  ilie  hill  for't — 

A  waefu'  wight  is  he ; 
Poor  Harry's  laen  the  bed  for't. 

Ad'  laid  him  down  to  dee  i 
An'  Sundjr'B  gunc  unto  the  kirk. 

And  leamin  fast  to  prai^. 
And,  O,  what  wiH  the  lads  do 

When  Maggy  gangs  away ! 

The  young  laird  «'  the  Lang-Shavr 

Has  drunk  her  health  io  wine; 
The  priest  has  said — in  coofidEDce — 

The  lassie  wBB  divine — 
And  that  is  mur  in  maitlen'a  pruae 
Tlian  ony  priest  should  sayi  ■ 

t  Bui,  O,  what  will  the  lads  do 
I       When  Maggy  gangs  away? 

The  wailing  in  our  green  glen 

That  day  will  quaver  high. 
Twill  draw  tlie  redbreast  frae  the  ivood, 

The  laverock  from  the  sky  ; 
The  fairies  frae  their  beds  o'  dew 

Will  rise  an' join  the  lay; 
An  bey '.  ivhai  a  day  will  be 

When  Maggy  gangs  away  1 


THE   WEE   HOUSE- 


I 


I  like  thee  n^cl.  my  wee  auld  honse, 

Thu"  laiKk  iliy  wb'»  an'  flM  the  rigKin. 
Though  rounil  Ihy  lum  the  wurock  grows. 

All'  ruin-draps  gnvi  my  cu(y  biggin', 
IjDOg  hatt  thou  haiipit  miae  tmd  lac, 

My  head's  grown  grey  uieath  thy  tipp'f: 
And  aye  (he  ingle  i-h«k  was  free 

Butti  to  tbe  blind  man  bo'  the  crifg 

Wbai  gart  my  ewes  thrive  an  the 

An'  kept  my  little  store  incMMto'il 
The  rich  man  never  wish'd  me  ill. 

The  poor  man  left  me  aye  hii  bleann'- 
Troth  I  mauu  greet  wi'  thee  lo  pan, 

Though  to  a  better  houK  I'm  flii  ' 
Sic  joyB  will  never  glad  my  heart 

Aa  I've  had  by  tbia  hallaa  tittia', 

My  bouny  bairns  aronnd  me  smiled. 

My  Konsy  wife  sat  by  me  eplnniag. 
Aye  lilting  o'er  her  diitiea  wild. 

In  DOtea  Eue  artless  an'  lae  winning. 
Our  frugal  meal  wai  aye  a  feast. 

Our  e'euiiig  psalm  a  hymn  of  joy  j 
Sae  calm  an'  peatefu*  was  our  rest, 

OuT^iVkU.aat  love,  without  al' 


MOO'- 

1, 

1 
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I  canos  help  but  baud  thee  lieHr, 

My  auld,  slonn-halter'il,  httmely  Bhieling; 
Thy  sooty  lum,  an'  kippleK  clear 

I  better  lore  ilisn  gaudy  oeiltng. 
Thy  roof  will  fa',  thy  reflere  start. 

How  damp  an'  cauld  ihy  hearth  will  tie ! 
Ah !  sae  will  suon  ilk  hoaest  bean, 

That  erst  wai  blithe  a&ri  bauld  iu  llieel 

I  thought  to  cower  aneatb  thy  wa', 
"Till  death  should  cloise  my  weary  ecu. 

Then  leave  thee  for  the  nnrrow  ha', 
Wi'  lowly  roof  o"  tward  sae  green. 

Fareweel  my  house  an'  burtiie  clear. 
My  bounree  bush  an'  bowzy  tree ! 

The  wee  while  I  maun  sojourn  here, 
er  find  a  hame  like  thee. 


BATTLE  OF  THE  BALTIC. 
TBOHIS  CAHf  aSLL. 

Of  Nekon  and  the  North, 

.Sing  the  glorious  day's  renown. 

When  lo  battle  fierco  came  forth 

All  the  might  of  Denmark's  crown. 

And  her  arms  along  the  deep  proudly  ibonej 

By  each  gun  the  lighted  brand. 

In  a  bold  determined  hand. 

And  the  Prince  of  all  the  Ittad 

Led  them  on. — 


^94  litiSiri  or  scoTtiHO- 

Like  LeviathabB  aflosl, 

htty  tbdr  bulnarka  od  Ihe  biint  ( 

While  ihe  si^  of  battle  flew 

On  the  lofty  British  tiae : 

It  was  ten  of  April  morn  by  the  chiine^<l 

Ab  they  drifted  on  their  path. 

There  was  silence  deep  ai  death ; 

And  the  boldest  held  his  breath. 

For  a  time. — 

But  the  might  of  EofrUnd  flu&h'd 
To  uiticiputc  the  scene  ; 
And  her  mn  the  fleeter  nish'd 

O'er  the  deadly  apace  between.  

'  Hearts  of  oalcl'  our  capiuns  cried  ;  whttlHck 
rrom  its  adamantine  lips 
Spread  a  death-Bbade  round  the  thipi. 
Like  the  hurricane  eclipse 
Of  the  sun. 

Again  !  aj^U  1  agtia  ! 

And  the  hnrock  did  not  tiaok, 

rOl  a  feeble  rhecr  the  Dane 

To  our  cheering  sent  us  back  ;— 

Their  shots  along  the  deep  sloirly  boc 
Then  ceased — and  all  is  wail. 
As  ihcy  strike  the  shatter'd  sail  j 
Or,  in  conflaj^tion  pole. 
Light  the  gloom. — 

Out  apoke  the  victor  then, 

As  he  hail'd  them  o'er  the  wtrtt 
'  Ye  are  brollicrs  1  ye  are  niea  I 
'  And  vre  conquer  but  to  save : — 


I 


I 


'  So  peace  instead  of  death  let  us  bring ; 
'  Bu[  yield,  proud  foe,  thy  fleet, 

Witb  the  crews,  at  En^laad's  feel, 

Aod  make  Eubmlselon  meet 
'  To  our  King.'— 

Then  Deiimork  bleBs'd  our  chief. 

That  he  gave  lier  wounde  repose  j 

Anil  the  Hounds  of  joy  und  grief 

FroD)  her  people  wildly  cose, 

Ab  dcalli  withdretr  his  nhadee  from  the  duy. 

While  (he  sun  took'd  smiliag  bright 

O'er  a  widu  and  woeful  sight. 

Where  the  tires  of  fuueral  ligLt 

Died  iiway. 

Now  joy.  Old  Englaad,  raise ! 
For  the  tidings  of  thy  luight 
By  the  festal  cities'  blaze. 
While  the  wine-cup  shines  iit  light; 
And  yet  amidst  tbut  joy  and  uproar. 
Let  us  think  of  them  that  ileep. 
Pull  many  a  fathom  deep. 
By  thy  wild  and  stormy  cteep, 
Gbinore ! 


Brave  hearts!  to  BrilHia's 
Ouce  so  faithful  and  si 
On  the  deck  of  fame  that  died  ;- 
With  the  gallant  good  Riou .-  * 


TE  MARINERS  OI 


Y«  muincn  of  Baftand 
That  guard  our  nuWe  ae 
WhoBe  flag'  haa  braved,  a 
The  btitle  and  the  bncsi 
Your  glorioiu  standard  li 
To  match  anotbcr  foe  I 
And  iwe^  thro'  the  de«| 
While  the  Kormr  Umpe* 
While  the  battle  ngea  loi 
Aod  the  stormy  tempesti 

The  spirit!  of  jour  father 
Shall  start  from  every  <ra' 
For  the  deck  it  »aa  thdr  i 
And  Ocean  was  their  gnw 

Wh>r<>  ninlcp  unrf  miirlitv  1 


^^BriiBDniit  needs  no  bulwark, 
^P   No  towers  along  the  ateepj 
^B     Her  inarch  U  o'er  the  mutintaio-wttTi-s 
Her  home  is  on  the  deep- 
Witli  thunders  from  her  uBtive  oak. 
She  quell  a  the  floods  belo^r, — 
Ab  they  roar  on  the  shore. 
When  the  stormy  tempests  blow; 
When  the  battle  rages  loud  and  long. 
And  the  stormy  tempeais  blow. 

The  meteor  flag  of  England 

Shall  yet  terrific  bnrn ; 

Till  danger's  troubled  niglit  depart. 

And  the  stnr  of  pence  return. 

Then,  then,  ye  occan-warriori  1 

Our  song  and  feast  shall  How 

To  the  fame  of  your  name. 

When  the  storm  has  ceased  to  blow  t 

When  the  fiery  dghf  is  heurd  no  more. 

And  the  alorm  has  ceased  to  blow  1 

«97 

^m                    HO  HEN  LIN  DEN. 

^B[)ii  Linden,  when  the  sua  was  low, 
^HUl  bloodless  lay  th'  wntroddeu  anow, 
^^Ksd  dark  as  winter  was  the  Sow 
^^bf  Iscr,  rolling  rapidly. 

J 

COMdS   OF   &COTt.4ND. 

But  Lindea  aaw  aDotlicr  si)rhl. 
When  thr  drum  beat,  ai  dead  of : 
ComiDaniling  fires  of  dt^nth  to  lighl 
Tlie  aarkne>8  of  her  sccucry. 

By  torcli  uiid  tnimpvl  ftul  array'd. 
[^■h  lioraeinaD  drew  tis  balllc-bladc. 
And  furiuuB  every  charger  aelgh'd 
Tu  join  the  dreadful  revelry. 

Then  shook  che  hills  with  thunder  riri 
Thai  ruEh'd  the  Meed  to  batlle  driven, 
And  louder  than  the  hulls  of  heaien. 
Far  flasU'd  the  red  artillery. 


And-bluudier  yet  the  torrent  flow 
Of  Iser,  rolling  rapidly. 

'Tis  mora,  but  scarce  yon  level  sun 
Can  pierce  the  war-cloodt,  rollinfT  dm 
Where  furious  Frank,  and  fiery  Hon, 
Shout  in  their  lulph'rous  cuiopy. 

The  combat  deepens.     On,  y«  brttve, 
Who  rush  to  glory,  or  the  grave  I 
Wave,  Munich  !  all  thy  baonera  watt. 
And  charge  with  all  thy  chivalry 

Fen,  few,  ehall  part  where  many  meet 
Tbe  snow  shall  be  tbeir  iviodiDg  theel^ 
And  every  turf  beneath  llieir  (eel 

^U>U  tic  a  suldicr'e  sepulchre. 


k 


HE  EXILE   OF   ERIK. 


TBOUAS   CAUPBKLL. 


There  came  to  the  bench  a  poor  Exile  of  Erin, 

The  dew  on  his  thin  robe  was  heavy  and  chill  : 
For  his  country  he  iigh'd,  when  at  twilight  rcpairiug 

To  wander  alone  by  the  wiud-beaten  hill. 

Bui  the  day-^tar  attracted  his  eye's  sad  devotion. 

For  it  rose  o'er  li'u  own  native  i^le  of  the  ocean, 

Vhere  once  in  the  fire  of  bis  youthful  eoiutioo, 

He  sang  the  bold  anthem  of  Erin  go  hragh. 

Sad  is  my  fate  '.  add  the  heart-broken  stranger; 

The  wild  deer  and  wolf  to  a  -covert  can  Hce, 
But  I  have  no  refnge  from  famine  and  danger, 

A  borne  and  a  country  remain  not  to  roe. 
Never  again  in  the  green  sunny  bowers, 
Where  toy  forefathers  lived  ehall  I  spend  the  eweet  hours. 
Or  cover  my  harp  with  the  wild-woven  flowers. 

And  strike  to  the  numbers  of  Erin  go  bragli '. 

£rin,  my  country  1  tho'  sad  and  forsaken. 

In  dreams  1  revisit  thy  sea-beaten  shore; 
But,  alas  '■  in  a  far  foreign  lantl  I  awaken. 

And  sigh  for  the  friends  who  can  meet  me  no  more  1 
Oh  cruel  fate  1  wilt  thou  neier  replace  me 
In  a  mansion  of  peace — where  no  perils  can  chase  me  i 
Never  again  shall  my  brothers  embrace  me? 
They  died  to  defend  me,  or  live  to  depVOTc\ 


Where  h  toy  Mbin-rinor,  fNst  by  ibc  irild-a 
Shten  and  sire '.  did  ye  weep  for  il»  fall  ? 
Where  i>  the  rootber  that  looked  on  my  chOdhood! 
And  where  l«  the  hoiom'fripnd,  dearer  thin  all? 
Oh '.  my  End  heart  '.   long  abandoo'd  by  |ilfMurr, 
Why  did  it  doat  on  a  fasl-fadini;  treasure  t 
Tears,  like  the  fain-<irop,  may  fall  trilhont  meaiur*. 
Bnl  rapture  and  liesuty  they  cannot  rtcall. 

Yet  all  ill  snd  recollections  srpprcsting. 
One  dyin^  <*i»h  my  lone  bosom  ran  dtaw: 

Erin  '.  an  exile  beiirieaths  thee  his  bleBsiug! 
Land  of  my  forcfulbers  !   Erin  jfo  trraphl 

Buried  aud  cold,  H-hen  my  heart  (tills  her  motion. 

tireen  lie  thy  fields, — sireetesi  lale  of  the  ocean ! 

And  tby  barp-strikiD^  bards  sing  aloud  with  dcrutinD.— 
Erin  marournin—  Erin  go  bragh,* 


THE   SOLDIER'S   DREAM.] 


Our  bugles  sang  truce — for  the  iiifrht-doud  bad  lairer'4, 

And  the  lentiael  etors  set  their  watch  in  the  ikyi 
And  thousands  had  sunk  on  the  ground  overpou'er'J, 

The  weary  to  sloep,  and  ihe  wounded  to  die. 
When  reposing  that  night  on  my  pallcl  of  f  iraw. 

By  the  wolf-seoriug  fnggot  ibal  guarded  the  slain; 
■\t  the  dead  of  the  nigbt  a  aweet  vision  I  saw. 

And  thrice  ere  the  morning  I  dreamt  it  agalo. 
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Methoughl  frorn  tbe  baltle-fiuM's  drendful  amy. 

Far,  far  I  liad  rouuiM  oii  a  desoliite  track : 
'Twos  Aatutnn, — and  eunaliiuc  arose  on  the  way 

To  tbe  boiue  of  my  fBtbcn,  that  welcom'd  inc  back. 

I  fle*  to  Ihe  pteasanl  fields  traversed  so  oft 

In  life's  morning  march,  when  my  bosom  was  young ; 

I  beard  my  own  mouo  tain -floats  bleating  aloft. 

And  knew  tbe  sweet  itroin  ibat  the  corn-reapers  sung. 

Then  pledged  we  the  wine-cup,  and  fondly  1  swore. 
From  my  home  and  my  weeping  friends  never  to  part ; 

My  little  onet  kiss'd  me  a  thousand  limes  o'er. 
And  my  wife  sobb'd  uloud  in  her  fulness  of  heart. 

Stay,  stay  with  us, — rest,  thou  art  weary  and  worn  j 
And  faiD  ivas  their  war-broken  soldier  to  stny; — 

But  Borrow  return'd  with  the  dawning  of  mom. 
And  the  voice  iu  my  dreaming  ear  meltud  away. 


THE  WOUNDED   HUSSA 


Alone  to  the  banks  of  the  dark-rolling  Danube, 
Fair  Adelaide  hied  when  (be  battle  waa  o'er : — 
'  Ob  whither,'  ebe  cried,  '  bast  thou  wandered  my  love  ? 

Or  here  dost  thou  welter  and  bleed  on  Ibe  shore  i 

'  Wbat  voice  did  I  hear  t  'tivas  my  Henry  that  aigh'd!' 

All  mournful  she  hasteu'd,  nor  wandered  she  far. 

When  bleeding,  and  low,  on  the  heath  she  descried, 

~^  the  light  of  (he  moon,  her  poor  wounded  Hussi 


»1                     Mixes  or  •con^uTD.        ^^H 
Pk«n  Ut  bowm    ilwi   t^rnnO,  the  I«c1^^| 

.\»d  pdt  «M  hi*  «iM«F.  d*^  BMTt'd  rili^H 

Ab4  4tai  »m  ifaM  *re.  oitre  upradtdj  mH^V 
. -nuadtcd  IB  lore,  ud  that  kindlribnr!      ' 

_                   Ito«  bUur  Uie  wipt  o-er  Ui«  TicHm  «f  ww! 
^H             •  Hm  thm  came,   atf  fond  Ion,   (bu  Im  hiihN 

^H             ■  T«  dicer  Ike  loMliMn  of  roar  ••XMindalBnnrf'- 
^H            •  Tlw.   (I»lt  ET,^•  ilw  «pli«).   •  Hewn-*  n«n  r.-! 

■V                   ■  EKk  U|r«bluDe  "otODd.  &W1  forhid  me  U  nnr*  '; 
r^                  Ak  »o  U«  1:1*1  puig  of  my  bosom  u  b«rit.g! 
So  lighi  of  tbe  nun  UiaU  to  Hc»ry  t«i.«L 

■  Thou  chmner  of  Ufe  era  tender  ud  tni«  I 
'  Ye  biibes  of  mi  lore  that  await  uif  >bT:'— 
Hi*  Wteriog  tODgue  (r«ree  could  murmar  ailKa. 
niteii  be  «nnlk    En   her  Brnia — the   poor  mnM 

WHEN  KAFOl^ON  WAS  FLYtN^^^H 

THOMAS  CAUnKUX..                ^^^^M 

When  NapolcOD  wu  flying  '^^H 
From  ibe  field  of  Waterloo,         ^^H 

A  Britbh  eolHi«r  dying,  ^^^^M 
To  kii,  brother  bade  aditn  I          *^^H 

W          soniiH  or  scoti^AXD.              ma 

'  And  i»ke.'  he  saiii, '  this  token 
To  the  mud  Ihat  owns  my  faith, 
With  the  words  th&t  I  have  spoken 
In  affection's  latest  brcuthl' 

Sore  mourn'd  the  brother's  heart. 
When  the  youth  bcsid«  him  fell ; 

But  the  trutupel  warn'd  to  part. 
And  they  took  a  sad  rarewell. 

There  wae  many  a  friend  lo  lose  him, 
For  that  pallaot  soldier  Mgh'd ; 

But  the  maiden  of  hie  bosom 
Wept  when  all  their  tears  were  dried. 

DRINK    YE   TO    HER. 

brink  ye  to  her  that  eoeh  loves  beet. 

And  if  you  nurae  a  flame 
That's  told  but  to  her  mutual  breast. 

We  will  not  ask  her  name. 

Enough,  while  memory  traneed  and  glad 

■  Paints  silently  the  fair. 

■  That  each  should  dream  of  joys  he's  had, 
W.     Or  yet  may  hope  to  share. 

Yet  far.  far  hence  he  jest  or  boast 

From  hallowed  thoughts  so  dears 
But  drink  to  them  that  we  love  most, 
^      At  they  would  love  to  kear.                     ^^^ 

>^ 


Oh.  bow  ha«l  It  h  to  I 
AdJ  ,„j  Wo,-,  „^ 

THE  LASS  OP  PR5OT 
,..""!•"■  fell  .oft.  ,1,"? 


I 


Her  naked  feet  aman^  the^  gnti, 

Shone  like  two  dew-;(eiam'il  lilies  fair  [ 
Her  brow  beaiu'd  white  aneatli  her  locki. 

Black  curling  u'cr  her  shoulders  bare  ; 
Her  cheeks  were  rieli  (vi'  lilooiny  youtb. 

Her  lipB  had  words  and  wit  at  will, 
Aad  hesTen  seeni'd  lookin)^  through  her  een. 

The  lovely  law  of  Preston  Mill. 

Quoth  I,  fair  Uia,  wilt  thou  gaog  wi'  me. 
Where  blnck-cocke  crow,  and  plurert  cryf 

Six  hills  are  woolly  wi'  my  sheep, 
ea  are  lowing  wi*  my  kye 

1  have  looked  long  for  &  ived-fnured  loag. 
By  Nithsdale's  holms,  and  many  a  liill — 
le  hung  her  head  like  a  dew-bent  roae. 
The  lovely  la»a  of  Preston  Mill. 

I  tud,  sweet  maiden,  look  nae  down, 

But  gfie'a  a  kiss,  and  come  with  me; 
A  lonelier  face,  O  ne'er  looked  up,— 

The  team  were  dropping  frae  her  ee, 
I  hae  a  lad  ivbo's  far  awa'. 

That  weel  could  win  a  woman'i  will ; 
My  heart's  already  full  of  love, — 

Quoth  the  lovely  lasa  of  Preston  Mill. 

Now  who  is  he  could  leave  sic  a  lass. 

And  seek  for  love  in  a  far  countrie  f 
Her  tears  drupp'd  Aowa  like  simmer  dewj 

I  fain  wad  kiss'd  them  frae  her  ee. 
1  took  ae  kits  o'  her  comely  cheek — 

For  pity's  Bake,  kind  sir,  be  ilill ; 
My  heart  ie  full  of  other  liive, 

Quoth  the  lovely  laa«  of  Preston  MUV, 


""■■■  '•"••lac 


» 


Afi  I  came  in  by  Inverness, 

Tbe  simmer  sun  was  sinking  doun  j 

0  tliere  I  saw  the  weelfaur*!!  lagg. 

And  she  waa  greeting-  through  the  lomi. 
The  gray-hair'd  men  were  a'  i'  the  street*. 

And  Duld  dames  LTyiog  sad  lo  see, 
Tlie  llower  o'  the  lad^  o'  Inremess 

Lie  bludie  on  Culloden  lea  ! 

She  tore  her  hafiet  liuka  o'  gowd. 

And  dig-hled  aye  her  comely  e'e ; 
My  father  lies  at  bludie  Carlisle — 

At  Preston  sleep  my  brethren  three '. 

1  ihoui^bC  luy  heart  could  hiiud  nae  mair, 

Mae  tears  could  never  blin'  my  e'e ; 

But  the  fa'  o'  ane  has  burst  my  heut, 

A  dearer  ane  there  ne'er  coold  bel 

He  trvBted  me  o'  luve  yestreen, 

O'  love-tokens  he  gave  me  three  j 
But  he's  faulded  i'  the  arms  o'  weir, 

O,  ne'er  again  In  think  o'  me ! 
The  forest  Holers  shall  be  my  bed. 

My  food  shall  be  the  wild-berrie, 
The  fa'ing  leavcc  shall  hap  me  owrc. 

And  WBuken'd  again  1  witina  be. 

O  weep,  O  weep,  ye  Scotiiah  dames  I 

Weep  till  ye  blin'  a  milher's  e'ej 
Nae  reeking  ha'  in  fifty  miles. 

But  slaughtered  corses,  sad  lo  see  t 
O,  spring  is  blithesome  to  the  year; 

Trees  sprout,  flovrers  spring,  and  birds  sing  hie  i 
But,  O  what  spring  can  raise  them  up. 

That  lie  on  dread  Culloden  lea. 


The  hud  o'  God  hutig  Iimtt  h«K, 

And  lixhUr  toucli'd  Toui  (yrMaie: 
It  struck  the  righiMiiu  to  iha  ftfoai. 

AnJ  lifted  the  deitroycr  hie. 
Bui  there's  a  day,  quo'  mj  OoiJ.  in  pr«<rt. 

Wheo  righteousnesB  shall  b«9i  Ae  tfrt 
I'll  rake  the  wicked  loir  i'  the  dim. 

And  wauken  in  blut  the  t;tMte  mn'i  t't. 


A  wel  sheet  and  a  Sowing  Ma. 

A  wind  thu  folio iv«  fast, 
Aod  fills  the  while  and  nuiUng  wl. 

And  beodi  the  gallanl  maal  j 
And  bendi  the  gullanl  tnut  iDjr  bor*. 

While,  like  (he  eagle  free, 
Awuy  the  good  iliip  flies,  and  learn  ^ 

Old  England  on  the  lee. 

O  for  a  soft  and  Kettle  wind ! 

1  heard  a  fwit  one  cr)- ; 
But  give  to  ntc  the  EDorlng  breoc. 

And  white  ware*  lieiiTing  Ugh  4 


I 


Aod  while  wBveg  heaving  high,  my  bo^. 
The  good  ship  tight  uid  free— 

The  world  of  waters  ib  out  Lone, 
And  merry  men  are  we. 

There's  tempest  ia  yon  horned  moon. 

And  lig-hlning  in  yon  cloud ; 
And  hark  the  musii-,  marinera. 

The  wind  is  piping  loud ; 
The  wind  is  piping  loud  my  boys. 

The  lightning  fl&shing  free — 
While  the  hollow  oak  our  palace  is. 

Our  heritage  the  aea. 


MY  NANIE-0. 


ALLAN  CUNNIKOHAM, 


Ked  rowea  the  Nilh  'tweeD  bank  and  brM, 

Mirk  is  the  night  and  rainie-o, 
^ough  hearen  and  earth  should  mix  in  storm. 

I'll  gang  and  see  my  Nftnie-Oi 
My  Naoie-o,  my  Nanie-o ; 

My  kind  and  winsome  Nanie-o, 
She  holds  my  heart  in  loves'  dear  bunds. 


Andn 


e  can  do't  but  Nanie-o. 


In  preai'hing  lime  sae  meek  she  stands. 
Sac  saintly  and  sue  hoonie-o, 

I  cannot  get  ae  glimpse  of  gmce. 
For  thieving  looks  at  Nanie-o ; 


■  op  VCOT1.AXP. 


My  Nuiie-o,  my  Naaie-o  ; 

Tbe  world's  in  loie  wilh  Nanir-o ; 
Tliat  heart  is  hitrdlj  worth  tbe  wear 

That  wadna  love  my  Nsnie-o. 
My  breaat  can  scarce  contain  mv  he«n, 

When  dancing  she  moTcs  tinelf-oi 
I  f\\m  wliat  kearen  i&  by  her  eyes. 

They  aparkle  soe  dirinely-o  j 
My  Natiie-o,  my  Nanie-o ; 

The  flower  o'  Nilludale't  Nanie-o ; 
Love  lookt  fne  'aeaili  b-er  Ung  brown  hw 

And  eay«,  I  dwell  with  Namie-o. 
I^ell  not,  thou  star  at  gray  day  light. 

O'er  Tinwsld-top  bo  bonnie-o. 
My  footsteps  'mtng  the  tnortaag  dew 

When  coming  froe  m^  Naoie-o ; 
My  Nanie-o,  my  N»nie-o  j 

auc  ken  o'  me  and  Nanie-o  ,- 
[   The  Etora  and  moon  majr  lell'l  abooa. 

They  winna  wrang  my  Naoie-o  1 


KNOW  YE  THE  FAIR  ONE. 


Knatv  ye  the  fair  one  whom  I  lore  i 

High  ii  her  white  and  holy  brow ; 

Her  looks  so  «aintly-sweet  and  pure. 

Make  men  adore  who  come  to  woo , 
Her  neck,  o'er  which  her  iresMt  liing, 
leath  a  ra»en'ii  wing. 


Her  lipi  ere  like  ihe  red-rose  bud, 
Dew -parted  In  a  iiiorii  of  June, 

Her  voice  U  gentler  than  the  sounj 
Of  eomc  far  heard  luid  he»Tealy  tune. 

Her  little  finger,  white  and  round 

Can  make  a  hundred  hearta  to  bound, 

My  lure's  two  eyes  ure  honnie  stars. 
Bom  to  adorn  the  summer  skieBj 

And  1  will  hy  our  tryule-thorn  sit. 
To  watch  them  at  their  evening  rise: 

TTiat  when  they  shine  on  tower  and  tree, 

Their  heavenly  light  may  fall  on  me. 

Come,  starry  eve,  demure  and  gray. 
Now  is  the  hour  when  maidens  woo. 

Come  shake  o'er  wood,  and  hunk,  and  brai 
Thy  tresses  moiet  with  balmy  dew: 

Thy  dew  ne'er  dropt  on  flower  or  tree. 

So  lovely  or  so  aweel  as  «h(^. 

The  laverock's  bosom  shone  with  dew. 

Beside  us  on  the  lilied  lea, 
She  sung  her  mate  down  from  the  cloud 

To  warble  by  my  love  and  me  ; 
Nor  from  her  young  ones  aouijht  to  move. 
For  well  she  saiv  our  looks  were  love. 


I   OF  evOTt^XD, 


HAME.   HAHE,   HAHE. 


i    CCITNUiaBAM. 


Hkme,  hame,  faame  !  Hame  hia  wmd  I  he! 
O  hiuDC,  hame,  bame,  to  my  aln  couut 
WheD  the  flower  u   i'  (he   bud,  and  ibc  lei 

llic  lark  shall  slag  me  hame  to  my  aia  counrrie ; 
Haipe,  bainr,  bame  I  Hame  fain  wad  I  be  I 
O  baine,  banie,  bMme,  to  my  aiD  counirie! 


The  green  leaf  o'  lovaltie's  beginoiof  nt 
The  bonnic  wbite  rose  it  is  wiihering;  u 
Bui  we'll  ivater'l  wl'  Ibe  blude  »f  usurp! 
And  green  it  will  graw  in  my  wn  eonoli 

Hame,  hame,  bame  I  Hame  fain  wad  I  b«! 

O  hame,  hame,  hune,  lo  ny  du 


I 


There's  nocbt  now  fne  ruia  my  canniry  aw  nn, 
But  the  keys  o'  kiud  heaven,  to  open  ibe  grvre, 
Tbal  a'  the  nuble  martyrs,  wha  died  for  ioyallic, 
May  rise  again  and  light  for  their  nio  couDtrl*. 
Home,  hame,  baro« !  Hame  faiji  trad  I  be  I 
0  liame,  hame,  hame,  to  my  ain  couotrie  I 

The  great  now  are  gmae,  a'  who  Tcalured  to  aan; 
The  green  grass  b  ^Towing  abuue  (heir  bludte  gran  i 
But  the  sun  through  the  mirk  blioka  blytbe  in  itf  «'fc. 
J^U  shine  on  ye  yet  in  yow  ain  counU^ 


1 
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e,  hame,  hamei  Hame  faia  wad  1 
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PHEMIE    IRVING. 

AL1.AN  CUNNtWOBAK. 

Ony  h  tby  g\ea,  Corrie, 

Wiih  all  I  by  groves  flowerinfr  i 
Greeu  »  thy  K\ea,  Corrie, 

And  sweet  i«  yon  wood  where 
The  imall  birds  are  lowering, 

For  there  dwdU  the  bwccI  one 
Whom  I  am  adoring. 

Her  round  neck  U  whiter 
Than  winter  wheo  giKuviny  j 

Her  meek  voice  U  milder 
Tlmn  Ae  in  its  floiving ; 
Tlie  glud  ground  yields  music 
Where  she  jtoea  by  tfae  river ; 
,   One  kind  glauce  would  charm  lu 
I       For  ever  and  ever. 

•= 

^^a       314                     lONiM  or  aeoTun.          ^^M 

^^B                     The  proud  ftnd  ihe  ureftlllir            ^^H 

^^H  No  luok^  lore  i*in  tbcf  ^^^M 
^^H  With  iighiuK  aad  saio^ ;  ^^M 
^^^m  Far  kwbt  raaun  ^^H 
^^^H  MTilb  my  rude  woutDif,  ^^H 
^^^H  Sh«'«  a  floweret  toi>  loi-dj  "^^H 
^^^H                        To  bloom  for  my  pu'iur.              ^^H 

^^1  O  were  ^H 
^^H  Un  wliich  abe  U  wnlkiiif  ^^H 
^^^1  0  were  yon  small  bird,  ^^H 
^^M  To  whkb  abe  ii  lalkinx !  ^H 
^^^1  Or  yon  ro&e  in  faer  huid.  ^^^| 
^^H  With  iU  ripe  ruddy  blosuttn  ■  ^^H 
^^H                      Oriomcpure^Dtlethoiiirht.          ^H 

^^^^^^^^^^     THE                          LADT.     ^^H 

^^^^^^^^^^^^H        ALLAH                                                 ^^^1 

^^m  Come  buBk  yon  gallantlie.  ^^M 
^H  Busk  and  make  you  ready,  ^^M 
^H  Maiden,  busk  and  come.  ^^M 
^H  And  be  a  guIot's  Udy.  ^H 
^^1  The  foam;  ocean's  ours,  ^^M 
^H  Prom  Hebride  to  Harannah.  ^^B 
^^^^^^^  Aad  thou  Bhelt  be  my  queen,  ^^M 
^^^^^^^^^                            upon  i1  Anna.            ^^^| 
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See  m;  bonnie  ship. 

So  stately  and  bo  steady ; 
Thou  Bbalt  be  my  queen. 

And  she  maun  be  my  lady  : 
The  west  wind  in  her  wings,    ■ 

The  deep  aea  all  in  motion. 
Away  she  jflcious  goes. 

And  crowns  me  king*  of  ocean. 

The  merry  lads  are  miue, 

Prom  Thames,  and  Tweed,  and  Shannon  ; 
Tlie  Bourbon  flowers  ^row  pale 

When  I  hang  out  my  pennon ; 
I'll  win  thee  ^old  aud  gums 

With  pipe  and  uutloss  clashiug. 
With  all  my  broad  sails  set. 

And  all  my  cannon  flashing. 

Come  with  me  and  see 

The  golden  islands  glowing. 
Come  with  me  and  hear 

The  flocks  of  India  lowing  j 
Thy  lire  shall  be  of  spiL-e, 

The  dews  of  eve  drop  manna, 
Thy  chamber  floor  of  gold, 

And  meu  adore  thee.  Anna. 


sonoi  or  scoTi.ufv. 


THE  RETURN  07  SPfttHG. 


«  CDNNINOBAM. 


^9 


Cauld  winter  ii  awA*,  my  loi 

Apd  epriog  it  in  her  pridt 
The  breath  of  hearea  stirs 

Aoil  bcBuly  far  >uid  wide. 
The  birds  caoaa  contoio  themeel'a 

Upon  the  sprouting  tree. 
But  loudlie,  loudlie,  einK  uf  loie ; 

A  thcDie  which  pleaseth  me. 

llie  blackbird  is  a  pawky  looD, 

An'  kens  the  gate  of  tore  i 
Fu'  weel  the  sleekit  mBTis  ken 

The  iDeltiog  lilt  maun  move. 
The  goffdEpink  woos  in  gentle  note. 

And  ever  aingeth  he. 
Come  here,  come  here,  my  spousal  danit 

A  ihenie  which  pleaseth  me. 

What  says  the  songster  rose-linnet ' 

Hie  breut  is  beating  high. 
Come  here,  eome  here,  mj  ruddie  malt 

The  way  of  love  to  try ! 
The  Uverock  calls  bis  freckled  m»«. 

Frae  near  ihe  sun's  cVbree, 
Make  on  the  knowe,  our  nest,  ""XigR^ 

A  theme  which  pleasetfa  a'    '       ' 


^M  SOHGS  OF  SCOTLAND. 


' SCOTLAND.  S\J 

The  haree  ha'e  brouy;hi  forth  twing,  my  tavr, 

Sae  has  the  cushat  doo ; 
The  raten  c-roaks  a  softer  way, 

His  aooly  Iotb  to  woo ; 
And  nought  but  love,  love  breathes  Brouiid 

Free  hedge,  frae  field,  and  tree. 
Soft  whiaperiog  love  to  Je&uic't  heart : 

A  theme  which  pleueth  me, 

O  lassie  t  is  thy  heart  mair  bard 

Than  mavis  on  the  bougli ; 
Say,  maun  the  hale  creation  wed. 

And  Jeao  remain  to  woof 
Say  has  (he  holie  lowe  of  love. 

Ne'er  lighten'd  in  your  e'e  I 
^O  I  if  thou  canilDa  feel  for  pain, 

Thou  art  nae  theme  for  me. 


MY    AIM    COUNTHIE. 

ALLAN  CUNNINGBAM. 

The  sun  rises  bright  iu  I'rnneo, 

AimI  fair  sets  lie ; 
But  he  baa  lint  the  blytLe  blinli  he  had 

In  my  aiii  countrie. 
O !  gladnese  comes  lo  many, 

Bui  sorrow  comes  to  me. 
As  I  loolc  o'er  the  wide  ocean 

To  my  ttio  couotrie. 


aoNas  OP  HcoTLAtin. 


oiof  > 


Ol  t 

Tbfti  bad  lie  nB  vfe  a 
But  the  luve  I  lefl  in  Oallnwat, 

Wi'  liunnic  bairDH  three; 
My  haiDely  lieuth  burnt  bonuic, 

\ud  KiDitcd  my  fair  Marie : 
I've  left  my  heart  behind  me. 


The  hud  comes  bock  to  enrnm 

And  the  Mossom  to  the  tree 
Bui  I  wiu  liack — oh,  never  1 

Til  ruy  lun  conntrie. 
I'm  leal  to  tlie  high  hvaven, 

Which  will  be  leal  to  me ; 
And  there  I'll  meet  ye  a'  suue 

Frne  my  a' 


MY  GENTLE  HUGH  HCRIIIE9. 


ALLAK  CirHNIMOHlH- 


Go  seek  iu  the  wild  glen— 

Where  streamlets  are  falling, 
Go  seek  on  Ihe  loue  hill — 

Where  curleivs  are  callinj;. 
Go  seek  whtre  the  clear  stan 

Shine  down  without  number. 
Fur  there  ye  will  Gud  him 

My  true  love  in  slutubcr. 


Tfaey  Bought  in  the  wild  j^len — 

The  glen  was  fursaken  ; 
They  soui;ht  ou  the  mounlikiD, 

'Maog  Ung  lady  bracken  j 
Atid  sore,  tore  ihcy  huDl«d 

My  true  love  lo  find  liiin, 
With  the  HtroDg  lianda  of  iron 

To  fetter  uiid  biud  bim. 

Yon  f^rcen  hill  I'll  give  thee 
Where  fttlcoDa  are  flying. 

To  ahoTC  me  the  den,  where 
This  hold  tnutor's  lying — 

0  mtike  me  of  NithHdHle's 
Fulr  princedom  the  hcircBS, 

I»  that  worth  one  smile  uf 
My  gentle  Hugh  Herrieii  i 

The  white  bread,  the  sweet  milk, 
Aud  ripe  fruits  I  found  him. 

And  safe  in  my  fond  arntB, 
I  clasp'd,  and  I  wound  him : 

1  ivarn  you — j^o  not  where 
My  true  lover  tarrieii. 

For  sharp  smites  the  sword  of 
My  gentle  Hugh  Merries. 

They  rtin'd  their  proud  war-steedjj. 

Away  they  went  sweeping. 
Behind  them  dames  waii'd,  aud 

Fair  mudens  went  weeping; 
But  deep  in  yon  wild  glen, 

'Mang  banks  of  blae-berries, 
1  dwell  with  my  loved  one, 

My  gentle  Hugh  Hemea. 


".ooak  miAes. 

*OBU  ItAncB. 

Mr^-"^  ■"*■«■  """■-. 
'At  e'm.  iHirs  bofw  ^Mnt  j«  nar 


We'd  Jm  in  Uim 


'"VIBkMl 


SOKliS  OF  SCOTLAND. 

While  for  her  love  she  thus  did  sigh, 
She  saw  a  sodj^er  pasein'  by, 
PatEin'  by,  wi'  scarlet  elaes. 
While  aur  she  grat  on  Logan  braes : 
Says  he,  what  ^s  thee  greet  sae  sairl 
What  HIU  thy  heart  aae  fu'  u'  card 
Thae  spnrtin'  lambs  hae  blyihaome  days, 
And  playful  skip  on  Log^n  braes! 

Uiiat  can  I  do  but  weep  and  mourn? 
I  fear  my  lad  will  ue'er  return. 
Ne'er  return  to  ease  uiy  waes. 
Will  ne'er  come  ha  me  to  Logui  braes. 
Wi'  that  he  chsp'd  her  In  his  armB, 
And  «aid,  I'm  free  of  war's  alarms  ( 
I  now  bae  conquer'd  a'  my  faes. 
We'll  happy  live  on  Lo^dO  braes. 

Then  straight  to  Logan  kirk  ihey  went, 
And  join'd  Iheir  hands  with  one  consent. 
With  one  consent  to  spend  their  days. 
And  live  in  bliss,  on  Logan  braes. 
And  now  she  sings,  thae  days  are  gane 
When  I  wi'  grief  did  herd  alanc. 
While  my  dear  lad  did  fight  hia  faes. 
Far,  far  frae  me  and  Logan  braes. 


rhl«  aoDE,  the  ■ 
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SONOB  or  BCOTLAKO. 


KOBGBT  OIUriU^K. 


The  mavis  tings  in  Mary's  bo*M, 

Tlie  Iftt-erock  in  Ihe  sky. 
An'  tt'  is  f«r  round  Mary's  bower. 
An' a'  »buiM!  is  joy  1 
ISut  md'E  the  gloom  in  Mftry'i  bower, 

Tlio'  a'  witlwut  bp  gay  j 
F  Nae  mueir  conies  to  greet  the  mont, 
Nae  »roile  to  glad  ibe  d*y. 

^  Her  lover  left  younff  Mary's  bawer. 

His  ship  hag  croMcd  the  main  : 
f  There's  wnefu"  news  in  MaryN  bower. 
!e  ne'er  returoB  Bf;^ii. 
A  breaking  heart's  in  Mary's  bower, 

A  wasting  form  is  there; 
The  glaucc  bas  id^  that  e'e  sac  blue. 
The  rose  that  theek  sae  Emt. 

I  The  mavis  flees  fnte  Mary's  bower. 

The  laverock  quits  the  skj  j 
I  An'  simmer  tjg^hs  o'er  Mary'n  boiver. 

For  coming  winter's  nigh. 
\  The  snaw  fa'a  white  on  Mary'*  bunvr,  | 

The  Icmpe&ta  loudly  rave  j 
The  flowem  that  bloomed  round  Mar 

Now  wither  «n  her  grave  ! 


^^^^nmH] 


K 


I 


'Her  I  HITHER  1  LET  HE  BE. 

mither!  mither!  let  me  be. 
And  let  mc,  dowie,  lie  my  lane; 
;aiiQa  bend  a  waukrife  ee — 
1  can  but  greet  liu'  Junic's  guie! 
The  simmer  buds  ure  on  the  lea. 
The  simmer  aun  is  glitilin'  fur; 
lilt  nocht  (?an  simmer  bring  lo  me — 
'burn  day's  but  oew  despair. 

0  mither!  mither t  let  me  dee, — 
Mj  ivsefu'  heart  will  break  fu'  sunt  ;— 

1  eanna'  lift  a  pray'r  for  thee. 

Nor  fix  my  ihoubts  un  Heav'n  abune. 
0  bury  me  aneath  the  tree 

Thai  aft  has  heard  hia  vows  o'  guile  i 
And  ne'er  may  Jcanie's  misery 

Be  tauld  to  rob  him  o'  a  amile  I 


LUCY'S    FLITT)  N'. 


fwas  when  the  wan  leaf  frae  the  hirk-tree  was  fa'iu' 
And  Martinmas  dowie  bad  wound  tip  the  year, 

■hat  Lucy  row'd  up  her  wee  kiai  wi'  her  ■'  in't. 
Anil  left  her  auld  muater  and  neebours  sae  dear : 


Rkbt  Mir  WH  his  kind  lii 
'  Fare  ye  wvd,  Ldct  !*  quo' 

The  gmiherio'  tears  trickl 
As  dnim  the  bum-side  she  ) 

'  Fare  ve  wecl,  Lucj- ! '  w 
She  beard  the  craw  sftvia't,  i 

And  Robin  was  chirpin't  I 

'  Ob,  That  it't  that  pits  mjr ; 

And  whul  gm  the  tears  c 
If  I  wisna  ettled  to  be  oay  I 

Then  what  gK9  me  wish  < 
I'm  jott  like  a  lammie  that  J 

Nae  mither  or  friend  the  ] 
1  fear  I  bae  tint  mj  pair  hea 

Nae  wonder  the  tear  fo's  i 
\Vi'  the  reit  o'  mv  claes  I  hi 

The  boany  blue  ribbon  thi 
Yeclreen,  when  he  fae  me'I, 

I'll  Dcrer  foi^t  the  wae  b 
Thon^h  now  he  said  naethinj 
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Ah,  weel  may  young  Jamie  gang  dowie  and  cheerless ! 

And  weel  may  he  greet  on  the  bank  o'  the  burn ! 
For  bonnie  sweet  Lucy,  sae  gentle  and  peerless, 

Ides  cauld  in  her  grave,  and  will  never  return ! 


.  t"  It  ii  a  bomewhat  remarkable  circniniitaDce  rri^ardlDg  this  ex. 
qaMtdjr  patbetic  and  beaotlfnl  little  poem,  that  Its  author  has  writtea 
tenOy  aaj  other  thing  of  aaj  description.**— Cbamsbbs. 

wnilam  Laldlaw,  the  author  of  this  beautiful  song,  was  the  Talued 
MBBiand  steward  of  Sir  Walter  Scott;  but  since  the  death  of  the 
gnat  miastrel,  and  disarrangement  of  the  Abbotsford  estate,  he  has 
iMm  CBBiilof ed,  much  1  hear  to  his  mind,  bj  the  ancient  and  noble 
ftmlly  of  Seaforth .  It  Is  of  Laidlaw  that  an  anecdote  of  Sir  Walter  on 
hia  ntani  from  Najdes  during  his  last  illness  has  been  told.  Scott  it 
Is  laid  recognized  few  or  none  of  his  Mends  or  relations  after  he  left 
LoiMkm,  and  from  Edinburgh  to  Abbotsford  laj  in  the  chariot  like 
to  ooe  aa  dead— but  seeing  Laidlaw  near  him  at  his  bed-side,  he  said, 
hia  ayes  brightening  at  the  time,  "  Is  that  you  WiUie  I  1  ken  l*m 
hune  noo.*'] 


THE  LAND  0»  THE  LEAL. 


I'm  wearing  awa,  Jean, 

Like  snaw  when  it's  thaw,  Jean ; 

I'm  wearing  awa,  Jean, 

To  the  land  o'  the  leal. 
There's  nae  sorrow  there,  Jean, 
There's  nae  cauld  there,  Jean, 
The  day  is  aye  fair,  Jean, 

In  the  land  o'  the  leal. 

Ye  were  aye  leal  and  true,  Jean, 
Your  task's  ended  now,  Jean, 
And  I'll  welcome  you 
To  the  land  o*  the  leal. 


80MCS  or  acoTLAm. 

Oar  boany  tnirn'i  then,  J«n, 
She  WM  buHi  gni4  a4ul  fur,  Jcm, 
Awl  we  gradgw!  her  rfgfci  tail 
T«  the  Iwd  o*  iht  haL 

Th«i  dry  thai  tevfn'  oe,  Jew. 
M)r  Mvl  huxgt  to  tie  ff«,  Jim, 
And  angela  wth  oo  Uf 

To  ittr  Uail  «'  the  IcbL 
Now,  r»re  yc  •rell,  mjr  tin  Jna, 
Tbu  warld's  can;  is  tmd,  Jeu, 
We'll  meex  ukd  aye  be  Ua 

In  the  Uod  a'  the  leaL 


KELVIN    GHOVt 


Let  us  baste  lo  Kelvin  grove.  tHniiue  lasnr.  L 
Through  its  wiiies  jrt  us  nire.  bonitie  turi'r,  ( 
Where  rtie  roae  in  all  Ju  pride 
Decte  the  hoUow  din^e'ii  side, 
Vihtre  the  midnifrht  fnirie*  glide,  boiuie  i 

We  mil  wander  by  the  mill,  bunnic  laaue,  <», 

To  the  core  beside  the  rill,  bonaie  laaiie,  Oi 

Where  the  glens  rebound  the  call 

Of  the  lofty  waterfall. 

k  TliTOuirh  ihe  monnuiu'i  rocky  hall,  bwude  h 


e'U  up  to  yonder  glade,  bonnit  lasEie,  O, 
e  ao  oft,  beneatlt  ils  ehadc,  bunnic  lassie,  O, 
With  the  Boa)(gier8  in  the  grove. 
We  have  told  uur  tale  of  love, 
i  have  sportive  garliindg  wove,  bonnie  lassie,  0. 

It  bid  adieu,  bonaie  lassie,  O, 
le  and  you,  boDote  lasstc,  O, 
mlet  ivioding  elear, 
To  ibe  fragraat-sceiitcd  brier. 
E'en  to  thee  of  uU  mo&t  dear,  bonnie  lassie,  O. 

For  the  frowns  of  fortune  low'r,  bonnie  lassie,  0, 
On  thy  lover  at  this  hour,  bouuie  lassie,  O ; 
Ere  the  golden  orb  of  day. 
Wakes  the  warblers  from  the  spray. 
From  this  land  I  muai  away,  bounie  lassie,  O. 

And  when  on  a  distant  shore,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 
SbotUd  I  fall  'midst  battle's  roar,  bonnie  lassie,  O, 

Wilt  thou,  Helen,  when  you  hear 

Of  thy  lover  on  his  bier. 
To  his  memory  shed  a  tear,  bonnie  lassie }  0. 


Tlie  glouniu  m,w  us  ■ 

And  mickle  mirth  I 

Bat  ca'  the  other  tou 

Till  dumticleer  b^ 

Blithe,  blf  the,  u 

BIfthe  are  we, 

Aftcn  hae  we  c«nl 

Bat  tic  a  nicfat 

The  udd  kirk  bell  hu 
Wha  nres  thon^h  lb 

We're  licht  o'  heart,  u 
Though  time  uid  tid< 

Tut  I  never  speir  how  i 
The  mooD'i  still  hliu 

And,  gif  like  her  we  fil 
I  dinns  doubt  we'll  d 


AE    HAPPY    HOUR 
AI.BXAHDBII  LAIMC. 

The  dark  ^rny  o'  ^louniu, 

The  lone  leafy  shaw, 
The  con  u'  the  cushal. 

The  Ecent  o'  the  haw. 
The  brae  o'  the  bUTDie, 

A'  hlumin  in  flower, 
And  twn  faiEbfu'  lovers, 

Mak  ae  happy  hour. 


^  kiod  wineoDie  wiSe, 

A  elean  cantie  hame, 
■.«\iid  gmiliuf;  sweet  babies. 

To  lisp  the  dear  name ; 
"HVi'  plenty  o'  labour, 

And  health  to  endure, 
^lake  time  to  ron  round  ay 

The  ae  happy  hour. 

'e  lost  to  affection, 
-^  AVhou.  avarice  can  move 

^o  ivoo  and  to  marry 

_        For  a'  thing  but  lovej 

■■"Vva*  wi'  your  aorrows, 

^wa'  wi'  your  store, 

S:  ken  na  the  plea^nie 

^>'  ae  happy  Uow 


I  left  ye,  Jeanie. 

'Hang  the  bon 
I're  found  re  on 

And  uir  fe're 
1  left  ve  'mang-  tl 

In  nutic  weed 
I'Te  found  ve  bm 

In  punted  chai 

I  left  ye  like  a  wi 

That  pUyt 'ntai 
I've  fonad  ye  non 

A  irife,  and  ek( 
Ye're  foirer,  atate 

Ye're  wiw,  na. 
Bat  ob !  I'd  ntbt 

'Mang  the  gree 


I 

ft 


He  is  fled,  the  lif^bl-hearted  1 

Yet  a  tear  must  ha^e  startud 

To  hie  eye,  when  he  parted 

From  love-atricken  me  1 

He  is  fled  1  he  is  fled ! 

Like  a  gallant  so  free. 
Plumed  cap  un  his  head. 

And  gharp  aivord  by  tis  knee  j 
While  his  gay  feathers  fluttered. 
Surely  something  he  muttered. 
He  at  lea£t  muei  liare  uttered 

A  farewell  to  me ! 

He's  away !  he's  sway. 
To  far  lands  o'er  the  sea — 

Aud  long  is  the  day 
Ere  home  he  can  be ; 

But  where'er  bis  steed  pnmcei, 

Amid  thronging  laoces, 

Sure  he'U  think  of  the  glances 
That  lote  stole  from  me  ! 

He  is  gone !  he  is  gone  ! 

Like  the  leaf  from  the  tree ; 
But  his  heart  is  of  atone 

If  it  ne'er  dream  of  me  1 
For  I  dream  of  bim  ever. 
His  buff-coat  and  beaver. 
And  long  sword,  ob,  never 

Are  absent  from  me  I 


Hoxcv  or  acOTljucn. 


AI.SXANDBK   HVHK. 

Iu»  WM  a  bonnie  1mm,  an"  O,  she  lo'ed  ue  wd.- 
Sic  love  w  cutnk  litid  n  loo^c.  but  oolv  hrant  t 

Uui  I  WM  poor,  her  Fidther  dour,  he  wadna  Iwk  .ni  nc. 
Oiwveriy!  Oporenyl  lUt  Lore  should  ba»  lortw' 

1  -vent  unio  her  MitJiM  :  wi'  1  M^ed.  aa'  I  frwdwl, 
1  apnk  o-  loFc  an*  lioncstjr,   an'  nair  an'  mIt  k- 

seeched, 
Bm  ahe  waa  deaf  lo  a'  my  grief,  thn  wadoa  lock  oa  •». 

0  poverty  I  O  poverty !  that  Lore  tbuuld  buw  bi  tWi ! 

1  neisl  went  to  her  brother,  an  I  tmJd  him  o'  uv  i^, 
O  he  WHS  wae  I  he  tried  to  say.  but  it  ww  a'  in  «to, 
Though  he  was  wed  in  love  liliiisd*,  oac  fctOioy  hii 

OpoTerty!  OpoTcrtyl  ihal  Love  shoidd  bow  tulhn 

O  wealth  it  makec  Che  fool  a  Biu;e.  the  kii»e  an  bonoi 

An'  conker'd  grey  lock*  young  again,  gin  b«  kae  gm 


lo age  niHUn  beauty  op« her u 

t  poverty  <  O  poi'erty  1  that  Love  tbouU  tHMMij 


•.  tboogb  w 
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ut  wait  a  wee,  o'  love  is  alee,  an  winna  be  said  nay, 
breaks  a'  chains  except  its  ain,  but  it  maun  hae 

its  way; 
nld  age  was  blind,  the  priest  was  kind,  now  happy  as 

can  be, 
poverty !  O  poverty !  we're  wed  in  spite  o*  thee  I 


WELCOME  BAT  AND  OWLET  GRAY. 
JOANNA  BAILLIB. 

O  welcome  bat  and  owlet  gray, 
Thus  winging  lone  your  airy  way ; 
And  welcome  moth  and  drowsy  fly. 
That  to  mine  ear  come  humming  by ; 
And  welcome  shadows  long  and  deep. 
And  stars  that  from  the  pale  sky  peep  I 
O  welcome  all  1  to  me  ye  say. 
My  woodland  love  is  on  her  way. 

Upon  the  soft  wind  floats  her  hair, 
Her  breath  is  in  the  dewy  air. 
Her  steps  are  in  the  whisper'd  sound 
That  steals  along  the  stilly  ground. 
O  dawn  of  day,  in  rosy  bower. 
What  art  thou  in  this  witching  liour ! 
O  noon  of  day,  in  sunshine  bright, 
What  art  thou  to  the  fall  of  night ! 


The  sun  is  nmk,  the  d&y 
E'en  stars  are  setting,  ont 
Nor  torch  nor  taper  long* 
Eke  out  tlie  pleasurea  of  t 
And,  since,  in  social  g'lee' 
It  needs  mnst  be.  Good  ni 

The  bride  into  her  bower  ; 
The  ribald  rhfme  and  jest 
The  lorer's  whispered  wor 
HB?e  bid  the  bashful  mud 
The  dancing'-floor  u  silent 
No  foot  boandi  there,  Go< 

The  lady  in  her  cuitiuned  I 
The  herdsman  in  his  wattl< 
The  clansnian  in  the  heuh 
Sweet  sleep  be  with  fou,  o 
We  part  in  hope  of  days  m 
A.thl.-™ "-    ■ 
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ADDITIONAL  NOTES  AND  SONGS 
TO  VOLUME  I. 


THE  CHARACTER  OF  A  HAPPY  LIFE. 


WOMEN  ARE  BUT  MEN'S  SHADOWS, 
p.  35. 

ilmii  tuid  hi*  Lady  Jlaoonnlnf-,  the  Eul  nld,— The  Woemm    j 
ID!  ibidowru,  and  sbe  maJnUiPKi  tfacm.    Both  oppioUi 


'^  ALL  rot 


™""**.to  alMMr  to  Ita 
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potltLoD 

wai  fond  a 

as 
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hat  chh  b 
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,  Arbuth 
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Ga,'..  la  <h 

hat  do  ye 

mU  !»,■-■  TW.J 

whcnth 

C30>9 

™«™riDr.'   IhavB 
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n  weU  tn- 

IOrdh)  <1.M  thr 
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■tedasHi- 

hlieou 

trri!«r 
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Ph  mnd  sDJUll 

1  Id  Uie  con 
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CTM,    hff 

ll.cir  Willie 

L«t«  U,  Unwl 

.Aon, 

.TBS. 

■THE  ROSE 

.330. 

Cowpcr  wiltlni  to  hi 

fricD 

Unvrtn, 

F.b.  7.  I7«. 

»ir> 

'■I  haTC 

Dtlcman- 

Higulnc.  a 

nidation  of 

UuPot.Uincia.uidot. 

bRou 

Ud.lljID 

eck  of  which 

inadTerlenUr 

Thehutorrof  tblt  little  noDf,  CcrwpR'  leUs  u  Id  another  let 
addTFuedto  l^y  Itoakcth.  *■  1  cnuLd  pit r  the  poor  woman,  whol 
twvn  weak  cnan|h  tn  claim  my  Hinjr.    Each  pUfcrln^a  ate  Hure  to 


IE  (leotleman'i  Maeailae. 


pricked  bee  tBgai  with  IL"   letter,  Jan.  a.  ljbj. 

BEGGING  ANOTHER  KISS, 
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The  neiffajn^e  of  the  war-hone  prowde. 

Hie  rowleioge  ot  the  dram. 
Hie  dAogoar  at  the  trumpet  lowde— 

Be  ■oondee  from  hearen  that  come. 
And,  oh  I  the  thundering  preeae  ot  knlfhtea. 

When  as  their  war-cryet  ewelle, 
Maj  tole  from  hearen  an  angel  bright. 

And  rowae  a  fiend  from  hell. 

Then  moonte  1  then  moonteMare  Gallants  all. 

And  don  four  helaee  amaine  t 
Deathe's  oooriers.  Fame  and  Honoor,  call 

Us  to  the  field  agaloe. 
No  shrewish  tears  shall  fill  our  eye 

When  the  sword-hilt's  in  our  hand  j 
Heart-whole  well  parte,  and  no  whit  sighe 

For  the  fayrest  of  the  land. 
Let  piping  swain  e,  and  craTen  wight,  ' 

Thus  weepe  and  poling  crye  j 
Oar  basinesse  is  like  men  to  flghte. 

And  Uke  to  Heroes,  die ! 


[Mr.  Motiierwell  printed  these  fine  stanzas  fhmi  a  copy  of  Love- 
mct^n  Lacaste,  London,  l07SH-they  are  written  in  an  old  hand,  and 
ure  not  an  worthy  of  the  author  in  whose  work  they  were  written. 
i99  Motherwell's  Anc.  Min.  p.  160.] 


THE  HAPPY  MARRIAGE. 

EDWARD  MOORI. 

Died  17A7* 

How  blest  has  my  time  been  1  what  Joys  hare  I  known. 
Since  wedlocks  soft  bondage  made  Jessy  my  own  I 
So  Joyfol  my  heart  is,  so  easy  my  chain. 
Hilt  freedom  is  tasteless  and  roTing  a  pain. 

Huo'  walks  grown  with  woodbines,  as  often  we  stray, 
Aioand  as  oar  boys  and  girls  flrolie  and  play : 
How  pleasing  their  sport  is  I  the  wanton  ones  see, 
Amd.  bonow  thdr  looks  Arom  my  Jessy  and  me. 


lUH  (QU. «  ht  Urn.  kd*  iMm 
ABilctTvi  tobrrMiliul  wfant  bfl  ■ 
Yfl  t1i«iiiBnU  »  CBTt  Vbo  mike : 


ADDITIONAL  ] 
TO  VOL. 


1  DO  CONFESS  TUOURT  I 
p.lS.' 


THE  BLYTHESOM 


bua  clBlou  uiothci  tone  (Itfd  In  Scmpic,  u  ibe  ptvpnty  of 
to  be  [cllM  on. 

KATHERINE  OGIE. 
p.  32.     . 
li  printed  u  ulCend  by  Ri 


B  Ai  1  went  (anb  to  rt.w  tbe  pli 

H  Vfitb  »»rt  iwnt  Kent  U  etc 

^1  A  Tery  ptrttr  in«iil  I  spj'J, 

H  She  .bio'd,  Ihougft  II  wm  Idj 

f  MroiuiieUKUta'rliicOcle. 


(t  prinlal  ka  11)80. 


»  Id  B  boBlf  1 


r  bODDlc  K< 

.th-rlOB  Ocli 

iftedi 

^""; 

;  ibepbcrd  ■ 
,ckiba<det 

AI  bufbtlDE  to  Bblde  thee  i 


nal«n  butt  teik  u 


I  APPENDIX. 

Saddled  md  biidlM 
And  bODtEdrsde  bri 
aOYAL  CHARLIE. 
p.  147. 
ballcTM  tUl  tone  to  be  Ule  propen;r  of  Allu  Cnanlnghwii. 
THE  BRAES  OF  BALLENDINE. 
p.  167. 
□r  thii  King  iboold  b*  :— 

Bcneub  ■  psea  abade. 

STREPHON  AND  LYDIA. 

p.  19*. 
Tbe  Ant  Upc  of  tbli  kids  ^  freDei^:r  |>HDt«], 

O'ER  THE  WATER  TO  CHARLIE. 


THE  ROBIN  CAME  TO  THE  WREN'S  NEST. 

p.  72. 

Onlr  the  Bnt  itwua  of  thU  aODt  U  old— tbe  othen  ve  by  A 


in  futon  In  clTlnt  ui  cuxUent  I 


And  O,  bDt  thrj  wtMf  I 


no'  kUb  u4  Hn  ukd  a-l 

111  fOUoir  the  gjrOB  t> 


•nst  Bit4il  111  Ue  1b  a  tea 


"  I  aat  nii^ht  I  U7  in  a  weeLmtde  bed 

Wi*  tUken  bmnfings  nxmd  me  j 
Bat  DOW  I'll  lie  to  a  farmer*!  bam, 

Wi*  the  irypeles  all  aroand  me. 

*'  The  first  ale  booae  that  we  come  at, 

We*ll  bae  a  pot  o*  brandie ; 
The  oczt  ale-hooae  that  we  come  at, 

Well  drink  to  rTPtie  Oeordie. 

Now  when  onr  lord  cam*  home  at  e*en. 

He  speir'd  for  his  fair  lady ; 
The  ane  she  cried,  [the]  tMther  replied, 

**  She*8  awa  wi'  the  tTpAe  laddie.*' 

Gae  saddle  me  the  ^ode  black  steed. 

The  bay  was  ne'er  sae  bonnie  j 
For  I  will  neither  eat  nor  sleep. 

Till  I  be  wi*  my  lady. 

Tbeo  he  rode  east  and  he  rode  west. 

And  he  rode  near  stra'  bofte } 
And  there  he  foand  his  ain  dear  wife, 

Drinktnf  wi'  rypsle  Geordie. 

And  what  made  yon  leare  yoor  houses  and  land. 
Or  what  made  yon  leare  yonr  money } 

Or  what  made  yoa  leare  yoor  ain  wedded  lord, 
TO  follow  the  gjVBit  laddie. 

Then  come  thee  hame  my  ain  dear  wife, 
Then  come  thee  hame  my  hinuie  j  [dearie  t} 

And  I  do  swear  by  the  hilt  of  my  sword, 
The  nrp*ics  nae  mair  shall  come  near  thee. 

Then  we  were  seren  weel  made  men. 

Bat  lack  we  were  nae  bonnie } 
And  we  were  a*  pat  down  for  ane. 

For  the  Earl  0'  CanUU'  ladie/* 


Ttae  NigbUDgiJr.  igi  •dnp,  1741. 
ot  Lfrtc  PoeOT.  coDtaTiilDr 


•s  WMwn  coUcctHl  u 
mUecOoD  of  3i 

mux  Id  the  Mriy  doidImt. 

But  Itac  Int  (TUd  nactdwr  roi  scatttiita  aoog  wu  i 

roUccUon.    ■■  The  Ten  rtSle  NUcellinT.  or  ■  CoUM 

tanp,''  1.14..  of  whleb  iilii««llUeat  vpnnd  In  nlu  r> 


1  etduged  collsettoa 


iai:  Bums'  miilencc  in  Edlnburs-h,  (17871,  v»  iiiibUilied  Hi 
mtt  D[  Johnion'i  ScoD  Miulcal  HuKom.  where  EotUih  u 


to  mmr  which  odd  ulnilrea  moHt,  Bums'  emeoiUtioas,  mtJdltioDt,  or 
crl^LiiKl  ftQDffl,  '*  Mr,  Bums,"  iftri  RIUuDi  "  ia  p»k1  ■  [topt  «• 
BABwy,  l>,  Lt  mnit  be  rapittM  on  «qiullr  lleentloiu  ui  unTilUirB] 
pqbllitiPof  the  ptrfommDiH  of  othciB."— ScotUih  Sods*,  1i:«. 

A  oellecUaD  ol  B^iiU  and  Sonfiwai  pabUihed  la  J7(h>,  by  umrie 
■jhI  STmUigtan,  bnC  IhlB  Is  h  tacn  copy  af  Herd's  work^    Br  bLi  ptib. 
thii  lime,  Fknkerton  pretended  to  do  much  for  SMtith 


117W.  R 


4 

I 


tbc  culler  edltloa.  he  would  Iiktc  fooi 
t  Tbe  port.  pnhBiH.  most  cip«ttle.  t 


les,  Unei,  et 
of  enclcnl  f 
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OF  THE   FIRST  LINES. 
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